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PEEFATOEY NOTK 



Like most of Professor Wilson's miscellaneous writings, the articles contained 
in the two following yolumes appeared originally in ''Blackwood's Magazine/' 
Having been revised and considerably remodelled by their Author, they were 
published in three volumes, 8vo, in 1842, under the general title, ** The Re* 
creations of Christopher North." In the reprint, the special titles of some of 
the articles are different from those which the same papers bear in the 
Magazine, 
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Tbeke ia a fine and beautiful alliance between all pastimeH 
purauod on flood, field, and foil, TKe principles iu human 
nature on wbioli tkey depend, are in all the same ; bat those 
principles are subject to influite modifications and Tarieties, 
according to tlie differenee of individual and national character. 
All such pastimes, whether followed merely as pastimes, or as 
professions, or aa the immediate means of sustaining life, 
require sense, sagacity, and knowledge of nature and nature's 
laws ; nor less, patience, perseverance, courage even, and 
bodily strength or activity, while the spirit which animates 
and supports them is a spirit of anxiety, doubt, fear, hope, 
joy, exultation, and triumph — in the heart of the young a 
fierce passion — ia the heart of the old a passion still, but 
Bubdned and tamed down, without, however, being much 
dulled or deadened, by various experience of all the mysteries 
of the calling, and by the gradual subsiding of aU impetuous 
impulses in the frames of all mortal men beyond perhaps 
three-score, when the blackest head will be becoming grey, 
the most nervous knee less firmly knit, the most steely- 
springed instep less elastiij, the keenest eye less of a &r- 
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keeker, and, above all, the most boiling heart less like a 
caldron or a crater — ^yea, the whole man subject to some 
dimness or decay, and, consequently, the whole duty of man 
like the new edition of a book, from which many passages 
that formed the chief glory of the editio princeps have been 
expunged — the whole character of the style corrected without 
being thereby improved — just like the later editions of the 
Pleasures of Imagination, which were written by Akenside 
when he was about twenty-one, and altered by him at forty — 
to the exclusion or destniction of many most splendida vitia, 
by which process the poem, in our humble opinion, was shorn 
of its brightest beams, and suffered disastrous twilight and 
eclipse — ^perplexing critics. 

Now, seeing that such pastimes are in number almost 
infinite, and infinite the varieties of human character, pray 
what is there at all surprising in your being madly fond of 
shooting — and your brother Tom just as foolish about fishing 
— and cousin Jack perfectly insane on fox-hunting — while 
the old gentleman your father, in spite of wind and weather, 
perennial gout, and annual apoplexy, goes a-coursing of the 
white-hipped hare on the bleak Yorkshire wolds — and uncle 
Ben, as if just escaped from Bedlam or St Luke's with Dr 
Haslam at his heels, or with a few hundred yards' start of Dr 
Warburton, is seen galloping, in a Welsh wig and strange 
apparel, in the rear of a pack of Lilliputian beagles, all bark- 
ing as if they were as mad as their master, supposed to be in 
chase of an invisible animal that keeps eternally doubling in 
field and forest — " still hoped for, never seen," and well 
christened by the name of Escape ? 

Phrenology sets the question for ever at rest. All people 
have thirty-three faculties. Now there are but twenty-four let- 
ters in the alphabet ; yet how many languages — some six thou- 
sand we believe, each of which is susceptible of many dialects! 
No wonder, then, that you might as well try to count all the 
sands on the sea-shore as all the species of sportsmen. 

There is, therefore, nothing to prevent any man with a 
large and sound development from excelling, at once, in rat- 
catching and deer-stalking — ^from being, in short, a universal 
genius in sports and pastimes. Heaven has made us such a 
man. 

Yet there seems to be a natural course or progress in 
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I pastimes. We do not now speak of marWes — or fennckling 
down at taw—or trundling a hoop — or pall-lal! — or pitch and 
tosa — or any other of the gamea of the school playground. 
We reatiict ouraelvea to what, eoniewhatinaocurateiy perhaps, 
are called field-sports. Thus Angling HeeniB the earliest of 
thera all in the order of nature. There the new-hreeched 
urchin atanda on the low bridge of the little hit hurniel and 
with crooked pin, baited with one unwrithing ring of a dead 
worm, and attached to a yam-thread — for he has not yet got 
into hair, and is years off gat — his md of the mere willow or 
hazel wand, there will he stand during all hia play-houra, ae 
forgetful of his primer as if the weary art of printing had 
inever been invented, day after day, week after week, month 
after month, in mute, deep, earnest, passionate, heart-mind- 
;«nd- soul -engrossing hope of some time or other catching a 
minnow or a beardiel A tug — a tug! With face ten times 
flushed and pale by turns ere you could count ten, he at last 
has strength, in the agitation of his fear and joy, to pull 
away at the monster — and there he lies in his beauty among 
#e gowans and the greensward, for ha has whapped him 
Jiight over hia head and far away, a fish a quai-ter of an ounce 
Sn weight, and, at the very least, two inches long ! Off he 
fliea, on wings of wind, to his father, mother, and sisters, and 
brothers, and couaina, and all the neighbourhood, holding the 
lab aloft in both hands, still fearful of its escape, and, like a 
jenuine child of corruption, his eyes brighten at the first blush 
of cold blood on his amall fumy fingera. He carries about 
4rith hira, up-stairs and down-staira, hia prey upon a plate ; 
^^ a will not wash his hands before dinner, for he exults in the 
iCver scales adhering to the thum"b-nail that scooped the pin 
Mitofthebaggy'a maw — and at night, "cabined, cribbed, con- 
Bned," he is overheard murmuring in his sleep — a thief, a 
tether, and a murderer, in his yet infant dreams 1 

From that hour Angling is no more a mere delightful day- 
dream, haunted by tlie dim hopes of imaginary minnows, but 
a reality — an art — a science — of which the flasen-headed 
schoolboy feela hiraseK to be master — a mystery in which lie 
haa been initiated ; and off he goes now, all alone, in the 
1 .Jtower of successful passion, to the distant brook — brook 
[ H mile off — with fields, and hedges, and single trees, and 
■tittle grovea, and a huge forest of six acres, between and the 
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house in which lie is boarded or was boml There flows on 
the slender music of the Bhadowy shallowe — there pnurs the 
deeper din of the birch-tree'd waterfalh The scared water- 
pyet fiita away from stone to stone, and dipping, disappears 
among the airy bubbles, to him a new sight of joy and wonder. 
And oh! how sweet the scent of the broom or furze, yellowing 
along the braes, where leap tte lambs, less happy than he, on 
the knollfl of Bunshinel His grandfather has given him a 
half-crown rod in two pieces — yes, his line ia of hair twisted 
— plaited by his own soon-instructed little fingers. By 
Heavens, ho is fisliing with the fly I And the Fates, grim and 
grisly as they are painted to bo by fuU-grown, ungrateful, 
lying poets, smile like angele upon ihe paidler in the brook, 
winnowing the air with their wings into western breezes, 
while at the very first throw the yellow trout forsakes his 
fastness beneath the bog-wO'Od, and with a lazy wallop, and 
then a sudden plunge, and then a race like lightning, changes 
at once the child into the boy, and shoots through his thrilling 
and aching heart the ecstasy of a new life expanding in that 
glorious pastime, even as a rainbow on a sudden brightens up 
the sky. Fortunafavet fortibus — and with one long pull, and 
strong pull, and pull altogether, Johimy lands a twelve- 
incher on the soft, smooth, silvery aand of the only bay in all 
the burn where such an esploit was possible, and dashing 
upon him like an osprey, soars up with him in his talons to 
the bank, breaking his line as he hurries off to a spot of safety 
twenty yards from the pool, and then flinging him dovra on a 
heath -surrounded plat of slieop nibbled verdure lets him 
bounce about till heisti ad p whufq 

and feeble motions, brig d ti d g n w h 

his yellow light and cnm pttd pkldad 

starred in his scaly spl d b h h 

before so dazzlingly; b n w h rad h p 

creature is dimmer and bud d y wink 

and seems almost sh b h d h w g 

clouds, ooroposed in eq p in d h 

Springs, summers, n wi — h h 

longer, by many times longer than the whole year of grown- 
up life, that slips at last throngh one's fingers like a knotless 
thread — pass over the curled darling's brow; and look at 
him now, a straight and strengthy stripling, in tljc savage 
spirit of sport, springing over rook-ledge after rock-ledge, nor 
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r needing aught as he plashes knee-deep, or waistband-high, 
through river-feeding torrents, to the glorioua mnsio of bis 
running and ringing reel, after a tongno-hooked salmon, in- 
sanely seeking with the ebb of tid«, but all in vain, the white 
breakers of the sea. No haze! or willow wand, no half-crown 
rod of ash iramed by village wright, is now in his practised 
littnds, of which the very left is desteroue ; but a twenty-feet 
rod of Phin's, all ring-rustling, and a-glitter with the preserv- 
!uig varnish, hmber as the attenuating line itself, and lithe to 
its topmost tenuity as the elephant's proboscis — the hiccory 
and the horn without twist, knot, or fiaw — from butt to fly a 
fcnltless taper, " fine by degrees and beautifully less," the 
beau-ideal of a rod by the skill of cunning craftsman to the 
Senses materialised ! A fish — fat, fair, and forty I " She is 
9 salmon, therefore to be woo'd — she is a salmon, therefore to 
be won " — but shy, timid, capricious, headstrong, now wrath- 
fill and now full of fear, like any other female whom the cruel 
,'artiat has hooked by lip or heart, and, in spite of all her 
Straggling, will bring to the gasp at last; and then with calm 
eyes behold her lying in the shade dead, or worse than dead, 
■Swt-fading, and to be re-illumined no more the lustre of her 
■beauty, insensible to sun or shower, even the most perishable 
itt all perishable things in a world of perishing I — But the 
aalmon has grown sulky, and roust be made to spring to the 
iplunging stone. There, suddenly, instinct with new passion, 
'flhe shoots out of the foam like a bar o£ silver bullion ; and, 
relapsing into the flood, ia in another moment at the very 
^ead of the waterfall! Give her the butt — give her the 
Jmtt — or she is gone for ever with the thunder into ten fathom 
ideep I — Now comes the trial of your tackle — and when was 
yiiin ever known to fail at the edge of cliff or cataract? Her 
Kiout is southwards — right up the middle of the main ciirrent 
i)f the hill-bom river, as if she would seek its very course 
where she was spawned 1 She still swims swift, and strong, 
and deep — and the line goes steady, boys, steady — stiff and 
Bteady ae a Tory in the roar of Opposition. There is yet au 
hour's play in her dorsal fin — danger in the flap of her tail — 
and yet may her silver shoulder shatter the gut against a rock. 

I!Why, the river was yesterday in spate, and she ia fi^sh run ^^H 
from the sea. All the lesser waterfalls are now level with the ^^M 
iBood, and she meets with no impediment or obstruction — the ^^H 
noaat is clear^no tree-roots here — no floating branches — for ^^M 
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during the night they have all been swept down to the salt 
loch. In medio tutissimas ibis — ay, now you feel she begins to 
fail — the butt tells now every time you deliver your right. 
What ! another mad leap ! yet another sullen plunge I She 
seems absolutely to have discovered, or rather to be an imper- 
sonation of, the Perpetual Motion. Stand back out of the 
way, you son of a sea-cook I — ^you in the tattered blue breeches, 
with the tail of your shirt hanging out. Who the devil sent 
you all here, ye vagabonds ? — Ha I Watty Kitchie, my man, 
is that you ? God bless your honest laughing phiz I What, 
Watty, would you think of a Fish like that about Peebles ? 
Tarn Grieve never gruppit sae heavy a ane since first he be- 
langed to the Council. — Curse that collie ! Ay I well done, 
Watty I Stone him to Stobbo. Confound these stirks — if 
that white one, with caving horns, kicking heels, and straight- 
up tail, come bellowing by between us and the river, then, 
" Madam I all is lost, except honour I " If we lose this Fish 
at six o'clock, then suicide at seven. Our will is made — 
ten thousand to the Foundling — ditto to the Thames Tunnel 

^ha — ha — my Beauty ! Methinks we could fain and fond 

kiss thy silver side, languidly lying afloat on the foam as if 
all further resistance now were vain, and gracefully thou wert 
surrendering thyself to death I No faith in female — she trusts 
to the last trial of her tail — sweetly workest thou, Reel of 
Reels ! and on thy smooth axle spinning sleep'st, even, as 
Milton describes her, like our own worthy planet. Scrope — 
Bainbridge — Maule — princes among Anglers — oh I that you 
were here ! Where the devil is Sir Humphrey ? At his re- 
tort ? By mysterious sympathy — ^far off at his own Trows, 
the Kerss feels that we are killing the noblest Fish whose 
back ever rippled the surface of deep or shallow in the Tweed. 
Tom Purdy stands like a seer, entranced in glorious vision, 
beside turreted Abbotsford. Shade of Sandy Go van I Alas I 
alas! Poor Sandy — why on thy pale face that melancholy 
smile 1— Peter I The Gaff I The Gaff I Into the eddy she 
sails, sick and slow, and almost with a swirl — whitening as 
she nears the sand — there she has it — struck right into the 
shoulder, fairer than that of Juno, Diana, Minerva, or Venus 
— and lies at last in all her glorious length and breadth of 
beaming beauty, fit prey for giant or demigod angling before 
the Flood ! 
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"The child is father of tUs mnD, 
And I would wish my daya ta be 
Bound aauli to each by xmtunil pisiy ! " 



) mucli for the Angler. The Shooter, again, he begins 
with ]iis pipe-gun, formed of the last year's growth of a 
branch of the plane-tree — the "beautiful dark-green-leaved 
and flagrant-flowered plane-tree — that utands Rtraight in 
Btem and round in head, visible and audible too from afar 
the bee -resounding umbrage, alike on Btoniiy sea-coast and in 
sheltered inland vale, still loving the roof of the fiahermau's 
or peasant's cottage. 

Then comes, perhaps, the city pop-gun, in shape like a very 
inuaket, such aa soldiers bear — a Christmas present from par- 
mt, once a. colonel of volunteers — nor feeble to discharge the 
pea-bullet or barley-shot, formidable to face and eyes ; nor 
yet unfelt, at six paces, by hinder-end of playmate, scornfully 
yet fearfully exposed. But the shooter soon tires of bqcIi 
iQeffectual trigger — and his soul, as well as his hair, is set on 
fire by that extraordinary compound — Gunpowder. He be- 
£;ina with burning off his eyebrows on the King's birthday; 
squibs and crackers follow, and all the pSeaaures of the pluff. 
But he 80on longs to lot off a gun — " and follows to tlje field 
■ome warlike lord "~in hopes of being allowed to discharge 
one of the doubie-bairela, after Ponto has made his last point, 
find the half-hidden chimneys of home ai'e again seen smoking 
among the trees. This is his firfjt practice in firearms, and 
'from that hour he is — a Shooter. 

Then there is in moat rural parishes — and of rural parishes 
"alone do we condescend to speak — a pistol, a horse one, with 
HI bit of silver on the butt — perhaps one that originaDy served 
ZD the ScotB Greys, It is bought, or boiTOwed, by the young 
shooter, who begins firing first at barn-doors, tlien at trees, 
%Tid then at hving things — a strange cur, who, from Lis loll- 
ting tongue, may be supposed to have the hydrophobia — a cat 
^at has purred herself asleep on tlie sunny churchyard wall, 
«■ is watching mice at their hole-Tuouths among the graves — 
I water-rat iu the mill-lead — or weasel that, running to his 
a^treat in the wall, always turus round to look at you — a 
goose wandered from his common in disappointed love — or 
brown duck, easily mistaken by the unscrupulous for a wild 
Hie, in pond remote from human dn'elling, or on meadow by 
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the river-side, away from the clack of the mnter-mill. Tba 
corby-crow, too, Bhout*cI out of hie nest on some tree lower 
than usual, is a good flying mark to the more advanced class ; 
or morning magpie, a-chatter at akreigh of day close to the 
cottage door among the cliickeus; or a flock of pigeons wheel- 
ing overhead on the etubhle-field, or sitting bo thick together 
that every stock is blue with tempting plumage. 

But the pistol is discharged for a fowling-piece — brown and 
rusty, with, a sUght crack probably in the muzzle, and a lock 
oat of all proportion to the barrel. Then the young shooter 
aspires at halfpeuniea thrown up into the air — and generally 
hit, for there is never wanting an apparent dent iu copper 
metal ; and thence ho mounts to the glancing and skimming 
swallow, a household bird, and tlicrefore to be held sacred, 
bat shot at on the excuse of its being next to impossible to 
hit him — an opinion strengthened into belief by several sum- 
mers' practice. But the small brown and white marten wheel- 
ing through below the bridge, or along the many-holed red 
sand-bank, is admitted by all boys to be fair game — and still 
more, the long-winged leglesa black devilet, that, if it falls to 
the ground, cannot rise again, and therefore screams wheeling 
round the corners and battlements of towers and castles, or 
far out even of cannon-shot, gambols in companies of hun- 
dreds, and regiments of a thousand, aloft in the evening ether, 
within the orbit of the eagle's flight. It seems to boyish 
eyes that the creatures near the earth, when but little blue 
sky is seen between the specks and the wallflowers growing 
on the coign of vantage : the signal is given to fire ; but the 
devilets are too high in heaven to smell the sulphur. The 
starling whips with a shiill cry into his nest, and nothing fidls 
to the ground but a tiny bit of mossy mortar, inhabited by 

But the Day of Days arrives at last, when the schoolboy^ 1 
or rather the college hoy, retarning to his rural vacation (for 
in Scotland college winters tread close, too close, on the heels 
of academies), has a gun — a gun in a case — a double-barrel 
too — of his own — and is provided with a licence, probably 
without any other qualification than that of hit or miss. On 
some portentous morning he effulges with the sun in velve- 
teen jacket and breeches of the same — many-buttoned gaiters, 
and an uiikerchiefed throat. 'Tis the fourteenth of Septem- 
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and lo ! a pointer at his heels — Ponto, of course — a game- 
bag like a beggar's wallet at his side — destined to be at eve 
) full of charity — and all the paraphernalia of an accom- 
plished sportsman. Proud, were she to see the sight, would 
be the "mother that boro him;" the heart of that old sports- 
maB, his daddy, would sing for joy I The chained mastiff in 
the yard yowls his admiration ; the servant lasses uplift the 
of their garret, and, with suddenly withdrawn hlushea, 
titter their delight in their rich paper cuila and pare night- 
clothes. Eah Eoger, who has been cleaning out the bam, 
comes forth to partake of the caulker; and away go the foot- 
steps of the old poacher and hia pupil through the autumnal 
rime, off to the uplands, where — for it is one of the earhest of 
harvests — there is scarcely a single acre of standing corn. 
The tnrnip-fielda are bright green with hope and expectation 
-"^nd coveys are couching on lazy beds beneath the potato- 
ahaw. -Every high hedge, ditch-guarded on either side, 
shelters its own brood — imagination hears the whirr shaking 
I the dewdrops from the broom on the brae — and first one bird 
and then another, and then the remainhig number, in itself 
no contemptible covey, seems to fancy's ear to spring single, 

' a clouds, irom the coppice bnishwood with here and there 
lut intercepting standard tree. 

Poor Ponto is much to be pitied. Either having a cold in 
lis nose, or having ante- breakfasted by stealth on a red her- 
ring, he can scent nothing short of a badger, and, every other 
field, he starts in horror, shame, and amazement, to hear him- 
self, without having attended to hia points, enclosed in a 
whirring covey. He is still duly taken between those inexor- 
able knees ; out comes the speck- and -span new dog-whip, 
heavy enough for a horse ; and the yowl of the patient is heard 
over the whole pariah. Mothers press their yet unchastiaed 
I'infauts to their breasts ; and tha schoolmaster, fastening a 
knowing eye on dunce and neerdoweel, holds up, in silent 
■warning, the terror of the tawes. Frequent flogging wilt cow 
the spirit of the best man and dog in Britain. Ponto travels 

V in fear and trembling but a few yards from his tyrant's 
.feet, till, rousing himself to the Budden scent of something 
(melling strongly, ho draws slowly and beautifully, and 

"There fix'd, a perfect semicircle stands." 
Cp runs the Tyro ready-cocked, aud, in his eagernesa, stum- 
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bling among the stubble, when, hark and lo ! the gabble of 
grey goslings, and the bill-protiiided hiss of goose and gander! 
Bang goes the right-hand barrel at Ponto, who now thinks it 
high time to be off to the tune of " ower the hills and far 
awaV while the young gentleman, half-ashamed and half- 
incensed, half- glad and half- sorry, discharges the left-hand 
barrel, with a highly improper curse, at the father of tlie 
feathered family before him, who receives the shot like a ball 
in his breast, throws a somerset quite surprising for a bird of 
his usual habits, and, after biting the dust with his bill, and 
thumping it with his bottom, breathes an eternal farewell to 
this sublunary scene — and leaves himself to be paid for at the 
rate of eighteenpence a pound to his justly irritated owner, on 
whose farm he had led a long, and not only harmless, but 
honourable and useful life. 

It is nearly as impossible a thing as we know, to borrow a 
dog about the time the sun has reached his meridian, on the 
First Day of the Partridges. Ponto by this time has sneaked, 
unseen by human eye, into his kennel, and coiled himself up 
into the arms of " tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep." 
A farmer makes offer of a collie, who, from numbering among 
his paternal ancestors a Spanish pointer, is quite a Don in his 
way among the cheepers, and has been known in a turnip-field 
to stand in an attitude very similar to that of setting. Luath 
has no objection to a frolic over the fields, and plays the part 
of Ponto to perfection. At last he catches sight of a covey 
basking, and, leaping in upon them open-mouthed, despatches 
them right and left, even like the famous dog Billy killing 
rats in the pit at Westminster. The birds are bagged with 
a gentle remonstrance, and Luath's exploit rewarded with a 
whang of cheese. Elated by the pressure on his shoulder, the 
young gentleman laughs at the idea of pointing ; and fires 
away, like winking, at every uprise of birds, near or remote ; 
works a miracle by bringing down three at a time, that 
chanced, unknown to him, to be crossing, and, wearied with 
such slaughter, lends his gun to the attendant farmer, who 
can mark down to an inch, and walks up to the dropped pout 
as if he could kick her up with his foot ; and thus the bag in 
a few hours is half full of feathers ; while, to close with eclat 
the sport of the day, the cunning elder takes him to a bramble 
bush, in a wall nook, at the edge of a wood, and returning the 



CHRISTOPHER IN HIS SPORTIXC JACKET. II 

gun into bis liiinds, eliows liim poor pussy sitting with open 
eyes, fast asleep ! Tlie pellets are in hei' bmin, and turning 
jhevself over, she orunkles out to her full length, like a piece 
,of untwisting Indian rubber, and is dead. TLo posterior 
■pouoli of tlie jacket, yet uustained lay blood, yawns to receive 
tier — and in she goes plump ; paws, ears, body, feet, fud, and 
all — wliile Luatl], all the way home to the Mains, keeps snok- 
ing at the red drops oozing through ; for well he knows, in 
summer's heat and wioter'a cold, the smell of pussy, whether 
Bitting beneath a tuft of withered grass on the brae, or bur- 
rowed beneath a snow-wreath. A hare, we certainly must 
aay, in spite of haughtier sportsman's scoiTi, is, when sitting, 
9k most satisfactory shot. 

But let U3 trace no further thus, step by step, the Fiigiim's 
Progress, Look at him now — a finished sportsnian — on the 
Sioors — the bright black boundless Dalwhinnie moors, stretcli- 
HBg away, by long Loch Ericht side, into the dim and distant 
■flay that hangs, with all its olouds, over the bosom of far Loch 
Bannoch. Is that the pluffer at paitridge-pouts who had 
nearly been tlie death of poor Ponto ? Lord Kennedy himself 
inight take a lesson now from the straight and steady style in 
k hioh, on the mountain brow, and Tip to the middle in heather, 
brings his Manton to the deadly level ! More unerring eye 
ver glanced along brown barrel I Finer forefinger never 
touched a trigger! Follow him a whole day, and not one 
'Ounded bird. All most beautifully arrested on their flight 
by instantaneous death 1 Down dropped right and left, like 
he-d OD the heatlier — old cook and hen, singled out among the 
orphaned brood, as calmly as a cook would do it in the larder 
from among a pile of plumage. No random shot within — no 
needless shot out of distance — covered every feather before 
^vi^r of finger—^and body, back, and brain, pierced, broken, 
^Bdiattered 1 And what perfect pointers 1 Tliere they stand, 
Bftill as death — yet instinct with life — the whole half-dozen I 
^^tfungo, the black-tanned — Don, tVie red-spotted^ — Clara, the 
Bnow-wliite — Primrose, the pale yellow^ — Basto, the bright 
brown, and Nimrod, in his coat of many colours, often Been 
a&r through the mists like a meteor. 

ich for the Angler's and the Shooter's Progress — now 

for the Hunter's. Hunting, in this country, unques- 

lably commences with cats. Few cottages witliout a cat. 
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If you do not find her on the mouse watch at the gable etid 
the house just at the corner, tate a solar observation, and 
it look for her on bank or brae — somewhere about the premisea 
— if unaucoeasiul, peep into the byre, and up through a hole 
among the dusty divota of the roof, and chance is you aee her 
eyes glittering far-ben in the gloom ; but if she be not there 
either, into the bam and up on the mow, and surely she is on 
the straw or oo the baulks below the kipples. No. Well, 
then, let your eye travel along the edge of that little wood 
behind the cottage — ay, yonder she is 1 — but she sees both 
you and your two teniera — one rough and the other smooth-— 
and, slinking away through a gap in the old hawthorn hedgft 
in among the hazels, she either lies perdu, or is up a fir-trea 
almost as high as the magpie's or corby'a nest. 

Now, observe, shooting cats is one thing, and hunting them 
is another — and shooting and hunting, though they may bo 
united, are hero treated separately; so, in the present case, tha 
cat makes her escape. But get her watching birds — young 
larks, perhaps, walking on the lea — or young linnets hanging 
on the broom — down-by yonder in the holm lands, where there 
are no trees, escept indeed that one glorious single tree, tho: 
Golden Oak, and he ia guarded by Glowrer, and then what ft' 
most capital chase ! Stretching heraelf up with crooked baek^- 
aa if taking a yawn — ofl' she jumps, with tremendous Bpangsj 
and tail, thickened with fear and anger, perpendicular. Yonf 
— youf — youf — go the terriers — head-over-heela perhaps la 
their fury — and are not long in turning her — and bringing her 
to bay at the hedge-root, all ablaze and abriatle. Aahe-devil 
incarnate I Hark — all at once now strikes up a trio — Catalanl 
caterwauling tho treble — Glowrer taking the bass, and Tearer 
the tenor — a cruel concert cut short by a squalling throttJer; 
Away— away along the holm — and over the knowe — and into 
the wood — for lo 1 the gudewife, brandishing a besom, cornea 
flying demented without her tnutoh, down to the rourder of 
her Tabby — her son, a stout stripling, is seen skirting the 
potato-field to intercept our fiight — and, most formidable of all 
foes, the Man of the House himself, in his shirt sleeves and 
flail in his hand, bolts from the barn, down the croft, acroaa 
the bum, and up the brae, to cut us off from the Manse. The 
hunt's up — and 'tis a capital steeple- chase. Disperse — di 
perse I Down the hill. Jack — up the hill, Gill — dive the dell, 
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^thread tlie wood, Pat — a hundred yards' start ia a great 
■ matter — a Btern ohaae is alwaja a long chase — schoolboys are 
generally in prime wind — ^the old man begins to puff, and 
blow, and snort, and put liis paws to his paunch — the son is 
thrown out hy a double of dainty Davy's — and the " sair 
begrutteu mither" is gathering up the torn and tattered 
j^maina of Tortoise-shel! Tabby, and invoMug the vengeance 
of heaven and earth on her pitiless murderers. Some slight 
relief to her bursting and breaking heart to vow that she will 
make the minister hear of it on the deafest sii3e of his head — 
e have to break in upon him sitting on Saturday 
night, getting affbyrotehisfiishioiilesa sermon, iu his ainatudy. 
Now, gentle reader, again observe, that though we have 
now described, con amore, a most cruel case of cat-killing, in 
which we certainly did play a most aggravated part some 
Sixty Years since, far indeed are we from recommending such 
wanton barbarity to the rising generation. We are not indit- 
ing a homily on humanity to auimals, nor have we been 
appointed to succeed the Rev. Dr Somerville of Currie, the 
great Patentee of the Safety Double Bloody Barrel, to preach 
iiie annual Gibsonian sermon on that subject — we are simply 
■irtating certain matters of fact, illustrative of the rise and pro- 

8 of the love of pastime in the soul, and leave our readers 
■to draw the moral. But may we be perniitted to say, that the 
tughtieat schoolboys often make the most pious men ; that 
it does not follow, according to the wise saws and modern 
a of prophetic old women of both sesea, that he who 
ju boyhood has worried a cat with terriers, will, in manhood, 
'fiommit murder on one of his own species ; or that peccadilloes 
jBre the progenitors of capital crimes. Nature allows to grow- 
ing lads a certain range of wickedness, Sana peur el sarta 
T^roche. She seems, indeed, to whistle into their ear, to 
nock ancient females — to laugh at Quakers — to make mouths 
Kt a decent man and his wife riding double to church — the 
taatron's thick iega ludicrously bohbing from the pillion, kept 
>n Dobbin's rump by her bottom, "ponderibus librala 
^o tip the wink to young women during sermon on 
^nnday — and on Saturday, most impertinently to kiss them, 
whether they will or no, on high-raad or hy-path — and to 
petrate many other httle nameless enormities. 
< No doubt, at the time, such things will wear rather & suepi- 
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cions cliaracter ; and the boy wLo is detected in the fact, trniBt 
be punished by pawmy, or privsitioii, or iropriHonment from 
play. Bnt when punished, lie is of course left free to rcHume 
his atrocious career ; nor is it found that he sleeps o, whit the 
leas soundly, or shrieks for Heaven's mercy in his dreams. 
Conscience is not a craven. Groans belong to guilt. But fun 
and frolic, even when trespaeses, are not guilt ; and though a 
cat have nine lives, she has but one ghost — and that will 
haunt no house where there are terriers, WbatI surely if you 
have the happiness of being ft parent, you would not wish 
your only boy — your son and heir — the blended image of his 
mother's loveliness and his father's manly beauty — to he a 
smng, smooth, prim, and proper prig, with his hair always 
combed down on his forehead, hands always nnglaured, and 
without spot or blemish on his white-thread stockings ? Tou 
would not wish him, surely, to be always moping and musing 
in ft corner with a good hook held close to his nose — botanis- 
ing with his maiden aunta — doing the pretty at tea-tables with 
tabbies, in handing round the short-bread, taking cups, and 
attending to the kettle — telling tales on all naughty boys and 
girls — laying up his penny a-week pocket-money in a penny- 
pig — ^keeping all his clothes neatly folded up in an untumbled 
drawer — having hia own peg for his nncrushed hat — saying 
his prayers precisely as the clock strikes nine, while his com- 
panions are yet at blind-man's-buff — and puffed up every Sab- 
bath eve by the parson's pi-aises of hia uncommon memory for 
a sermon — while all the other boys are scolded for having 
fallen asleep before Tenthly? You would not wish him, 
surely, to write sermons himself at his tender years, nay — even 
to be able to give yoii chapter and verse for every quotation 
from the Bible ? No. Better far that he should begin early 
to break your heart, by taking no care even of his Sunday 
clothes — blotting his copy — impiously pinning pieces of paper 
to the Dominie's tail, who to him was a second father — going 
to the fishing not only without leave, but against orders — 
bathing in the forbidden pool, where the tailor was drowned — 
drying powder before the schoolroom fire, and blowing him- 
self and two crack-skulled cronies to the ceiling — tying kettles 
to the tails of dogs — shooting an old woman's laying hen — 
galloping bare-backed shelties down stony steeps — climbing 
trees to the slenderest twig on which bird could build, and tip 
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tile tooth- of-time-inden ted sides of old castles after wallflowers 
and starlings — being run away with in carts by colts against 
tiimpike gates — buying bad ballads from young gypsy-girls, 
who, on receiving a sixpence, give ever so many kisses in 
return, saying, " Take your change out of that ; " — on a bor- 
rowed broken -knee 'd pony, with a switch-tail — a devil for 
galloping — not only attending country races for a saddle and 
collar, but entering for and winning the prize — dancing like a 
devil in bams at kims — seeing bis blooming partner home over 
the blooming heather, most perilous adventure of all in which 
Yirgin-puberty can be involved — fighting with a rival in cor- 
daroy breeches, and poll shorn beneath a caup, till hia eyes 
just twinkle through the swollen blue — and, to conclude " this 
Btrange eventful history," once brought home at one o'clock 
in the morning, God knows whence or by whom, and found by 
the ahrieking servant, sent out to listen for him in the moon- 
light, dead-drunk on the gravel at the gate I 

Nay, start not, parental reader — nor, in the terror of antici- 
pation, send, without loss of a single day, for your son at a 
distant academy, mayhap pursuing even such another career. 
Trust thou to the genial, gracious, and benign vis medicatrix 
naturiB. What though a few clouds bedim and deform " the 
innocent brightness of the new-bom day?" Lol how splendid 
the meridian ether 1 "What though the frost seem to blight 
the beauty of the budding and blowing rose ? Look how she 
revives beneath dew, rain, and sunshine, till your eyes can 
even scarce endure the lustre 1 What though the waters of 
(he sullen fen seem to pollute the snow of the swan ? They 
.fell off from her expanded wings, and, pure as a spirit, she 
away, and descends into her own silver lake, stainless 
,-ftB the water-lilies floating round Ler breast. And shall the 
immortal soal suffer lasting conta-mioation fi'ora the transient 
chances of its nascent statu — in this, less favoured than ma- 
terial and immaterial things that perish ? No — it is under- 
going endless transmigrations, — every hour a being different, 
yet the same — dark stains blotted out— rueful inscriptions 
" ' ■many an erasure of impxessions once thought per- 
teianent, but soon altogether forgotten — and vindicating, in 
midst of the earthly corruption in which it is immersed, 
its own celestial origin, character, and end, often flickering, or 
smingty blown out, hke a taper in the wind, but all at once 
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Belf-reUliunined, nnd Bhining in inextinguishable and self- 
radiance — lite a star in heaven. 

Therefore, bad as boys too aften are — and a disgrace to 
mother who boro them — tlie cradle in which they were rocked 
— the nurse by whom they were suckled — the schoolmaHter 
by whom they were flogged — and the hangman by whom it 
was prophesied they were to be executed — wait patiently for 
a few years, and you will see thorn all transfigured — one into 
a preacher of such winning eloquence, tbat he almost per- 
suades all men to be Christians — anotlier into a parliamentary 
orator, who commands the applause of listening senates, 

" Beads liis history in a nation's eyes" 
— one into a painter, before whose thunderous heavens the 
storms of PouBsin " pale their ineffectual fires " — another into 
a poet composing and playing^ side by side, on his own pecu- 
liar harp, in a concert of vocal and instrumental masic, with 
Byron, Scott, and Wordsworth — one into a great soldier, who, 
when Wellington is no more, shall, for the freedom of the 
world, conquer a future Waterloo — anotber who, hoisting bis 
flag on the " mast of some tall ammiral," shall, like Eliab 
Harvey in the Temeraire, lay two three-deokors on board 
once, and clothe some now nameless peak or promontory 
immortal glory, like that shining on Trafalgar. 

Well, then, after cat-killing comes Coursing. Cats have 
look of hares — kittens of levorots — and they 
Pussy, The terriers are useful still, preceding the line 
skirmiebers, and with finest noses startling the maukiQ from 
bracken-bush or rush bower, ber skylight garret in the old 
quarry, or her brown study in the brake. Away with your 
coursing on Marlborough downs, where huge bares are seen 
squatted from a distance, and the sleek dogs, disrobed of tbeir 
gaudy trappings, are let slip by a Tryer, running for cups and 
collars before lords and ladies, and squires of high and low 
degree — a pretty pastime enough, no doubt, in its way, and 
splendid cavalcade. But will it for a moment compare wit 
the sudden and all-unlooked-for start of the " auld witcb 
from the bun weed- covered lea, when the tliroat of e 
pedestrian is privileged to cry " halloo — halloo — halloo "— 
wbipcord-tailed greyhound and hairy lurcher, without 
invidious distinction of birth or bearing, lay their deep breast 
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to the Bward at the same moment, to the same instinct, and 
brattle over the hrae after the disappearing Ears, laid flat at 
the first sight of her purauera, aa with retroverted eyes ahe 
tnma her face to the mountain, and seeka the cairn only a 
little lower than the falcon'a neat. 

What signifies any sport in the open air, except in con- 
genial scenery of earth and heaven ? Go, thou gentle Cockney ! 
and angle in the New River ; — hut, bold Englishman, come 
with us and try a salmon-cast in the old Tay. Gfo, thou 
gentle Cockney I and course a soburban hare in the purlieus 
of Blackheath ; — but, bold Englishman, come with ua and 
course an animal that never heard a city-hell, by day a hare, 
by night an old woman, that loves the doga ahe dreads, and, 
hunt her as you will with a leasb and a half of lightfoots, 
etiU returns at dark to the same form in the turf-dyke of the 
garden of the mountain cottage. The children, who love her 
as their own eyes — for she has been aa a pet about the family, 
■ummer and winter, since that chubby -cheeked urchin, of 
flome five years old, first began to awing in his eelf-rocking 
cradle — will scarcely care to see her started — nay, one or two 
of the wickedest among them will j oin in the halloo ; for often, 
ere this, " haa she cheated the very jowlers, and lauched ower 
her shouther at the lang dowga walloping ahint her, sair 
forfeuchen, up the benty brae — and it's no the day that she's 
gaun to be killed by Rough Robin, or amooth Spring, or the 
red Bick, or the hairy Lurcher — though a' fowre he let lowse 
her at ance, and ye surround hisr or she rise." What are 
your great big fat lazy Engliah harea, ten or twelve pounds 
and upwards, who have the food brought to their very mouth 
in preserves, and are out of breath with five minutes' scamper 
among themselves — to the roiddle-aiaed, hard-hipped, wiry- 
jked, Bteet-Iegged, long-winded maokinB of Scotland, that 
irn to taate a leaf of a aingle cabbage in the wee moorland 
^yardie that shelters them, hut prey in distant fields, take a 
breathing every gloaming along the mountain -breaat, untired 
as young eagles ringing the sky for pastime, and before the 
dogs aeem not so much scouring for hfe aa for pleasure — with 
^ Buch an air of freedom, hberty, and independence, do they 
^fling up the moss and cock their fude in the faces of their 
^tpnrauera. Yet stanch are they to the spine — strong in bone, 
^E.ind sound in bottom; — see, see how Tickler clears that twenty- 
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feet moss-hag at a single spang like a bird — tops that hedge 
that would turn any hunter that ever stabled in Melton Mow- 
bray — and then, at full speed northward, moves as upon a 
pivot within his own length, and close upon his haunches, 
without losing a foot, oflF within a point of due south. A 
kennel I He never was and never will be in a kennel all his 
free joyful days. He has walked and run — and leaped and 
swam about — at his own will, ever since he was nine days 
old — and he would have done so sooner had he had any eyes. 
None of your stinking cracklets for him — ^he takes his meals 
with the family, sitting at the right hand of the master's 
eldest son. He sleeps in any bed of the house he chooses ; 
and, though no Methodist, he goes every thii*d Sunday to 
church. That is the education of a Scottish greyhound — 
and the consequence is, that you may pardonably mistake 
him for a deer dog from Badenoch or Lochaber, and no doubt 
in the world that he would rejoice in a glimpse of the antlers 
on the weather-gleam, 

" Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trod 
To his hills that encircle the sea." 

This may be called roughing it — slovenly — coarse — ^rude — 
artless — ^unscientific. But we say no — it is your only cours- 
ing. Gods I with what a bounding bosom the schoolboy 
salutes the dawning of the cool — clear — crisp, yes, crisp 
October mom (for there has been a slight frost, and the 
almost leafless hedgerows are all glittering with rime) ; and, 
little time lost at dress or breakfast, crams the luncheon into 
his pouch, and away to the Trysting-hill Farmhouse, which 
he fears the gamekeeper and his grews will have left ere he 
can run across the two long Scotch miles of moor between 
him and his joy I With step elastic, he feels flying along the 
sward as from a spring-board ; like a roe, he clears the bums 
and bursts his way through the brakes ; panting, not from 
breathlessness but anxiety, he lightly leaps the garden fence 
without a pole, and lo, the green jacket of one huntsman, the 
red jacket of another, on the plat before the door, and two or 
three tall raw-boned poachers — and there is mirth and music, 
fun and frolic, and the very soul of enterprise, adventure, and 
desperation, in that word ; while tall and graceful stand the 
black, the brindled, and the yellow breed, with keen yet quiet 
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eyes, prophetic of their destined prey, and though motionlaBH 
now as atone statues of hounds at the feet of Meleager, soon 
to launch like bghtning at the loTcd halloo 1 

Out comes the gudewife with her own bottle from tiie press 
in the spetice, with as big a belly and broad a bottom as her 
and they are no trifle — for the worthy woman bas been 
making much beef for many years, is moreover in the family 
way, and surely this time there will be twins at least — and 
pours out a canty caulker for each crowing crony, beginning 
with the gentle, and ending with the semple, that is our and 
her self; and better speerit never steamed in sma' still. She 
offers another with " hinny," by way of Athole brose ; but it 
is put off till evening, for coursing requires a clear head, and 
same aobriety then adorned our youth that now dignifies 
old age. The gudeman, although an elder of the kirk, 
and with as grave an aspect as suits that solemn office, needs 
not much persuasion to let the flail rest for one day, anxious 
though he be to show the first aits in the market ; and don- 
ning hia broad blue bonnet, and the shortest-tailed auld coat 
he can find, and taking hia kent iu his hand, he grufSy gives 
Wully his ordera for a' things about the place, and sets off 
with the younkers for a holiday. Not a man on earth who 
has not his own pastime, depend on't, austere as he may look ; 
and 'twould be well for this wicked world if no elder in it had 
sin that niaist easily beset him," worse than what Gibby 
Watfion'a wife used to call his " awfu' fondness for the 
Grews I " 

And who that lovea to walk or wander over the green earth, 
except indeed it merely be some sonnetteer or ballad-monger, 
if he had time and could afford it, and Uved in a tolerably 
open country, would not keep, at the very least, three grey- 
hounds ? No better eating than a hare, though old blockhead 
Burton — and he was a blockhead , if blockhead ever there was 
in this world — in his Anatomy, chooses to call it aielan- 
oholy meat. Did he ever, by way of giving dinner a fair 
commencement, swallow a tureen of bare-soup with half-a- 
peok of mealy potatoes ? If ever he did — and notwithstand- 
ing called hare melancholy meat, there can be no occasion 
whatever for now wishing him any further punishment. If 

never did — then he was on earth the most unfortunate of 
men. England — as you love us and yourself — cultivate hare- 
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soup, witliont for a moment dreaming of giving up roaBted 
hare well stuffed with stuffing, jelly sauce being handed round 
on a large trencher. But there ia no such thing as melan- 
choly meat — neither fish, fiesh, nor fowl — provided only there 
be enough of it. Otherwise, the daintiest dish drives you 
to despair. But independently of spit, pot, and pau, what 
delight in even daunering about the home-farm seeking for a 
hare 1 It is quite an art or science. You must consult not 
only the wind and weather of to-day, but of the night before 
— and of every day and night back to last Sunday, when pro- 
bably you were prevented by the rain from going to oburcli. 
Then hares shift the sites of their country seats every season. 
This month they love the fallow field — that, the stubble ; this, 
you will see them, almost without looking for them, big and 
brown on the bare stony upland lea — that, you must have a 
hawk's eye in your head to discern, discover, detect them, 
like birds in their nests, embowered below the bunweed or 
the bracken ; they choose to spend this week in a wood im- 
pervious to wet or wind — that, in a marsh too plashy for the 
plover ; now you may depend on finding madam at home 
the sulks within the very heart of a bramble-bush or dwarf 
black-thorn thicket, while the squire cocks his fud at yon 
from the top of a knowe open to blasts from all the airts ;— 
in short, he who knows at all times where to find a hare, even 
if he knew not one single thing else but the way to his mouthy 
cannot be called an ignorant man — ^is probably a better-in* ■ 
formed man in the long run than the friend on his right, dia* 
coursing about the Turks, the Greeks, the Portugals, and all 
that sort of thing, giving himself the lie on every arrival of 
his daily paper. We never yet knew an old courser (him rf" 
the Sporting Annals included), who was not a man both of 
abihtiea and virtues. But where were we ? — at the Tiysting- 
hill Farmhouse, jocularly caUed Hunger-them-Out. 

Line is formed, and with measured steps we march towards 
the till la — for we ourselves are tlie schoolboy, bold, bright, 
and blooming as the rose — fleet of foot almost as the very 
antelope — Ohl now, alas 1 dim and withered as a stalk from 
which winter has swept all the blossoms — slow as the slotli 
along the ground — spindle-shanked as a lean and 
pantaloon I 
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" heaven ! that from our bright aod sliining years 
Age would but take the thiiiga youth heeded not !" 
An old shepherd raeBts ua on th« long sloping rushy ascent 
to the hiUa — and putting hia brown withered finger to his 
gnostic nose, intimates that she ia in her old form behind the 
dyke — and the noble dumb animals, with pricked-up ears and 
brandished tail, are aware that her hour is come. Plash, 
plash, through the marsh, and then on the dry furze beyond, 
you see her large dark-brown eyes — Soho, soho, eoho — 
Halloo, halloo, halloo — for a, moment the seemingly homed 
creature appears to dally with the danger, and to linger ere 
she lays her lugs on her shoulder, and away, like thoughts 
pursuing thoughts — away fly hare and boands towards the 
mountain. 

Stand all still for a minute — for not a bush the lieight of 
our knee to break our view — and is not that brattling burst 
up the brae " beautiful exceedingly," and sufficient to chain 
in admiration the beatings of the rudest gazer's heart ? Yes ; 
of all beautiful sights — none more, none ho much so, as the 
miraculouB motion of a four-footed wild animal, changed at 
once, from a seeming inert sod or atone, into flight fleet as 
that of the falcon's wing 1 Instinct against instinct ! fear and 
ferocity in one flight I Pursuers and pursued bound together, 
in every turning and twisting of their career, by the operation 
of two headlong passions ! Now they are all three upon her 
— and she dies I No I glancing aside, like a bullet from a 
wall, she bounds almost at a right angle from her straight 
course — and, for a moment, seems to have made good her 
escape. Shooting headlong one over the other, all three, 
with erected tails, suddenly bring themselvea up — like racing 
barka when down goes the helm, and one after another, 
bowsprit and boom almost entangled, rounda the buoy, and 
again bears np on the atarboard tack upon a wind — and in a 
close line, head to heel, so that you might cover them all 
with a aheet — again, all opened-monthed on her haunches, 
aeem to drive, and go with her over the cHff. 

We are all on foot — and pray what horse could gallop 
through among all these quagmires, over all the hags in these 
peat-moaaes, over all the water-creasy and puddocky ditches, 
einking soft on hither and thither side, even to the two-legged 
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leaper*8 ankle or knee — ^up that bill on the perpendicular 
strewn with flint-shivers — down these loose-hanging cliffs — 
through that brake of old stunted birches with stools hard as 
iron — over that mile of quaking muir where the plover breeds 
— and — finally — up — up— up to where the dwarfed heather 
dies away among the cinders, and in winter you might mistake 
a flock of ptarmigan for a patch of snow ? 

The thing is impossible — so we are all on foot — and the 
fleetest keeper that ever footed it in Scotland shall not in a 
run of three miles give us sixty yards. " Ha I Peter the wild 
boy, how are you off for wind?" — we exultingly exclaim, in 
giving Red-jacket the go-by on the bent. But see — see — 
they are bringing her back again down the Red Mount — 
glancing aside, she throws them all three out — yes, all three, 
and few enow too, though fair play be a jewel — and ere they 
can recover, she is ahead a hundred yards up the hill. There 
is a beautiful trial of bone and bottom I Now one, and then 
another, takes almost imperceptibly the lead ; but she steals 
away from them inch by inch — ^beating them all blind — and, 
suddenly disappearing — Heaven knows how — leaves them all 
in the lurch. With out-lolling tongues, hanging heads, pant- 
ing sides, and drooping tails, they come one by one down the 
steep, looking somewhat sheepish, and then lie down together 
on their sides, as if indeed about to die in defeat. She has 
carried away her cocked fud unscathed for the third time, 
from Three of the Best in all broad Scotland — ^nor can there 
any longer be the smallest doubt in the world, in the minds 
of the most sceptical, that she is — what all the country-side 
have long known her to be — a Witch. 

From cat-killing to Coursing, we have seen that the transi- 
tion is easy in the order of nature — and so is it from coursing 
to Fox-Hunting — ^by means, however, of a small intermediate 
step — the Harriers. Musical is a pack of harriers as a peal 
of bells. How melodiously they ring changes in the woods, 
and in the hollow of the mountains I A level country we 
have already consigned to merited contempt, (though there is 
no rule without an exception ; and, as we shall see by-and-by, 
there is one too here), and commend us even with harriers, to 
the ups and downs of the pastoral or sylvan heights. If old 
or indolent, take your station on a heaven-kissing hill, and 
hug the echoes to your heart. Or, if you will ride, then let 
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Q B. nimble galloway of some fourteen bands, that can 
, gallop a good pace on the road, and keep sure footing on bridle- 
paths, or upon the pathless bmes — and by judicious horseman- 
ship, you may meet the pack at itiauy a loud-mouthed buret, 
and haply be not far out at the death. But the schoolboy — 
aod the shepherd — and the whipper-iu — as each hopes for 
fevoiir from hia own Diana — let tliem all be on foot — and have 
studied the country for every imaginable variety that can 
occur in the vrioter's campaign. One often bears of a cunning 
old fox — hut the cunuingest old fox is a simpleton to the most 
guileless young hare. What deceit in every double 1 What 
.Oalculation in every squat I Of what far more complicated 
.than Cretan Labyrinth is the creature, now hunted for the 
£rst time, sitting in the centre 1 a-lietening the bafHed roar I 
How into the pool she plunges, to free herself from the fatal 
»06nt that lures on death. Now down the torrent course she 
nms and leaps, to cleanse it irom her poor paws, fur-protect«d 
a the sharp flints that lame the fiends that so sorely beset 
her, till many limp along in their own blood. Now along the 
coping of stone walls she crawls and scrambles — and now 
Ventures from the wood along the frequented high-road, heed- 
if danger from the front, so that she may escape the horrid 
l^wling in the rear. Now into the pretty little garden of the 
■wayside, or even the vUlage cot, she creeps, as if to implore 
'jaTJt«ction from the innocent cliildcen, or the nursing molher. 
Tea, she will even seek refuge in the sanctuary of the cradle. 
■The terrier drags her out from below a tombstone, and she 
'q the churchyard. The hunters come reeking and reel- 
„ „ _ 1, we ourselves among the number — and to the ivinding 
lorn that echoes reply from the walls of the house of worship 
t — and now, in momentary contrition, 

" Drops a aad, serious tear upon our playful pea ! " 
1 we bethink ourselves — alas ! all in vain, for 

" Naturam expdlaa fwrcd, iamem usque reeuiret"— 
of these solemn lines of the poet of peace and humanity : — 

One lesson, reader, let us two divide. 
Taught by what nature shows aud what conceals, 
■ ' ■ ' ' a and our pride 

it thing that feeln 
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It is Dext to impOBBible to reduce fine poetry to practice — 
so let U8 conclude with a panegyric on Fox-Hunting, The 
passion for this pastime is the very strongest that can possess 
the heart — nor, of all the heroes of antiquity, is there one to 
our imagination more poetical than Nimrod. His whole 
character is given, and his whole history, in two words — 
Mighty Houter. That he hunted the fox ia not probable ; 
for the sole aim and end of his existence was not to ester- 
minate — that would have been cutting his own throat — but 
to thin man-devouring wild beasts — the Pards — with Leo at 
their head. But in a land like this, where not even a wolf 
has existed for ceuturiea — nor a wild boar — the same spirit 
that would have driven the British youth on the tusk and 
paw of the Lion and the Tiger, mounts them in scarlet on 
such steeds as never neighed before the flood, nor " summered 
high in bliss " on the sloping pastures of undeluged Ararat — 
and gathers them together in gallant array on the edge of the 
cover, Jfl 

" When first the hunter's starthng horn is heard ^H 

TTpoQ the golden hills." ^H 

What a squadron of cavalry I What fiery eyes and flaming 
nostrils — betokening with what ardent passion the noble 
animals will revel in the cbaae ! Bay, brown, black, dun, 
chestnut, sorrel, grey — of ull shades and hues — and every 
courser distinguished by hia own peculiar character of shape 
and form — yet all blending harmoniously as they crown the 
mount ; so that a painter would only have to group and 
colour them as they stand, nor lose, if able to catch them, 
one of the dazzling lights or deepening shadows streamed on 
them from that sunny, yet not unstormy sky. 

You read in books of travels and romances, of Barbs and 
Arabs galloping in the desert — and well doth Sir Walter 
speak of Saladin at the bead of the Saracenic chivalry ; but 
take our word for it, great part of all such descriptions are 
mere falsehood or fudge. Why in the devil's name should 
dweUers in the desert always be going at full speed ? And 
how can that full speed be anytliing more than a slow heavy 
hand-gallop at the best, the Barbs being up to the belly at 
every stroke? They are always, it is said, in high condi- 
tion — but we, who know something about horse-flesh, give 
that aasertiou the lie. They have seldom anything either to 
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eat or drink ; are lean as church-mice ; and covered with 
clammy sweat before they have ambled a league from the 
tent. And then such a set of absurd riders, with knees up 
to their noses, like so many tailors riding to Brentford, vid 
the deserts of Arabia 1 Such bits, such bridles, and such 
saddles 1 But the whole set-out, rider and ridden, accoutre- 
ments and all, is too much for one's gravity, and must occa- 
sion a frequent laugh to the wQd ass as he goes braying unhar- 
nessed by. But look there ! Arabian blood, and British bone ! 
Not bred in and in to the death of all the fine strong animal 
spirits — but blood intermingled and interfused by twenty 
crosses, nature exulting in each successive produoe, till her 
power can no further go, and in yonder glorioiis grey, 

" Gives the world assurance of a horse ! " 

Form the Three Hundred into squadron, or squadrons, and in 
the hand of each rider a sabre alone, none of your lances, all 
bare hia breast but for tho silver-laced blue, the gorgeous 
uniform of the Hussars of England — confound all cuirasses 
and cuirassiers ! — let the trumpet sound a charge, and ten 
thonsand of the proudest of the Barbaric chivalry be opposed 
with Bpear and scimitar — and tlirough their snow-ranks will 
the Three Hundred go like thaw — splitting them into dis- 
solution with the noise of thunder. 

The proof of the padding is in the eating of it ; and where, 
we ask, were the British cavalry ever overthrown? And how 
could the great north-country horse-ooupers perform their 
contracts, but for the triumphs of the Turf? Blood — blood 
there must be, either for strength, or speed, or endurance. 
The very heaviest cavalry — the Life Guards and the Scots 
Greys, and all other dragoons, must have blood. But without 
racing and fox-himting, where could it be found? Such pas- 
times nerve one of the arms of the nation when in battle ; 
but for them 'twould be palsied. What better education, too, 
not only for a horse, but his rider, before playing a bloodier 
game in his first war campaign ? Thus he becomes demi- 
corpsed with the noble animal ; and what easy, equable mo- 
tion to him is afterwards a charge over a wide level plain, 
with nothing in the way but a few regiments of flying 
Frenchmen 1 The hills and dales of merry England have 
been the best riding-sohool to her gentlemen — her gentlemen 
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who have not lived at home at ease — ^but, with Paget, and 
Stewart, and Seymour, and Cotton, and Somerset, and Vivian, 
have left their hereditary halls, and all the peaceful pastimes 
pursued among the sylvan scenery, to try the mettle of their 
steeds, and cross swords with tlie vaunted Gallic chivalry ; 
and still have they been in the shock victorious ; witness the 
skirmish that astonished Napoleon at Saldanha — the over- 
throw that uncrowned him at Waterloo I 

" Well, do you know, that, after all you have said, Mr 
North, I cannot understand the passion and the pleasure of 
fox-hunting. It seems to me both cruel and dangerous." 

Cruelty I Is there cruelty in laying the rein on their necks, 
and delivering them up to the transport of their high condi- 
tion — for every throbbing vein is visible — at the first full 
burst of that maddening cry, and letting loose to their delight 
the living thunderbolts? Danger I What danger but of 
breaking their own legs, necks, or backs, and those of their 
riders ? And what right have you to complain of that, lying 
all your length, a huge hulking fellow, snoring and snorting 
half-asleep on a sofa, sufficient to sicken a whole street? 
What though it be but a smallish, reddish-brown, sharp-nosed 
animal, with pricked - up ears, and passionately fond of 
poultry, that they pursue ? After the first Tally-ho, Reynard 
is rarely seen, till he is run in upon — once, perhaps, in the 
whole run, skirting a wood, or crossing a common. It is an 
Idea that is pursued, on a whirlwind of horses, to a storm of 
canine music — worthy, both, of the largest lion that ever 
leaped among a band of Moors, sleeping at midnight by an 
extinguished fire on the African sands. There is, we verily 
believe it, nothing Foxy in the Fancy of one man in all that 
glorious field of Three Hundred. Once off and away — while 
wood and welkin rings — and nothing is felt — nothing is 
imaged in that hurricane flight, but scorn of all obstructions, 
dykes, ditches, drains, brooks, palings, canals, rivers, and all 
the impediments reared in the way of so many rejoicing mad- 
men, by nature, art, and science, in an enclosed, cultivated, 
civilised, and Christian country. There they go— prince and 
peer, baronet and squire — ^the nobility and gentry of England, 
the flower of the men of the earth, each on such a steed as 
Pollux never reined, nor Philip's warlike son — for could we 
imagine Bucephalus here, ridden by his own tamer, Alex* 
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ander would be thrown out during- tbe very first burst, and 
glad to find liia way dismounted to a village aleliouee for a 
pail of meal and water. Hedges, trees, groves, gardena, 
orchards, woodB, farmhousea, huts, halls, mansions, palacee, 
spires, steepleB, towera, and temples, all go wavering by, each 
demigod seeing, or seeing them not, as bis winged ste 
skims or labours along, to the Bweliing or sinking music, now 
loud as a near regimental band, now faint as au echo. Far 
and wide over tlie country are dispersed the scarlet mnnere 
and a hundred villages poui fortli their admiring swarms, 
the main current of the chase roars by, or disparted runlets 
float wearied and all astray, lost at last in the perplexing 
woods. Crash goes the top-timber of the five-barred gate — ■ 
away over the ears flies the ex-rougluider in a aui-prising 
Bomerset — after a succession of stumbles, down is the gal- 
lant Grey on knees and nose, making sad work among tlia 
fallow — Friendship is a fine thing, and the story of Damon 
and Pytliiaa moat affecting indeed — but Pyladea eyea Orestes 
on his back sorely drowned in slndge, and tenderly leaping 
over him as he liea, claps hia liauds to his ear, and with a 
" hark forward, tantivy I " loaves hi in to remount, lame and 
at leisure — and ere the fallen haa risen and shaken himself, is 
round the comer of the white village -church, down the dell, 
over tbe brook, and cloae on the heels of tie straining pack, 
all a-yell up the hill crowned by the Squire's Folly. " Every 
man for himself, and God for us all," is the devout and ruling 
apothegm of the day. If death befall, what wonder ? since 
man and horse are mortal ; but death loves better a wide soft 
bed with quiet curt:ains and darkened windowa in a still 
room, the clergyman in the one comer with his prayers, and 
the physician iu another with his pills, making assurance 
doubly sure, and preventing all possibility of the dying 
Christian's escape. Let oak branch smite the too slowly 
stooping skull, or rider's back not timely levelled with hia 
steed's ; lot faithless bank give way, and bury in the brook ; 
let hidden drain yield to fore-feet and work a sudden wreck ; 
let old coal-pit, with briery mouth, betray ; and roaring river 
hear down man and horse, to clifis unscalable by the very 
Welsh goat ; let duke's or earl's son go sheer oyer a quarry 
twenty feet deep, and aa many high ; yet " without stop or 
stay, down tlie rooky way," the hunter train flows on ; for 
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the mnsic grows fiercer and more savage — lol all that re- 
mains together of the pack, in &r more dreadfiil madness 
than hydrophobia, leaping out of their skins, nnder insanity 
from the scent, for Vulpes can hardly now nmke a crawl of 
it ; and ere he, they, whipper-in, or any one of the other three 
demoniacs, have time to look in one another's splashed &ces, 
he is torn into a thousand pieces, gobbled up in the general 
growl ; and smng, and smooth, and dry, and warm, and cosy, 
as he was an honr and twenty-five minutes ago exactly, in 
his furze bush in the cover — ^he is now piecemeal in about 
thirty distinct stomachs ; and is he not, pray, well off for 
sepulture? 
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FYTTE SECOND, 

We are always luiwilling to speak of ouraelves, lest we should 
appear egotietical — for egotism we detest. Yet the sporting 
world must naturally be anxious to know something of our 
early history — and their anxiety shall therefore be now 
aesnaged. The truth is, that we enjoyed some rare advan- 
tages and opportunities in our boyhood regarding field-sports, 
and grew up, even from that first great era in every Low- 
lander's life. Breeching- day, not only a fisher but a fowler; 
and it is necessary that we enter into some interesting 



There had been from time immemorial, it was nnderatood, 
in the Manse, a duck-gun of very great length, and a musket 
that, according to an old tradition, had been ont both in the 
Fifteen and Forty-five. There were ten boys of us, and 
we succeeded by rotation to gun or musket, each boy retain- 
ing possession for a single day only ; but then the shooting 
season continued all the year. They must have been of 
admirable materials and workmanship ; for neither of them so 
much as once burst during the Seven Years' War. The 
musket, who, we have often since thought, must surely rather 
have been a blunderbuss in disguise, was a perfect devil for 
kicking when she received her discharge ; so much so, indeed, 
that it was reckoned creditable for the smaller boys not to be 
knocked down by the recoil. She had a very wide mouth — 
and was thought by us " an awfu' scatterer ; " a qualification 
which we considered of the very highest merit. She carried 
anything we chose to put into lier — there still being of all 
her performances a loud and favourable report — balls, buttons, 
ohncky-stanes, slugs, or hail. She had but two faults — she 
had got addicted, probably in early life, to one habit of burn- 
ing priming, and to another of hanging fire ; habits of which 
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it was impossible, for us at least, to break her by the most 
assiduous hammering of many a new series of flints ; but such 
was the high place she justly occupied in the affection and 
admiration of us all, that faults like these did not in the least 
detract from her general character. Our delight, when she 
did absolutely and positively and bond fidt " go ofl^" was in 
pn">portion to the comparative rarity of that occurrence ; and 
as to hanging fire — why, we used to let her take her own 
time, contriving to keep her at the level as long as our 
strength sufficed, eyes shut perhaps, teeth clenched, face 
giming, and head slightly averted over the right shoulder, 
till Mucklo-mou'd Meg, who, like most other Scottish females, 
took things leisurely, went off at last with an explosion like 
the blowing up of a rock. 

The " Lang Gun," again, was of a much gentler disposi- 
tion, and, instead of kicking, ran into the opposite extreme 
on being let off, inclining forwards as if she would follow the 
shot. We believe, however, this apparent peculiarity arose 
from her extreme length, which rendered it difficult for us to 
hold her horizontally — and hence the muzzle being attracted 
earthward, the entire gun appeared to leave the shoulder of 
the Shooter. That such is the true theory of the phenomenon 
seems to be proved by this — ^that when the " Lang Gun " 
was, in the act of firing, laid across the shoulders of two 
bovs standing about a vard the one before the other, she 
kicked every bit as well as the blunderbuss. Her lock was 
of a very peculiar construction. It was so contrived that, 
when on full cock, the dog-head, as we used to call it, stood 
back at least seven inches, and unless the flint was put in to 
a nicety, by pulling the trigger you by no means caused any 
uncovering of the pan, but things in general remained in statu 
quo — and there was perfect silence. She had a worm-eaten 
stock, into which the barrel seldom was able to get itself 
fairly inserted ; and even with the aid of circumvoluting 
twine, 'twas always coggly. Thus too, the vizy [Anglice sight) 
generally incUned unduly to one side or the other, and was 
the cause of all of us everyday hitting and hurting objects of 
whose existence even we were not aware, till alarmed by the 
lowing or the galloping of cattle on the hills ; and we hear 
now the yell of an old woman in black bonnet and red cloak, 
who shook her staff at us like a witch, with the blood running 
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1 the furrows of her face, and, with many oathe, main- 
tained that she was murdered. The " Lang Gun " had cer- 
tainly a Btrong Toniit — and, with slugs or ewan-ehot, was 
dangerous at two hundred yards to any living thing. Boh 
wie at that distance arrested the career of a mad dog — a 
single slug having been sent through the eye into the brain. 
We wonder if one or both of those companions of our boy- 
hood be yet alive — or, like many other great guns that have 
since made more noise in the world, fallen a silent prey to tho 
roat of oblivion. 

Not a boy in the school had a game certificate — or, as it 
vas called in the pariah — " a leeshance." Nor, for a year or 
two, was such a permit necessaiy ; as we confined ourselves 
rtmoat exclusively to sparrows. Not that we had any per- 
Bonal animosity to tho sparrow individually — on the contrary, 

B loved him, and had a tame one- — -a fellow of infinite fancy 
I— with comb and wattlea of crimson cloth like a gamecock. 
Sut theirnumbers, without number numberless, seemed to jue- 
^y the humaneat of boys in killing any quantity of spraucbs. 
"Why, they would sometimes settle on the clipped half-thom 
and half-beech hedge of the Manse garden in myriads, midge- 
3 then out any two of us, whose day it happened to 
to sally with Muckle-mow'd Meg and the Lang Gun, 
■charged two hands and a finger ; and, with a loud shout, start- 
;Jing them from their roost like the sudden casting of a swarm 
of bees, we let drive into the whirr — a shower of feathers was 
instantly seen swimming in the air, and flower-bed and onion- 
bed covered with scores of the mortally wounded old cocks with 
fclack heads, old hens with brown, and the pride of the eaves 
!jai<i low before their first crop of pease 1 Never was there such 
• pariah for sparrows. You had but to fling a stone into any 
Kfack-yard, and up rose a eprauch- shower. Tho thatch of 
every cottage was drilled by them like honey-combs. House- 
5>out8 were of no use in rainy weather — for they were all 
^oked up by sprauch- nests. At each particular bam-door, 
when the farmers were at work, you might have thought you 
i entire sparrow population of the parish. Seldom a 
Babbath, during pairing, building', breeding, nursing, and 
training season, could you hear a single syllable of the sermon 
for their sakes, all a-huddle and a-chirp in the belfry and among 
tile old loose slates. On every stercoraceoua deposit on coaoh. 
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cart, or bridle roatl, they were baey on grain and pulse ; and, 
in apite of cur and oat, legions embrowned every cottage gar- 
den. Emigration itself in many million familieg would have 
left DO perceptible void ; and the inextenuinable multitade 
would have laughed at the Plague, 

The other Braall birda of the parish began to feel their secu- 
rity from our shot, and sung their best, unscared on hedge, 
bush, and tree. Perhaps, too, for sake of their own sweet 
strains, we spared the lyrists of Scotland, the linnet and the 
lark, the one in the yellow broom, the other beneath the rosy 
cloud — while there was ever a sevenfold red shield before 
Eobin'e breast, whether flitting silent as a foUiag leaf, or trill- 
ing his autumnal lay on the rigging or pointed gable-end of 
barn or byre. Now and then the large bunting, conspicuous 
on a top-twig, and proud of hia rustic psalmody, templed his 
own doom— or the cunning etone-chat, glancing about the old 
dykes, usually shot at in vain — or yellow-liammer, tinder the 
ban of the national superstition, with a drop of the devil's blood 
beneath his pretty crest, pretty in spite of that cruel creed — 
or green-finch, too rich in plumage for bis poorer eong — or 
shilfa, the beandfiil neat-builder, ahivering his white-plumed 
wings in shade and sunshine, in joy the most rapturous, in 
grief the most despairing of all the creatures of the air — or 
redpole, balanced on the down of the thistle or flower of the 
bunweed on the old clovery lea — or, haply twice seen in a 
season, the very goldfinch liimself, a radiant and gorgeous 
spirit brought on the breeze from afar, and worthy, if only 
slightly wounded, of being enclosed within a silver cage from 
Fairy Land. 

But we waxed more ambitious as we grew old — and then 
woe to the rookery on the elm-tree grove 1 Down dropt the 
dark denizens in dozens, rebounding with a thud and a skraigh 
from the velvet moss, whicK under that umbrage formed firm 
floor for Titania'a feet — while others kept dangling dead or 
dying by the clawa, cheating the crusted pie, and all the blue 
skies above were intercepted by cawing clouds of distracted 
parents, now dipping down in despair almost within shot, and 
now, as if sick of this world, soaring away up into the veiy 
heavens, and disappearing to return no more — till sonset 
ahould bring silence, and the night air roll off the horrid smell 
of sulphur from the desolated bowers ; and then indeed would 
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they come all flying back upon their strong instinct, like black- 
Bailed barks bofore the wintl, BOnie from the depth of far-ofl 
fir-woods, where they had lain qujvking at the ceaaeleaa can- 
nonade, some from the furrows of the new-brairded fields aloof 
on the uplands, some from deep dell close at hand, and some 
from the middle of the moorish wildernesB, 

Happiest of all human homes, beautiful Craig-Hall 1 For 
BO even now dost thou appear f o be — in the rich, deep, mellow, 
green light of imagination trembling on tower and tree — art 
thoa yet undilapidat«d and undecayed, in thy old manorial 
Bolemnity almost majestical, though even then thou hadst long 
been tenanted but by a humble farmer's family— people of low 
degree. The evening-festival of the First Day of the Rooks 
— nay, scoff not at such an anniversary — was stall held in thy 
ample kitchen — of old the bower of brave lords and ladies 
bright — while the harper, as he sung his song of love or war, 
kept his eyes fised on her who eat beneath the dais. The 
days of chivalry were gone — and the days had come of ciirda 
and cream, and, preferred by some people though not by us, of 
cream-cheese. Old men and old women, widowcra and widows, 
yet all alike cheerful and chatty at a great ago, for often as they 
near the dead, how more Hfelike seem the living 1 Middle- 
aged men and middle-aged women, husbands and wives, those 
sedate, with hair combed straight on their foreheads, sun- 
burnt facea, and homy hands established on their knees — 
with countenances many of them not unlovely — 
eomely all— and with arms decently folded beneath their 
matronly bosoms — as they sat in tlieirholiday dresses, feeling 

if the season of youth had hardly yet flown by, or were, on 
Buch a merry meeting, for a blink restored ! Boys and virgins 
■those bold even in their bashfulness — these blushing when- 
.ever eyes met eyes, — nor would they — nor could they — -have 
lapoken in the hnah to save their souls ; yet ere the evening 
many a pretty maiden had, down-looking and play- 
ing with the hem of her garment, sung linnet-like her ain 
favourite auld Scottish sang 1 and many a sweet sang even 
then delighted Scotia's spirit, though Eobin Bums was but a 
youth — walking mute among the wildflowera on the moor — 

I nor aware of the immortal melodies soon to breathe from his 
impassioned heart 1 
Of all the year'a holidays, not «T«n excepting the First of 
TOL. I. C 



34 RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH. ^H 

Jlny, tUia was the most delightful. The Firet of May, longed 
for BO passionately from the firat peep of the primrose, some- 
timeB came deformed with mist and cloud, or cheerless with 
ivhiBtling winds, or winter-like with a sodden fall of snow. 
And thus all our hopea were dashed — the roomy hay-waggon 
remained in its shed — the preparations made for us in the 
distant moorland farmhooBe were vaio — the fishing-rods hung 
useleBB on the nails — and disconsolate schoolboys sat moping 
ill comers, sorry, ashamed, and angry with Scotland's springs, 
Bnt though the " leafy month of June " be frequently showery, 
it is almost always sunny too. Every half-hour there is such 
A radiant blink tliat the young heart sings aloud for joy ; sum- 
mer rain makes the hair grow, and hats are of little or no use 
towards the Longest Day ; there is something cheerful even 
in thunder, if it be not rather too near ; the lark has not yet 
ceased altogether to sing, for ho soars over his second nest, 
unappalled beneath the sablest cloud ; the green earth repels 
from her refulgent bosom tho blackest shadows, nor will suffer 
herself to be saddened in the fulness and brightnesB of her 
contentment ; through the heaviest flood the blue skies will 
still be coakiiig Iheir appearance with an impatient smile, and 
all the rivers and burns, with the multitude of their various 
voices, sing praises unto Heaven. 

Therefore, bathing our feet in beauty, we went bounding 
over the flowery fields and brooray braes to the grove-girdled 
Craig-Hall. During the long noisy day, we thought not of 
the coming evening, happy as we knew it was to be ; and 
during the long and almost as noisy evening, we forgot all the 
pastime of the day. Weets before, had each of us engaged 
his partner for the first country dance, by right his own when 
supper came, and to sit close to liim with her tender side, with 
waist at firat stealthily arm -en circled, and at last boldly and 
almost with proud display. In the churchyard, before or after 
Sabbath-service, a word whispered into the ear of blooming 
and blushing rustic sufficed ; or if that opportunity failed, the 
angler had but to step into her father's bumside cottage, and 
with the contents of his basket leave a tender request, and 
from behind tlic gable-end carry away a word, a smile, a kiss, 
and a waving farewell. 

Many a high-roofed ball have we, since those days, seen 
made beautiful with festoons and garlands, beneath the hand 
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of taste and genius decorating, for some splendid festival, the 
abode of the noble expectiog a still nobler guest. But oh ! 
what pure bliss, and what profound, was then breathed into 
the bosom of boyhood from that glorious branch of hawthorn, 
in the chimney — itself almost a tree, so thick — so deep — so 
rich its load of blosaoms — bo like its fragrance to something 
breathed from heaven — and so transitory in its Bweetnesa too, 
that as she approached to inhala it, down fell many a snow- 
flake to the virgin's breath — in an hour all melted quite 
away I No broom that nowadays grows on the brae, so yel- 
low as the broom — the golden broom — the broom that seemed 
Btill to keep the hills in sunlight long after the sun himself 
had sunk — the broom in which we first found the lintwhite's 
nest — and of its petals, more precious than pearls, saw framed 
a wreath for tha dark hair of that dark-oyed girl, an orphan, 
and melancholy even in her merriment— dark-haired and dark- 
eyed indeed, hut whose forehead, whose bosom, were yet 
whiter than the driven snow, Qreenhouaea — conservatories 
— orangeries — are exquisitely balmy still — and, in presence 
of these strange plante, one could beheve that he had been 
transported to some rich foreign clime. But now we carry 
the burden of our years along with us — and that conscious- 
ness bedims the blossoms, and makes mournful the halm, as 
fromflowers in some fair burial-place, breathing of the tomb. 
But oh! that Craig- Hall bawthorti 1 and oh I that Craig-Hall 
broom ! they send their sweet rich scent so far into the 
BnBhed air of memory, that all the weary worn-out weaknesses 
of age drop from us like a garment, and even now — the fliglit 
of that swallow seems more aerial — more alive with bliss his 
day-built nest — the ancient long-ago blue of the sky returns 
to heaven — not for many a many a. long year have we seen so 
feir — so frail — so transparent and an gel-man tie -looking a 
clond I The very viol speaka~tbe very dance responds in 
Craig-Hall : this^this is the very Festival of the First Day 
of the Kooks — Mary Mather, the pride of the pariah — the 
county — ^the land — the earth — is our partner — and long may- 
est thon, moon I remain behind thy cloud — when the part- 
ing kiss is given — aad the love-letter, at that tenderest 
^L moment, dropped into her bosom! 

H But we have lost the thread of our discourse, and must 
^L pause to search for it, even like a spinster of old, in the dis- 
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arranged spindle of one of those pretty little wheels now 
beard no more in the humble ingle, hushed by machinery 
clink- clanldag with power-looms in every town and city of tie 
land. Another year, and we often found ourselves — alone — or 
with one chosen comrade ; for even then we began to have 
onr sympathies and antipathies, not only with roses and lilies, 
or to oats and cheese, but with or to the eyes, and looks, and 
foreheads, and hair, and voices, and motions, and silence, and 
rest of human beings, loving them with a perfect love — we 
must not say hating thera with a perfect hatred — alone or with 
a frieud, among the mists and marshes of moors, in silent and 
stealthy search of the sohbiry curlew, that is, the Whaup I 
At first sight of his long bill aloft above the rushes, we could 
hear our heart beating quick time in the desert ; at the turn- 
ing of bis neck, the body being yet still, our heart ceased to 
beat altogether — and we grew sick with hope when near 
enough to see the wild beauty of his eye. Unfolded, Hke a 
thought, was then the browu silence of the shy creature's 
ample wings^and mth a warning cry he wheeled away upon 
the wind, unharmed by our ineffectual hail, seen falling far 
short of the deceptive distance, while his mate that had lain 
Qouohed — perhaps in her nest of eggs or young, exposed yet 
hidden — within killing range, half-running, baif-flying, flap- 
ped herself into flight, simulating lame leg and wounded 
wing ; and the two disappearing together behind the hiila, left 
us in our vain reason thwarted by instinct, to resume with 
live hopes rising out of the ashes of the dead, our daily dis- 
appointed quest over the houseless mosses. Yet now and 
then to our steady aim the bill of the whaup disgorged blood 
— and as we felt the feathers in our hand, and from tip to tip 
eyed the outstretched wings. Fortune, we felt, had no better 
boon to bestow, earth no greater triumph. 

Hush — stoop — kneel — crawl — for by all our hopes of meroy 
— a heron — a heron I An eel dangling across his hill I And 
now the water-serpent has disappeared ! From morning 
dawn hath the fowl been fishing here — perhaps on that very 
Btone~-for it is one of those days when eels are a-roaming 
in the shallows, and the heron knows that they are as likely 
to pass hj that stone as any other — from morning dawn — and 
'tis now past meridian, half -past two I Be propitious, oh ye 
Fates I and never — never — shall he again fold hie wings on 
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ttie edge of his gaping nest, on the trees that overtop the 

only tower left of the old castle. Another eel ! and we too 

11 crawl silent as the sinnouB serpent. Flash I Bang I over 

goea dead — no, not dead — but how unlike that unavailing 

I flapping, as head- over- heels he goes spinning over the tarn, 

Q the serene unsettling of himself from sod or stone, when, 

his hunger sated, and his craw filled with fish for his far-off 

brood, he used to lift his hlue bulk into the air, and with long 

depending legs, at first floated away like a wearied thing, but 

soon, as hia plumea felt the current of air homewards flowing, 

I tirged swifter and swifter his easy course — laggard and lazy 

I no more— leaving leagues beliind him, ere you had shifted 

your motion in watching his cloudlike career, soon invisible 

among the woods I 

The disgorged eels are retumed^some of them alive — to 
their native element — the mud. And the dead heron floats 
away before small winds and waves intc the middle of the 
I tarn. Where is he — the matchless Newfoundlander — nomine 
I ^ur&TM Fko, because white as the froth of the sea? Off with 
W-A collie. So — stript with the first intention, we plunge from 
Mrock, and, 

" Though in the scow! of heaven, the tam 
Grows dark as wa are swimming," 

ffJ)raco-like, breast-high, we stem the surge, and with the heron 
Ifloating before us, return to the heather-fringed shore, and 
rgive three cheers that startle the echoes, asleep from year's 

end to year's end, in the Grey-Linn Cairn. 

Into the silent twilight of many a wild rock-and- river 

Bcene, beautiful and bewildering as the fairy work of sleep, 

»will be find himself brought who knows where to seek the 
beron in all its solitary haunts. For often when the moors 
Rre Htomi-swept, and his bill would be baffled by the waves 
of tarn and loch, he sails away irom his swinging-tree, and 
through some open glade dipping down to the secluded 
stream, alights within the calm chasm, and folds his wings in 
the breezeless air. The clouds are driving fast aloft in a 
carry from the sea — but they are all reflected in that pellucid 
Lpoot — so perfect the cliff-guarded repose. A better day — a 
r hour — a better minute for 6shing could not have been 
Men by Mr Heron, who is already swallowing a par. 
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Another — and another — but something falls from the rock 
into the water ; and suspicious, though unalarmed, he leisurely 
addresses himself to a short flight up the channel — ^round 
that tower-like clifif standing strangely by itself, with a crest 
of self-sown flowering shrubs ; and lo ! another vista, if pos- 
sible, just a degree more silent — more secluded — more 
solitary — ^beneath the mid-day night of woods I To shoot 
thee there — would be as impious as to have killed a sacred 
Ibis stalking in the shade of an Egyptian temple. Yet it is 
fortunate for thee — ^folded up there, as thou art, as motionless 
as thy sitting-stone — ^that at this moment we have no fire- 
arms — for we had heard of a flsh-like trout in that very pool, 
and this — Heron — ^is no gun but a rod. Thou believest 
thyself to be in utter solitude — ^no sportsman but thyself in 
the chasm — for the otter, thou knowest, loves not such very 
rocky rivers ; and fish with bitten shoulder seldom lies here 
— that epicure's tasted prey. Yet within ten yards of thee 
lies couched thy enemy, who once had a design upon thee, 
even in the very egg. Our mental soliloquy disturbs not thy 
watchful sense — for the air stirs not when the soul thinks, or 
feels, or fancies about man, bird, or beast. We feel, Heron I 
that there is not only humanity — ^but poetry, in our iDeing. 
Imagination haunts and possesses us in our pastimes, col- 
ouring them even with serious, solemn, and sacred light— and 
thou assuredly hast something priest-like and ancient in thy 
look — and about thy light-blue plume robes, which the very 
elements admire and reverence — the waters wetting them not 
— nor the winds ruffling — and moreover we love thee — Heron 
— for the sake of that old castle, beside whoso gloom thou 
utteredst thy first feeble cry I A Ruin nameless, traditionless 
— sole, undisputed property of Oblivion ! 

Hurra I — Heron — hurra I why, that was ah awkward 
tumble — and very nearly had we hold of thee by the tail I 
Didst thou take us for a water-kelpie ? A fright like, that is 
enough to leave thee an idiot all the rest of thy life. 'Tis a 
wonder thou didst not go into fits — ^but thy nerves must be 
sorely shaken — and what an account of this adventure will 
certainly be shrieked unto thy mate, to the music of the 
creaking boughs I Not, even wert thou a secular bird of 
ages, wouldst thou ever once again revisit this dreadful place. 
For fear has a wondrous memory in all dumb creatures — and 
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I latber wouldst tbou BeB tltj nest die of famine, than seek for 

B fish ia this man-monBter-ljaunted pool. Farewell 1 farewell ! 

I Manj are the hundreds of hill and mountain loclis to ns as 

H familiarly known, round all their rushy or rocky marginB, as 

I that pond there in the garden of Buchanan Lodge. That 

W pond has but one goose and one gander, and nine goslings — 

abont half-a-dozen trouta, if indeed they have not sickened 

and died of Nostalgia, missing in tlie atillnesa the gurgle of 

their native Tweed — and a brace of perch, now nothing but 

(prickle. But the lochs — the liill, the mountain lochs now in 
our mind's eye and our mind's ea-r, — heaven and earth 1 the 
hogs are black with duck, teal, and widgeon — up there 
" comes for food or play " to the holla of the winds, a wedge 
of wild geese, piercing the marbled heavens with clamour — 
and lo I in the very centre of the mediterranean, the Eoyal 
Family of the Swans 1 Up springs the silver sea-trout in 
the Bunsbine—see Sir Humplirey 1 — a salmon — a salmon fresh 
run in love and glory from the sea t 

For bow many admirable articles are there themes in the 
above short paragraph 1 Duck, teal, and widgeon, wild- 
geese, swans 1 And first, dack, teal, and widgeon. There 
they are, all collected together, without regard to party 
politics, in their very best attire, aa thick as the citizens of 

k Edinburgh, their wives, sweethearts, and children, on the 
Caltoa Hill, on the first day of the King's visit to Scotland, 
As thick, but not ao steady — for what swimming about in 
circles — what ducking and diving ia there I — all the while 
acoompanied with a sort of low, thick, gurgling, not nnsweet, 
nor unmusical quackery, the expression of the intense joy 
of feeding, freedom, and play. Oh I Muckle-mou'd Meg 1 
^-neither thou nor the " Lang Gun" are of any avail here — for 
^^Uiat old drake, who, together with hia shadow, on wliich he 
^Heenis to be sitting, is almost as big as a boat in the water, 
^P&e outermost lajidward sentinel, near as be seems to be in 
tiie deception of the clear frosty air, is yet better than three 
hundred yards from the shore — and, at safe distance, cocka 
hiB eye at the fowler. There ia no boat on the loch, and 
knowing that, how tempting in ita unapproachable reeds and 
ind hat-crested knoll — a hut built perhaps by some 
1 the olden time — yon central Isle I But be still as 
r — for lo 1 a batch of Whig-seceders, paddling all by 
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tliemselves towards tliat creek — and as surel; as our name is 
ChriHtopher, in RDother quarter of an liour tiiey will consist 
of killed, wounded, and missing. On our beUy — with un- 
hatted liead just peering over the knowe — and Muckle mou'd 
Meg slowly and softly stretched out on the rest, bo as not to 
mstle a windle-strae, wo lia motionless as a maukin, till the 
coterie collects together for simultaneous dive down to the 
aquatic plants and inseots of the fast-sh allowing bay ; and, 
juat as they are upon the turn with their tails, a single report, 
loud as a volley, scatters iho unsparing slags about their 
doups, and the still clear water, in sudden disturbance, is 
afloat with scattered feathers, and stained with blood. 

Now is the time for the snow-white, here and there ebon- 
spotted Fro — who with burning eyes has lain couched like a 
spaniel, bis quick breath ever and anon trembling on a pas- 
sionate whine, to bounce up, as if discharged by a catapulta, 
and first with immense and enormous high-and-far leaps, and 
then, fleet as any greyhound, with a breast-bnishing brattle 
down the brae, to dash, all-fours, like a flying squirrel fear- 
lessly from his tree, many yards into the bay with one splash- 
ing and momentarily disappearing spang, and then, head and 
shoulders and broad line of back and rudder tail, all elevated 
abi>v6 or level with the wavy water-line, to mouth first that 
murdered mawsey of a mallard, lying as still as if she had 
been dead for years, with her round, fat, brown bosom towards 
heaven — then that old Drake, in a somewhat similar posture, 
but in more gorgeous apparel, his belly being of a pale grey, 
and his baok delicately pencilled and crossed with numberless 
waved dusky lines — precioue prize to one skilled like us in 
the angling art — next — nobly done, glorious Fro — that cream- 
colour- orowned widgeon, with bright ruius chestnut breast, 
separated from the neck by loveliest waved ash-brown and 
white lines, while our mind's eye feaeteth on the indescribable 
and changeable green beauty-spot of his wings — and now, if 
we mistake not, a Golden Eye, best described by his name — 
finally, that exquisite little duck the Teal ; yes, poetical in 
its delicately pencilled spots as an Indian sbell, and when 
kept to an hour, roasted to a minute, graviod in its own wild 
richness, with some few other means and appliances to boot, 
carved finely — most finely — by razor-like knife, in a band 
skilful to dissect and ounning to divide — tasted by a tongue 
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toid palate both Lealthily pure as tlie dewy petal of a moruing 
■swallowed by a gullet felt gradually to bo Qstending 
in its intense delight — and received into a stomach 
fawning with greed and gratitude,— Oh I surely the tlirioe- 
jlessed of all web-footed birds ; the apes of Apioian lusury ; 
and able, were anything on the face of this feeble earth able, 
to detain a bouI, on the very brink of fate, a short quarter of 
IT from an inferior Elysium ! 

IT nobly, like a craken or sea-serpent, Pro reareth his 
niasey head above the foam, hia gathered prey seized — al! 
firnr — by their limber necks, and brightening, like a bunoh of 
flowers, as they glitter towards the shore ! With one bold 
body-shake, felt to the point of each particular hair, he 
Bcatters the water from hia coat like mist, reminding one of 
that glorious line in Shakespeare, 

" Like dewdropa from the Lion'a mane," 

advancing with sinewy legs seemingly lengthened by the 
drenching flood, and dripping tail etretohed out in all its broad 
longitude, with hair almost like white hanging plumes — mag- 
nificent as tail of the Desert-Bom at the head of his seraglio 
in the Arabian Sands. Half-way his master meets his beloved 
Fro on the slope ; and flrst proudly and haughtily pausing to 
mark oar eye, and then humbly, as beseemeth one whom 
,?iature, in his boldest and brightest bearing, hath yet made a 
ilave — he lays the offering at our feet, and having felt on his 
ipacioua forehead the approving pressure of our band, 



Sie anddenly flings himself round with a wheel of transport, 
^nd in many a widening circle pursues his own uncontrollable 
wecBtasiea with whirlwind speed ; till, as if utterly joy-ex- 
rhausted, he brings his snow-white bulk into dignified repose 
. knoll, that very moment illuminated by a burst of 
Bunehine I 

Not now — as fades upon our pen the solemn light of the 

dying day — shall we dare to decide, whether or not Nature — 

^L most matchless creature of thy kind ! — gave thee, or gave thee 

^K not, the gift of an immortal soul 1 — Better such creed — fond 

^B ttnd foolish though it may be — yet scarcely unscriptural, for 
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ill eacU word of Scripture there are many tneaniDgB, even 
when each saored syllable ie darkest to be read, — better such 
creed than that of the atheist or sceptic, distracted ever in 
Ilia seemingly sullen apathy, by the dim, dark doom of dust. 
Bettor that Fro should live, than that Newton should die — 
for ever. What though th-o benevolent Howard devoted his 
days to visit the dungeon's gloom, and by intercession with 
princes, to set the prisoners free from the low damp-dripping 
stone roof of the deep-dug cell beneath the foundation rocks 
of the citadel, to the high dewdropping vault of heaven, too, 
too dazzlingly illumined by the lamp of the inaufferable suul 
There reason triumphed — those were the works of glorified 
Immanity. But thou — a creature of mere instinct — according 
to Descartes, a machine, an automaton — hadst yet a constant 
light of thought and of affection in thine eyes ; nor wert thou 
without some glimmering and mysterious notions — and what 
more have we ouraelvea ? — of life and of death I Why fear 
to say that thou wert divinely commissioned and inspired — 
on that most dismal and shrieking hour, when little Harry 
Seymour, that bright English boy, " whom all that looked on 
loved," entangled among the cniel chains of those fair water- 
lilies, all so innocently yet so mnrderonely floating round him, 
was, by all standing or running about there with clenched 
hands, or kneeling on tli« sod — given up to inextricable 
death ? We were not present to save the dear boy, who had 
been delivered to our care bs to that of an elder brother, by 
the noble lady who, in her deep widow's weeds, kissed her 
sole darling's sunny head, and disappeared. We were not 
present — or by all that is holiest in heaven or on earth^-our 
arms had been soon around thy neck, when thou wert seem- 
ingly about to perish 1 

But a poor dumb despised dog — nothing, as some say, but 
animated dust — was there, — and without shout or signal — for 
all the Christian creatures were alike helpless in their despair 
— shot swift as a sunbeam over the deep, and by those golden 
tresses, sinking and brightening through the wave, brought 
the noble child ashore, and stood over him, as if in joy and 
sorrow, lying too like deatb on the sand I And when little 
Harry opened hia glazed eyes, and looked bewildered on all 
the faces around — and then famted — and revived and fainted 
again — till at last he came to dim recollection of this world 
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the boBom of the physician brought thither witl 
preheuaiblo epeed from big dwelling afar off — thou didst Uck 
bis cold white hands and bluo fiice, with a wiiine that struok 
awful pity into all hearts, and thou didst follow him — one of 
the group — as he was home along — and fiiskiiig and gam- 
bolling no more all that day, gently didat thou lay thyself 
down at the feet of his little bed, and watch there unsleeping 
all night long 1 For the boy knew that God had employed 
one of his lowly creatures to save him — and boseeched that 
he might lie there to be looked at by the hght of the taper, 
till he himself, aa the pains went away, might fall asleep I 
And we, the watchers by his bedside, heard him in his dreams 
mentioning the creature's name in hia prayers. 

Yet at timea — Fro — thou wort a sad dog indeed — neither 
to bind nor to hold — for thy blood was soon set aboil, and 
thou — like Julius Cteaar — and Demetrius Poliorcetes — and 
Alexander the Great — and many other ancient and modem 
Hnga and heroes-— thou wert the slave of thy passions. No 
Scipio wert thou with a Spanish captire. Often — in spite of 
threatening eye and uplifted thong — uphfted only, for thou 
' went'st utiflogged to thy grave — didst thou disappear for days 
, at a time — as if d ad Eumours of thee were brought 

' to the kirk by e phe ds f e remotest bills in the parish 

—most con us d and adi y — but, when collected and 

oompared, a aoT: en n h — hat thou wert living, and 
I Kfelike, and h mpa n^ and a er a season from thy travels 
to return ; and m hou s d dst — wearied oft-en and woe- 
begone — purpled tby snow-white curling — and thy broad 
breast torn, not disfigured, by honourable wounds. For never 
yet saw we a fighter like thee. Up on thy hind-legs in a 
tnoineDt, like a growling Polar monster, with thy fore-paws 
rotind thy foeman'a neck, buU-dog, collie, maetifEi or grey- 
Itoiind, and down with him in a moment, with as much ease 
U Caas, in the wrestling ring at Carlisle, would throw a Bag- 
and then woe to the throat of the downfallen, for thy 
jaws were shark-like as they opened and shut with their ter- 
rific tasks, grinding through skin and sinew to the epiue. 

Once, and once only— bullied out of all endurance by s 
lalf-dmuken carrier — did we consent to let thee engage in n 
pitched battle with a mastiff victorious in fifty fights — a 
fiunooB shanker — and a throttler beyond all compare. It woa 
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indeed a bloody busineBs — now growling along the glaur of 
the road — a hairy hurricane — now auorting in the Buffocat- 
ing ditch — now fair play on the clean and clear crown of the 
causey — now rolling over and over through a chance-open 
white little gat«, into a cottage -garden — now separated by 
choking them both with a cord — now brought out again with 
Bavago and fiery eyes to the scratch on a green plat round the 
signboard- swinging tree in the middle of the village — auld 
women in their mutches crying out, " Shame 1 wbare'a the 
minister?" — young women, with combs in their pretty heads, 
blinking with pale and almost weeping faces from low-Iintelled 
doors — children crowding for sight and safety on the louping- 
on-atane — and loud oriea ever and anon at each turn and eddy 
of the fight, of " Well done, Fio ! well done, Fro 1— see 
how he worries his windpipe — well done. Fro!" for Fro was 
the delight and glory of the whole pariah, and the honour 
of all its inhabitants, male and female, was felt to he staked 
on the issue — while at intervals was heard the harsh hoarse 
Toice of the carrier and his compeers, cursing and swearing 
in triumpii in a many-oathed language peculiar to the race 
that drive the broad-wheeled waggons with the high canvasfl 
roofs, as the might of Teeger prevaUed, and the indomitable 
Fro aeeioed to he on hia last legs beneath a grip of the jugular, 
and then stretched inotionloas and passive — in defeat or death. 
A mere ruse to recover wind. Like unshorn Sampson start- 
ing from hia sleep, and snapping like fired flax the vain hands 
of the Pliihstinea, Fro whammled Teeger off, and twisting 
round his head in spite of the grip on the jugular, the skin 
stretching and giving way in a ghastly but unfelt wound, he 
suddenly seized with all his tusks his antagonist's eye, and 
hit it clean out of the socket. A yowl of uneudurahle pain 
— spouting of hiood — sickness — swooning — tumbling over — 
and death. His last fight is over ! Hia remaining eye glazed 
— bis protruded tongue bitten in anguish by hia own grinding 
teeth — his massy hind-legs stretched out with a kick like a 
horse — his short tail stiffens — he is laid out a grim corpse — 
flunginto a cart tied behind the waggon — andoffto the tanyard. 
No shouts of victory — but stem, sullen, half- ashamed 
silence — aa of guilty things after the perpetration of a mis- 
deed. Still glaring savagely, ere yet the wrath of fight has 
subsided in his heart, and going and returning to the bloody 
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place, tmoertain whetlier or not hia enemy were abuut to 
retnm, Fro fiiiaUj lies down at eonie distance, and with 
bloody flewB beeps licking liia bloody legs, and with long 
darting tongue cleansing the mira from his neck, breast, side, 
and back — a sanguinary spectacle ! He seems almost i 
Bensible to onr caresses, and there ia something almost like 
npbraiding in his victorious eyes. Now that bis veins are 
cooling, he begins to feel the pain of his wounds — many o 
and close to vital parts. Most agonising of all — all his four 
shanks are tuak-pieroed, and, in less than ten minutes, he 
a away to his kennel, lame as if riddled by shot — 



gore-besmeared and dirt-draggled — an hour ago serenely 
bright aa the hly in June, or the April snow. The huge 
waggon moves away out of the clachan without its master, 
who, ferocious from the death of the other brute lie loved, 
dares the whole school to combat. Off fly a dozen jackets — 
and a devil's dozen of stripUegs from twelve past to going 
sixteen — firmly wedged together like the Macedonian Phalanx 
— ^re yelling for the fray. There is such another shrieking 
of women as at the taking of Troy. But 

" The Prinee of Meamfl slept forth before the crowd, 
And, Carter, challenged you to single fight ! " 
jBob Howie, who never yet feared the face of clay, and had 
(too great a heart to suffer mere children to combat tho 
.strongest and most unhappy man in the whole country — 
Stripped to the buff; and there he stands, with 

" Ad eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; " 
Bhonldere like Atlas — breaat hke Hercules — and arms like 
Tnlcan, The heart of Benjamin the waggoner dies within 
liini — he accepts the challenge for a future day — and retreat- 
ing backwards to liis clothea, receives a right-hander as from 
k sledge-hammer on the temple, that feUa him like an ox. 
The other carters all close in, but are sent spinning in all 
i^rections as from the sails of a windmill. Ever as ei 
BnooeBsive lout seeks the earth, we savage schoolboys rusl: 
ttpon hira in twos, and threes, anil fours, basting and battering 
Wm as he bawle ; at this very crisis — bo fate otdftl-nei — ^wa 
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Been Lurrying down the lull from tlie aouth, leaving their 
wives, sweethearts, and aBses in the rear, with coal-black 
hair and sparkling eyes, brown brany legs, and clenched iron 
fiatB at the end of long arms, smnging flail-like at all times, 
and never more than now, ready for the fray, a gang o£ 
Gypsies I while — beautiful coincidence I — np the hill from the 
north came on, at donble-tjuick time, an awkward squad of as 
grim Milesians as ever buried a pike in a Protestant. Nor 
qnestion nor reply ; but in a moment a general mSlee. Men 
at work in the hay-fields, who would not leave their work for 
a dog-fight, fling down scythe and rake, and over the hedges 
into the high-road, a Etalwart reinforcement. Weavers leap 
from their treddles — doff their blue aprons, and out into the 
au-. The red-cowled tailor pops his head through a skylight, 
and next moment is in the street. The butcher strips his long 
light-blue linen coat, to engage a Paddy; and the smitli, 
ready for action — ^for the huge arms of Bumiwind are always 
bare — with a hand-ower-hip delivery, makes the head of the 
king of the gypsies ring like an anvil. There has been no 
marshalling of forces — yet lol as if formed in two regular 
lines by the Adjutant himself after the first tuilzie, stand ths 
carters, the gypsies, and the Irishmen, opposed to Bob Howie, 
the butcher, the smith, the tailor, the weaver, the haymakers, 
and the boys from the manse — the latter drawn up cautiously, 
but not cowardly, in the rear. What a twinkling of fiats and 
sliillelaa I what bashed and bloody noses 1 cut blubber lipa— 
cheekbones out of all proportion to the rest of the face, and, 
through sudden black and blue tumefactions, men's changed 
into pigs' eyes I And now there is also ragging of caps and 
mutches and hair, " feiuineo ululatu," for the Egyptian 
Amazons bear down like furies on the glea'd widow that 
keeps the change-house, half-witted Shoosy that sells yellow 
sand, and Davie Donald's dun daughter, commonly called 
Spunkie, What shrieking and tossing of arms, round the 
whole length and breadth of tlie village ! Where is Simon 
Andrew the constable? Where is auld Robert Maxwell the 
ruling elder? What can have become of Laird Wamock, 
whose word is law ? And what can the Minister be 
about, can anybody tell, that he does not come flying horn 
the mauae to save the lives of his parishioners from cannibals, 
and gypsies, and Eerish, murdering their way to the gallows ? 
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E How — ivby — or when — tliat bloody battle ceosod to be, 

I was never distinctly known pitliur then or since ; but, lika 
I everything else, it had an end — ^and even now we have a 
ormfuaed dream of the spot at its termination — naked men 
lying on their backs in the mire, all drenched in blood — with 
women, some old and ugly, with shrivelled witch-like hag 
breasts, others young, and darkly, swarthily, blackly beautiful, 
with budding or new-blown boBoms unkerchiefed in the 
collysbangie — perilous to Bee — leaning over them; and these 
were tbe Egyptians 1 Men in brown shirts, gore-spotted, with 
green bandages round their brolten heads, laughing, and 
joking, and jeering, and singing, and shouting, though desper- 
ately mauled and mangled — while Scoltieh wives, and widows, 
ftnd maids, could not help crying out in sympathy, " Oh 1 but 
they're bonny men — what a pity tbey should aye be sae 
ibnd o' fechting, and a' manner o' mischiefl" — and these 
were the Irishmen ! Retired and apart, hangs the weaver, 
with hia head over a wall, dog-sick, and booking in strong 
oonvulsions ; some haymakers are washing their out faces in 
the well ; the butcher, bloody as a bit of his own beef, walks 
silent into the shambles ; the smith, whose grimy face hides 
its pummelling, goes off grinning a ghastly smile in tbe hands 
of his scolding, yet not unloving wife ; the tailor, gay as a 
id hot as his own goose, to show how much more he 
lias given than received, offers to leap any man on the ground, 
'top- step- and-jump, for a mutchkin — while Boh Howie walks 
about, without a visible wound, except the mark of bloody 
knucklee on bis brawny breast, with arms a-kimbo, seaman- 
fashion — for Bob had been at sea — and as soon as the whisky 
comes, hands it about at his own expense, caulker after caulker, 
to the vanquished — for Bob was as generous as hrave; had 
^uo spite at the gypBies ; and as for Irishmen, why they were 
^Banting, roving, red-hot, dare-devil boys, just like himself ; and 
Bkfter the fight, he would have gone with them to Purgatory, 
or a few steps further down the hill. All the battle tbi-oagh, 
»e inanse-boys had fought, it may be said, behind the shadow 
of him our hero ; and in warding off miBchief from us, he re- 
ceived not a few heavy body-blows from King Carew, a des- 
cendant of Bamfylde Moore, and some crown-cracks from the 
■hillelas of the Connaught Rangers. 

Down ooroea a sudden thunder -plump, making tte xcbA, a. 
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river — and to the whiff o' lightning, all in the shape of man, 
woman, and child, are under roof-cover. The afternoon soon 
clears up, and the haymakers leave the clanking empty gi]l 
or half-mutchkin stoup for the field, to see what the rain has 
done — the forge hcgins again to roar — the sound of the flying 
sliuttlo tells that the weaver is again on his treddles ; the 
tailor hoists up his little window in the thatch, in that close 
confinement, to enjoy the cauler air — ^the tinklers go to encamp 
on the common — " the air is balm " — ^insects, drooping firom 
eave and tree, " show to the sun their waved coats dropt with 
gold " — though the season of bird-singing be over and gone, 
there is a pleasant chirping hereabouts, thereabouts, every- 
where ; tlie old blind beggar, dog-led, goes from door to door, 
unconscious that such a stramash has ever been — and dancing 
round our champion, away we schoolboys all fly with him to 
swim in the Brother Loch, taking our fishing-rods with us, 
for one clap of thunder will not frighten the trouts; and about 
the middle or end of July, we have known great labbers, 
twenty inches long, play wallop between our very feet, in the 
warm shallow water, within a yard of the edge, to the yellow- 
bodied, tinsey-tailed, black half-heckle, with brown mallard 
wing, a mere midge, but once fixed in lip or tongue, " inex- 
tricable as the gored lion's bite." 

But ever after that Passage in the life of Fro, his were, on 
the whole, years of peace. Every season seemed to strengthen 
his sagacity, and to unfold his wonderful instincts. Most 
assuredly he knew all the simpler parts of speech — all the 
household words in the Scottish language. He was, in all 
our pastimes, as much one of ourselves, as if, instead of being 
a Pagan with four feet, he had been a Christian with twa 
As for temper, we trace the sweetness of our own to his ; an 
angry word from one he loved, he forgot in half a minute, 
offering his lion-like paw ; yet there were particular people 
he could not abide, nor from their hands would he have 
accepted a roast potato out of the dripping-pan, and in this he 
resembled his master. He knew the Sabbath-day as well as 
the sexton — and never was known to bark till the Monday 
morning when the cock crew ; and then he would give a long 
musical yowl, as if his breast were relieved from silence. If 
ever, in this cold, changeful, inconstant world, there was a 
friendship that might be called sincere^ it was that which. 
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half a century ago and upwards, subsisted between Cliria- 
topher North and John Fro. We never liad a quarrel in all 
our lives — and within these two months we made a pilgrim- 
age to hia grave. He was buried — not by our hands, but by 
the hands of one whose tender and manly heart loved the old, 
blind, deaf, staggering creature to the very last — for such in 
his fourteenth year he tnily was — a sad and sorry sight to 
Bee, to them who remembered the glory of his stately and 
majestic years. One day he crawled with a moan-like whine 
to our brother's feet, and expired. Header, young, bright, 
• and beautiful though thou be — remember all flesh is dust I 
' This is an episode — a tale, in itself complete, yet growing 
out of, and appertaining to, the main plot of Epic or Article. 
Touwill recollect we were speaking of ducks, teals, and wid- 
geons ; and we come now to the next clause of the verse — 
wild geese and swans. 

Some people's geese are all swans ; but so far from that 
"being the case with ours — sad and sorry are we to say it — 
now all our swans are geese. But in our buoyant boyhood, 
oil God's creatures were to our eyes just as God made them j 
and there was ever — especially bifds — a tinge of beauty 
r them all. What an inconceivable difference — distance — 
to the imagination, between the nature of a tame and a wild 
Aloft in heaven, themselves in night invisible, the 
. gabble of a cloud of wild geese is sublime. Whence comes it 
—whither goes it — for what end, and by what power impelled ? 
Eeason sees not into the darkness of instinct — and therefore 
the awestruck heart of tlje night-wandering hoy beats to hear 
the league-long gabble that probahly has winged its wedge- 
like way from the lakes, and marshes, and dreary morasses 
of Siberia, from Lapland, or Iceland, or the nnfrequented and 
nnknown northern regions of America — regions set apart, 
quoth Bewick we believe, for suttiraer residences and breed- 
ing-places, and where they are amply provided with a variety 
of food, a large portion of which must consist of the larvre of 
gnats, and myriads of insects, there fostered by the unsetting 
son I Now they are gabbling good Gaelic over a Highland 
I night- moor. Perhaps in another hour the descending cloud 

■ lri11 be covering the wide waters at the head of the wild Loch 

■ Uaree — or, silent and asleep, the whole host ho riding sA 
I tachor around Lomond's Isles I 
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But 'tis now mid-day — and In 1 in that mediterranean — a 
flock of wild SwaiiB 1 Have they dropt down from the ether 
into the water almost aa pure as ether, without having once 
folded their wingB, siuce they rose aloft to Bhun the inaupport- 
able northern enowe hundreds of leagues beyond the Btorm- 
awept Orcftdoa ? To look at the quiet oreatureB, you might 
thick that they bad never left the circle of that little loch. 
There they hang on their BhadowB, even as if asleep in the 
Bunsliine ; and now Btretohiug out their long winga — how apt 
for flight from clime to clime I — joyously they beat the liquid 
radiance, till to the loud flapping liigh rieeB the mist, and 
wide spreads the foam, almost Bufficieut for a rainbow. Safe 
are they from all birds of prey. The Oeprey dashes down on 
the teal, or Bea-tront, awimniing within or below their shadow. 
The great Erne, or Sea-eagle, pounces on the mallard, as he 
mounts from the bulniBhes before the wild Bwans sailing, with 
all wings hoisted, like a fleet — but osprey nor eagle dares to 
try his talons on that Btately bird — for he is bold in his 
beauty, aod formidable as he ia fair ; the piniona that swim 
and soar can also smite ; and though tlie one be a lovar- 
war, the other of peace, yet of them it may be said, 



To have shot such a creature — so large — so white — so high- 
soaring — and on the winds of midiiight wafted from so far — 
a creature that aeemed not merely a stranger in that loch, 
but belonging to some mysterious land in another hemisphere, 
whose coast ships with frozen rigging have been known to 
visit, driving under bare poles through a month's enow-storms 
— to have shot such a creature was an era in our imagination, 
from which, had nature be^en more prodigal, we might have 
sprang up a poet. Once, and but once, we were involved in 
the glory of that event. The creature had been in a dream of 
some riyer or lake in Kamtschatka — or ideally listening, 
" Aerosa the waves' tnmnltnous roar. 
The wolfs long howl from Oonalashka's shore," 

when, guided by our good genius and our brightest star, we 
suddenly saw him sitting asleep in all his state, within gun- 
shot, in a bay of the moonlight Loch 1 We had nearJT 
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fainted — died on tbe very spot — and why were we not entitled 
to have died as well ae any other passionate spirit, whom joy 
ever divoi-ced from life ? We blew his black bill into pieces 
— not a feather on his head but was touched ; and like a little 
white-eailed pleasure-boat caught in a whirlwind, the wild 
Bwan spnn round, and then lay motionless on the water, as if 
all her masts had gone by the board. We were all alone that 
night — not even Fro was with us ; we had reasons for being 
alone, for we wished not that there should be any footfall but 
our own round that mountain-hut. Could we swim ? Ay, 
like the wild swan himself, through surge or breaker. But 
now the loch was still as the sky, and twenty strokes carried 
tia close to the glorious creature, which, grasped by both 
hands, and supporting us aa it was trailed beneath onr breast, 
-■while we floated rather than swam ashore, we felt to be in 
.Terity our — Prey t We trembled with a sort of fear, to behold 
iim lying indeed dead on the sward. The moon — the many 
stars, here and there one ■wondrouely large and lustrous — ^the 
hushed glittering loch — the hills, though somewhat dimmed, 
green all winter through, with here and there a patch of snow 
on their summits in tlie blue sky, on which lay a few fleecy 
clouds — the mighty foreign bird, whose plumage we had 
never hoped to touch but in a dream, lying like the ghost of 
Bomething that ought not to have been destroyed — the scene 
was altogether such aa made our wild young heart quake, 
and almost repent of having killed a creature so surpassingly 
beantifiil. But that was a fleeting fancy — and over the wido 
BiffiooTB we went, like an American Indian laden with game, 
^Bourneying to his wigwam over the wilderness. As we 
^Rrhitened towards the village in the hght of morning, the 
earlier labourers held up their hands in wonder what and who 
we might be ; and Fro, who had missed his master, and was 
lying awake for him on the mount, came bounding along, not 
coold refrain the bark of delighted passion as his nose nuzzled 
in the soft down of the bosom of the creature whom ho 
(temembcred to have sometimes seen floating too far off in the 
ike, or far above our reach cleaving the firmament. 



J 



CHRISTOPHER IX HIS SPORTING JACKET. 



UncKLE-MOu'D Meg 1 and can it be that thou art ii 
among forgotten things — unBxieteucea ! 



What would we not now give for a sight — a kiss — of thy 
dear lipa ! Lips which wo remember once to have put to oni 
own, even when thy beloved barrel was double-loaded ! Now 
we sigh to think on what then made uh shudder ! Oh 1 that 
thy butt were but now resting on our shoulder 1 Alas I for 
ever discharged ! Burst and rent asunder, art thou now lying 
buried in a peat-mosa ? Did some vulgar villain of a village 
Vulcan convert thee, name and nature, into nails ? Some 
dark-visaged Douglas of a henroost-robbing Egyptian, solder 
thee into a pan ? Oh 1 tkat our passion could dig dowB unto 
thee in the bowels of the earth — and with loud lamenting 
elegies, and louder hymns of gratulation, restore thee, batt- 
less, locklese, vizylesa, burst, rent, torn, and twisted though 
thou be'at, to the light of day, and of the world- rejoicing 
Sun 1 Then would wo adorn thee with evergreen wreaths of 
the laurel and the ivy — and hang thee up, in memory and in 
monument of all the bright, dim, still, stormy days of oar 
boyhood — when gloom itself was glory — and when — But 

" Ba hush'd my dark spirit ! for wisdom coadamns, 
When the feint and the feeble deplore." 

C assandra — Oori nna — Sappho — Luc re tJa — Cleopatra — Tigh e 
— De StaSl — in their beauty or in their genius, are, with millions 
on millions of the fair-faced or bright-aouled, nothing but dust 
and ashes ; and as they are, so shall Baillie, and Grant, and 
HemaoB, and Landon be — and why vainly yearn " with love 
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and longings infinite," to save from doom of perishable nature 
— of all created things, but one alone — Muckle-mou'd Meg 1 

After a atorm comes a calm ; and we hasten to give the 
sporting world the concluding account of our education. In 
the moorland parish — God bless it — in which we Lad the 
inestimable advantage of passing our boyhood — there were a 
good many falcons — of course the kite or glead — tho buzzard 
— the sparrowhawk — the marali harrier — that imp the merlin 
— and, rare bird and beautiful I there, on a cliff which, alas ! 
a crutched man must climb no more, did the Peregrine build 
her nest. You must not wonder at this, for the pariah was an 
extensive one even for Scotland — half Highland half Low- 
land — and had not only " muira and mosses many o," hut 
numerous hills, not a few mountains, some most extraordinary 
clifEs, considerable store of woods, and one, indeed, that 
might well be called the Forest. 

Lift up thy rook-crowned forehead through thy own sweet 
stormy aides, Auld Scotland 1 and as sternly and grimly thou 
look'st fer over the hushed or howling seaa, remember thee — 
till all thy moors and mosses quake at thy heart, as if swal- 
lowing up an invading army — a fate that oft befell thy foes of 
yore — remember thee, in mist-ahronded dream, and cloud- 
born vision, of the long line of kings, and heroes, and sages, 
and bards, whose hallowed bones sleep in pine-darkened 
tombs among the monntain heather, by the side of rivers, and 
lochs, and arms of ocean — their spirits yet seen in lofty 
Bnperstition, sailing or sitting on the swift or settled tempest. 
Lift up thy rock-crowned forehead, Auld Scotland I and sing 
aloud to all the nations of the earth, with thy voice of obifa, 
and caves, and c 



" Wha daur meddle wi' me I " 
What I some small, puny, piteoua windpipes are heard cheep- 
ing against thee from the Cockneys — like ragged chickens 
agape in the pip. How the feeble and fearful creatures would 
crawl on their bands and knees, faint and giddy, and shriek- 
ing out for help to the heather stalks, if forced to face one of 
thy cliffs, and foot its flinty bosora I How would the depths 
of their long ears, cotton- stuffed in vain, ache to the spray- 
thunder of thy cataracts 1 Sick, sick would be their stomachs, 
Btorm-gwept in a six-oared cutter into the jaws of Staffs. \ 



guffaw 
luiidred 
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That aiglit is eufScient to set the most aatumine on the guffaw 
— the Barry Cornwall himself, crossing & ohasDi a, hundred 
yards deep, 

" On the unwrtaia footing of a Bpar," 

on a tree felled where it stood, centuries ago, by e 
storm, into a ledgelesB bridge, oft sounding and shaking t< 
hunter's feel in chase of the red-deer I The Cockneys do not 
like uB Scotchmen — because of our high cheek-bones. They are 
Bometimes very high indeed, very coarse, and very ugly, and 
give a Scotchman a grim and gannt look, assuredly not to be 
sneezed at, with any hope of impunity, on a dark day and in a 
lonesome place, by the most heroic chief of the most heroic clan 
in all the level land of Lud, travelling all by himself in a horse 
and gig, atii! with a black boy in a cockaded glazed hat, through 
the Heelanda o' Scotland, passing of course, at the very least, 
for a captain of Hussars 1 Then Sootcbmen canna keep their 
backs straught, it seems, and are always booin' and booin' 
afore a great man. Cannot they, indeed ? Do they, indeed? 
Ascend with that Scottish shepherd yon mountain's breast — 
Bwim with him that mountain loch — a bottle of Glenliyet, 
who first stands in shallow water, on the Oak Isle — and 
whose back will be straugbtest, that of the Caledonian or tha 
Cockney ? The little Luddite will he puking among the 
heather, about some five hundred feet above the level of the 
sea — kigher for the first time in his life than St Paul's, and 
nearer than he ever will again be, either in the spirit or tJie 
flesh, to heaven. The little Luddite will be pulcing in the 
hitherto unpolluted loch, after some seven strokes or so, with 
a strong Scottish weed twisted like an eel round its thigh, 
and sbrieldng out for the nearest resuscitating machine in a 
country, where, alas ! tliere is no Humane Society. The back 
of the shepherd — even in presence of that " gi^eat man " — 
will be as straught as— do not tremble, Cockney — this Crutch. 
Conspiououfl from afar like a cairn, from the inn-door at 
Arroohar, in an hour he will be turning up his little finger so 
^-on the Cobler's head ; or, in twenty minutes, gliding like a 
swan, or shooting like a salmon, bis back being still straught 
— leaving Luss, he will be shaking the dewdrops from his 
brawny body on the silver sand of Inch Morren. 

And happy were we, Christopher North, happy were we in 
the parish in which Fate delivered us up to Nature, that, 
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IDnder her tuition our deBtiniea miglit be fulfilled. A parish ! 
Why it was in itself a kingdnm — a world. Thirty miles long 
by twenty at the broadest, and five at the narrowest ; and is 
not that a kingdom — is not that a world worthy of any 
monarch that ever wore a crown? Was it level? Tes, 
league-long levels were in it of greensward, hard aa the saud 

I of the sea-shore, yet springy and elastic, tit training- ground 
for Childers, or Eclipse, or Hambletonian, or Smolensko, or 
for a charge of cavalry in Boma great pitched battle, wbile 
artillery might keep playing against artillery from innumerons 
affronting bills. Was it boggy ? Yes, black bogs were there, 
which extorted a panegyric from the roving Irishman in hia 
richest brogue — bogs in which forests had of old been buried, 
and armies with all their banners. Waa it hilly? Ay, there 
the white sheep nibbled, and the black cattle grazed ; there 
tiiey baa'd and they lowed upon a thousand hiUa — a crowd of 
(Jones, all green as emerald. Was it monntainous ? Give 
answer from afar, ye mist-shrouded summits and ye clouds 
cloven by the eagle's wing 1 But whether ye be indeed 
mountains, or whether ye be clouds, who can tell, bedazzled 
as are his eyes by that long-lingenng sunset, that drenches 
heaven and earth in one indistinguishable glory, setting the 
West on fire, as if the final conflagration were begun I Was 

I it woody ? Hush, hush, and yon will hear a pine-cone drop in 
the central silence of a forest — a silent and solitary wilderness 
- — in which you may wander a whole day long, unaccompanied 
but by the cushat, the corby, the falcon, the roe, and they are 
all shy of human feet, and, like thoughts, pass away in a 
moment ; so if you long for less fleeting farewells from the 
native dwellers in the wood, lo ! the bright brown queen of 
the butterfiies, gay and gaudy in her glancings through tlio 
solitude, the dragon-fly whirring bird-like over ths pools in 
the glade ; and if your ear desire musio, the robin and the 
wren may haply trill you a few notes among the briery rocks, 
or the bold blackbird open wide his yellow bill in his hoUy- 
tree, and set the squirrels a-leaping all within reach o£ his 
ringing roundelay. Any rivers ? one — to whom a thousand 
torrents are tributaiy — as he himself is tributary to the sea. 
Any lochs? how many we know not — for we never counted 
them twice alike — omitting perhaps some forgotten tarns, or 
^^coanting twice over some one of our more darling waters, 
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wortliy to dash tlieir waves against the aides of ships — alone 
wanting to the magniRoence of those inland seas ! Tea, it 
was as level, as boggy, as billy, as mountainous, as woody, 
as loohy, and as rivery a parish, as ever laughed to scom 
Colonel Mudge and Lis Trigonometrical Survey. 

Was not that a noble parish for apprenticeship in sports and 
pastimes of a great master ? No need of any teacher. On 
the wings of joy we were borne over the bosom of nature, and 
learnt all things worthy and needful to be learned, by instinct 
first, and afterwards by reason. To look at a wild creature — 
winged with feathers, or mere feet — and not desire to destroy 
or capture it — is impossible to passion — to imagination — to 
fancy. Thus had we longed to feel and handle tho glossy 
plumage of the beaked birds — the wide- winged Birds of Prey 
— before our finger had ever touched a trigger. Their various 
flight, in various weather, wo had watched and noted with 
something even of the eye of a naturalist — the wonder of a 
poet; for among the brood of boys there are hundreds and 
thousands of poets who never see manhood — the poetry dying 
away — the boy growing up into mere prose ; — yet to some 
even of the paragraphs of these Three Fyttes do we appeal, 
that a few sparks of the sacred light are yet alive within us ; 
and sad to our old ears would bo the sound of " Put out the 
light, and then — put out tha light I " Thus were we impelled, 
even when a mere chOd, far away from the manse, for miles, 
into the moors and woods. Once it was feared that poor wee 
Kit was lost ; for having eet off all by himself, at sunrise, 
to draw a night-line from the distant Black Loch, and look at 
a trap Bet for a glead, a mist overtook hiin on the moor on his 
homeward way, with an eel as long as himself hanging over 
his shoulder, and held him prisoner for many hours within its 
shifting walls, frail indeed, and opposing no resistance to the 
hand, yet impenetrable to the feet of fear as the stone dun- 
geon's thraldom. If the mist had remained, that would have 
been nothing ; only a still cold wet seat on a stone ; but as 
" a trot becomes a gallop soon, in spite of curb and rein," 
so a Scotch mist becomes a shower — and a shower a flood — 
and a flood a storm — and a storm a tempest — and a tompest 
thunder and lightning — and thunder and lightning heaven- 
quake and earthquake — till the heart of poor wee Kit quaked, 
and almost died within him in the desert. In this age of 
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Confeaaioiis, need we be ashamed to own, in the fece of the 
whole world, that we sat us down and cried 1 The small 
brown Moorland bird, as dry as a toast, hopped out of hia 
feeather-hole, and cheerfully cheeped comfort. With crest 
just a thought lowered by the rain, the green-baoked, white- 
breasted peaseweep, walked close by us in the mist ; and sight 
of wonder, that made even in that quandary by the quagmireour 
heart beat with joy — lol never seen before, and seldom since, 
i wee peaseweeps, not three days old, little bigger thau 
ahrew-mice, all covered with blackish down, interspersed with 
long white hair, running after their mother I But the large 
bazel eye of the she peaseweep, restless oven in the most 
Btter solitude, soon spied us glowering at her, and lier young 
ones, through our tears ; and not for a moment doubting 
- — Heaven forgive her for the shrewd but crue! suspicion ! 
— that we were Lord EgUnton's gamekeeper — with a sudden 
Bhrill cry that thrilled to tbe marrow in our cold backbone — 
flapped and fluttered herself away into the mist, while the 
little black bits of down disappeared, like devils, into the 
I. The croaking of the frogs grew terrible. And worse 
and worse, close at hand, seeking hie lost cows through the 
mist, the beUow of tlie notorious red bull I We began say- 
ing our prayers; and just then the sun forced himself out into 
the open day, and, like the sudden opening of the shutters of 
am, the whole worid was filled with light. The frogs 
aeeraed to sink among the powheads — as for the red bull 
wbo had tossed the tinker, he was cantering away, with hia 
tail towards us, to a lot of cows on the hill ; and hark — a 
long, a loud, an oft-repeated halloo ! Eab Roger, honest fel- 
low, and Leezy Muir, honest lass, from the manse, in search 
of our dead body ! Eab pulls oiar ears lightly, and Leezy 
ises us from the one to the other — wrings the rain out of 
r long yellow hair — (a pretty contrast to the small grey 
sprig now on the crown of our pC'rieranium, and the thin tail 
acock behind) — and by-and-by stopping into Hazel- Deanbe ad 
* r a drap and a " chitterin' piece," by the time we reach the 
manse we are as dry as a whistle — take our scold and our 
pawmies from the minister — and, by way of punishment and 
penance, after a little hot whisky- toddy, with brown sugar 
wd a bit of bun, are bundled off to bed in the daytime I 
Tliua we grew up a Fowler, ere a loaded gun waa in. a*M 
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band — and often guided the city-fowler to tlie liaunts of the 
curlew, the plover, the moorfowl, and the falcon. The falcoD 1 
yes — in the higher region of clonda and cliffs. For now we 
had shot up into a stripling — and how faat had wh ho shot up 
you may Itnow, hy taking notice of the Bchoolhoy on the play- 
green, and two years afterwards, discovering, perhaps, tljat 
he is that fine tall ensign carrying the colours among the light- 
hobs of the regiment, to the sound of clarion and Ante, cymbal 
and great drum, marching into the city a thousand strong. 

We used in early boyhood, deceived hy Bome uncertainty 
in size, not to distinguish between a kite and a buzzard, which 
was very stupid, and unlike us — more like Poietes in Sal- 
monia. The flight of the bazzard, as may be seen in Selby, 
is slow — and except during the season of incubation, when it 
often soars to a considerable height, it seldom remains long 
on the wing. It is indeed a heavy, inactive bird, both in 
disposition and appearance, and is generally seen perched 
upon some old and decayed tree, such being its favourite 
haunt. Him we soon thought little or nothing about — and 
the last one we shot, it was, we remember, just as he was 
coming out of the deserted nest of a crow, which he had 
taken possession of out of pure laziness ; and we killed him 
for not building a house of his own in a country where there 
was no want of sticks. But the kite or glead, as the same 
distinguished ornithologist rightly says, is proverbial for the 
ease and gracefulness of ita flight, which generally coneists of 
large and sweeping circles, performed with a motionless wing, 
or at least with a slight and almost imperceprible stroke of its 
pinions, and at very distant intervals. In this manner, and 
directing its course by its tail, which acts as a rudder, whose 
slightest motion produces effect, it frequently soars to sucb a 
height as to become almost invisible to the human eye. Him 
we loved to slay, as a bird worthy of our barrel. Him and 
her have we watched for days, like a lynx, till we were led, 
almost as if by an instinct, to their nest in the heart of the 
forest — a nest lined with wool, hair, and otiior soft materials, 
in the fork of some large tree. They will not, of course, 
utterly forsake their nest, when they have young, fire at them 
as you will, though they beootne more wary, and seem as if 
they heard a leaf fall, so suddenly will they start and soar to 
heaven. We remember, from an ambuscade in a brieiy dell 
in the forest, shooting one flying overhead to its nest; and. 
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on going up to him as be lay on liis back, witli clenched 
talous and fierce eyes, abaolntel^ shrieking and ^eUiug with 
fear, and rage, and pain, we intended to aparo his life, and 
only take him prisoner, when we beheld beside him on the 
Bod, a chicken from ihe brood of famous ginger piles, then, all 
but Iiis small self, following the feet of their clucking mother 
at the manse I With visage all inflamed, we gave hiin the 
butt on his double organ of destructiveness, then only known 
to ua by the popular name of " back o' the head," exclaiming 
"Pallas te hoe vnlnere, Pallas 

Imniolat " 

Quivered every feather, from beak to tail and talon, in his 
last convalsion, 

" Yltoqus cum gemitu fiigit iudign&ta sub ambraa ! " 
In the eeaaoQ of love what combats have we been witness 
to — Umpire — between birds of prey 1 The Female Falcon, 
she sat aloof like a sultana, in her soft, sleek, glossy plmaes, 
the iris in her eye of wilder, more piercing, fiery, craei, 
fascinating, and maddening lustre, than ever lit the face of 
the haughtiest human queen, adored by princes on her throne 
of diftmondfl. And now her whole plumage shivers — and is 
raffled — for her own Gentle Peregrine appears, and they two 
will enjoy their dalliance on the edge of the cliff-ohasm — and 
the Bride shall become a wife in that stormy sunshine on the 
loftiest precipice of all these our Alps. But a sudden sugh 
Bweepa down from heaven, and a rival Hawk comes rushing 
in his rage from his widowed eyry, and will win and wear 
this his second selected bride-^for her sake, tearing, or to be 
torn, to pieces. Both stniok down from heaven, fall a hundred 
fathom to the heather, talon-locked, in the mutual gripe of 
death. Fair play, gentlemen, and attend to the Umpire. It 
is, we understand, to be an up-and-down fight. Allow us to 
disentangle you — and without giving advantage to either — 
elbow-room to both. Neither of you ever saw a human face 
BO near before — nor ever were captive in a hnman hand. 
Both fasten their momentarily frightened eyes on us, and, 
holding back their heads, emit a wild ringing cry. But now 
they catch sight of each other, and in an instant are one bunch 
of torn, bloody plumes. Perhaps their wings are broken, anil 
they can soar no more — so up we fling them both into \.'i6 &« 
— and wheeling each witbin a short civc\e, c\aaV o-^wlu ^g,Q 
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both birds together, and the talons keep tearing throats till 
they die. Let them die, then, for hoth are for ever disabled 
to enjoy their lady-love. She, like some peerless flower in 
the days of chivalry at a fatal toumameDt, seeing her rival 
lovers dying for her sake, nor ever to wear her glove or scarf 
in the front of battle, rising to leave her canopy in tears of 
grief and pride — even like suoh Angelica, the Falcon unfolds 
her wings, and flies slowly away from her dying ravishers, to 
bewail her virginity on the mountains. "0, Frailty 1 thy 
name is woman 1 " A third Lover is already on the wing, 
more fortunate than bis preceding peers — and Angelica is 
won, wooed, and sitting, about to lay an egg in an old eyry, 
soon repaired and furbished up for the honey-week, with a 
number of small birds lying on the edge of the hymeneal 
couch, with wbiob, when wearied with love, and yawp with 
hunger, Angelica may cram her maw tUl she be ready to 
hurst, by her bridegroom's bre-ast. 

Forgotten all human dwellings, and all the thoughts and 
feelings that abide by (iresides, and doorways, and rooms, and 
roofs — delightful was it, during the long long luidBmnroer 
holiday, to lie all alone, on the greensward of some moor-sur- 
rounded mount, not far Irom the foot of some range of cliffs, 
and with our face up to the sky, wait, unwearying, till a speck 
was seen to cross the blue cloudless lift, and steadying itself 
after a minute's quivering into motionless rest, as if hiuig 
suspended tJiere by the counteracting attraction of heaven 
and earth, known to be a Falcon 1 Balanced far above its 
prey, and, soon as the right moment came, ready to poimca 
down, and fly away with the treasure in its talons to its crying 
eyry ! If no such speck were for hours visible in the ether, 
doubtless dream upon dream, rising unbidden, and all of their 
own wild accord, congenial -with the wilderness, did, like 
phantasmagoria, pass to and fro, backwards and forwards, 
along the darkened curtain of our imagination, all the lights 
of reason being extinguished or removed ! In that trance, not r 
unheard, although scarcely noticed, was the cry of the curlewJ 
the murmur of the little moorland iDum, or the din, almost likfta 
dashing, of the far-off loch. 'Twas thus that the senses, iitfl 
their most languid state, ministered to the fancy, and fed hftpfl 
for a fiiture day, when all the imagery then received so itH'M 
perfectly, and in broken Iragments, into her mysterious ksej^U 
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iiig, was to arise in orderly array, and to form a world more 
lovely and more romantic even than the reality, which then 
lay hushed or whispering, glittering or gloomy, io the oat- 
ward air. For the senses hear and see all things in their 
seeming slumbers, from all the impulses that come to them in 
solitude gaining more, far more, than thoy have lost ! When 
we are awake, or half awake, or almost sunk into a sleep, they 
are ceaselessly gathering materials for the thinking and feel- 
ing soul — and it is hers, in a deep delight formed of memory 
and imagination, to put them together by a divine plastic 
power, in which she is almost, as it were, a very creator, till 
she exult to look on beauty and on grandeur such as this 
earth and these heavens never saw, products of her own 
immortal and immaterial energies, and being once, to be for 
ever, when the universe, with all its suns and systems, is no 

But ofteaer we and our shadows glided along the gloom at 
the foot of tho cliffs, ear-led by the incessant cry of the young 
hawks in their nest, ever hungry except when asleep. Left 
to themselves, when the old birds are huuting, an hour's want 
of food is felt to be famine, and you hear the cry of the callow 
creatures, angry with one another, and it may be, fighting 
with soft beak and pointless claws, till a living tump of dovm 
tumbles over the rock-ledge, boou to be picked to the bone 
by inseota, who likewise all live npon prey; for example. 
Ants of Carrion, Get you behind that briery bield, that wild- 
rose hanging rock, far and wide scenting the wilderness with 
a faint perfume ; or into that cell, almost a parlour, with a 
Glothic roof formed by large stonea leaning one against the 
other and so arrested, as they tumbled from the frost-riven 
breast of the precipice. Wait there, though it should be for 
hours — but it will not be for hours ; for both the old hawks 
are circling the sky, one over the marsh and one over tho 
wood. She comes — she comes — the female Sparrowhawk, 
twice the size of her mate ; and while he is plain in his dress, 
as a cunning and cruel Quaker, she is gay and gaudy as a 
Demirep dressed for the pit of the Opera — deep and broad 
her bosom, with an air of luxury in her eyes that glitter like 
a serpent's. But now ehe is a mother, and plays a mother's 
part — greedier, even than for herself, for her greedy young. 
The lightning flashes from tho cave-mouth, and sKe coiaea 
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tumbling, and dashing, and rattling through the dwarf bashes 
on the cliff-face, perpendicular and plum-down, within three 
yards of her murderer. Her husband will not visit his ueet 
this day — no — nor all night long : for a father's is not as a 
mother's love. Your only chance of killing him, -too, is to 
take a lyns-eyed circuit round about all the moors within half 
a league ; and possibly you may see him sitting on some 
cairn, or stone, or tree-atump, afraid to fly either hither or 
tbitbar, perplexed by the sudden death he saw appearing 
among the unaccountable smoke, scenting it yet with his fine 
nostrils, BO aa to he unwary of your approach. Hazard a long 
shot — for you are right behind him — and a slug may hit him 
on the head, and, following the feathers, split bis akull-cap 
and scatter his brains. 'Tia done — and the eyry is orphan'd. 
Let the small brown moorland birds twitter lo Ptean, as they 
hang balanced on the buhiiBhea — let the stone-chat glance 
leas fearfully within shelter of the old grey cairn — let the 
cushat coo his joyous gratitude in the wood — and the lark 
soar up to heaven, afraid no more of a demon descending from 
the cloud. As for the imps in the eyry, let them die of rage 
and hunger — for there must always be pain in the world ; 
and 'tis well when its endurance by the savage is the cause 
of pleasure to the sweet — when the gore-yearning cry of the 
cruel is drowned in the song of the kind at feed or play — and 
the tribes of the peace-loving rejoice in the despair and death 
of the robbers and shedders of blood ! 

Not one fowler of fifty thousand has in all his days shot an 
Eagle. That royal race seems nearly extinct in Scotland. 
Gaze aa you will over the wide circumference of a Highland 
heaven, calm as the bride's dream of love, or disturbed as the 
shipwreoked sailor's vision of a storm, and all spring and 
summer long you may not chance to see the shadow of 
an Eagle in the sun. The old kings of the air are some- 
times yet seen by the shepherds on cliff or beneath cloud ; 
but their offspiing are rarely aUosved to get full-fledged in 
spite of the rifle always lying loaded in the shiehng. But in 
the days of our boyhood there were many glorious things on 
earth and air that now no more seem to exist, and among 
these were the Eagles. One pair had from time immemorial 
built on the Echo-cliff, and you could see with a telescope the 
eyry, with the rim of its circumference, six feet in diaic^ 
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Btrewti with partridges, moorfowl, and lovereta — tlie it feathers 
and their skeletons. But the Echo-cliff was inacceBsible. 
" Hither the nunbow cornea, the cloud, 

Ami loists that aprend the flying shroud, 

And Biiubeam^, aod the flyiug hkat, 

That if it Goald, would hurry paat, 

But that enormous harrier binds it gist." 



No human eye ever saw the hirds within a thousand feet 
of the lower earth ; yet how often must they have stooped 
dowu on lamb and levaret, and strucb the cushat in her very 
yew-tree in the centre of the wood 1 Perhaps they preyed at 
midnight, by the light of the waning moon — at mid-day, in 
the night of sun-hiding tempests^-or afar of^ in even more 
Bolitary wilds, carried thither on the whirlwind of their own 
winga, they swept off their prey from uninhabited ieles, 

" Placed iar amid the melanoholy main," 
or vast inland glens, where not a summer shieling smiles 
l)eneath the region of eternal snows. But eagles are subject 
ases in flesh, and bone, and blood, just like the veriest 
poultry that die of croop and oonsumption on tha dunghill 
before the byre-door. Sickness blinds the eye that God 
framed to pierce the seas, and weakens the wing that dallies 
ith the tempest. Then the eagle feela how vain is the doo- 
ine of the divine right of kings. He ia hawked at by the 
lOuaing owl, whose instinct instructs him that these talons 
ive lost their graap and these pinions their deathblow. The 
eagle lies for weeks famished in his eyry, and, liunger- driven 
over the ledge, leaves it to ascend no more. He is dethroned, 
and wasted to mere bones — a bunch of feathers — his flight is 
now slower than that of the buzzard — he floats himself along 
now with difficulty from knoll to knoll, pursued by the shriek- 
ing magpies, buffeted by the corby, and lying on his back, 
like a recreant, before the beak of the raven, who, a month 
;o, was terrified to hop round the carcass till the king of the 
■ was satiated, and gave his permission to croaking Sooty 
dig into the bowels he himself had scorned. Yet he is a 
ble aim to the fowler still ; you break a vring and a leg, hut 
ir to touch him with your hand ; Fro feels the iron-clutch 
bia talons constricted in the death-pang ; and holding him 
ip, you wonder that such an anatomy — for hia weight is not 
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more than ttree pounds — could drive his claws through that 
shaggy hide till blood sprnng to the blow — inextricable but 
to yells of pain, aud leaving gashes hard to heal, for virulent 
is the poison of rage in a dying bird of prey. 

Sublime sohtude of our boyhood 1 where each stoae in tlie 
desert was sublime, unassociated though it was with dreams 
of memory, in ita own simpl* native power over the human 
heart t Each sudden breath of wind passed by us like the 
voice of a spirit. There were strange meanings in the clouds 
— ottsa Eo like human forms and faces threatening us off, or 
beckoning ua on, with long black arms, back iuto the long- 
withdrawing wildemesa of heaven. We wished then, with 
quaking bosoms, that we had not been all alone in the desert 
— that there had been another heart, whose beatings might 
have kept time with oiir own, that we might have gathered 
courage in tlie silent and sullen gloom from the light in a 
brother's eye — the smile on a brother's conntenanoo. And 
often had we such a Fiiend in these our far-off wanderings 
over moors and mountains, by the edge of lochs, and through 
the umbrage of the old pine-wooda. A Friend from whom " we 
had received his lieart, and given him back our own," — such 
a friendship aa the most fortunate and the most happy — and at 
that time we were both — are sometimes permitted by Provi- 
dence, with al! the paasionate devotion of young and untamed 
imagination, to enjoy, during a bright dreamy world of which 
that iriendahip is as the Polar star. Emilius Godfrey! for 
ever holy bo the name I a boy when we were but a child — 
when we were but a youtli, a man. We felt stronger in the 
shadow of bis arm — happier, bolder, better in the light of his 
countenance. He was the protector — the guardian of our 
moral being. In our pastimes we boundfid with wilder glee — 
at our studies we sat with intenser earnestness, by his side. 
He it waa that taught us how to feel all those glorious sun- 
sets, and imbued our young spirit with the love and worship 
of nature. He it was that taught us to feel that our evening 
prayer was no idle ceremony to he hastily gone through — 
that WB might lay down our head on the pillow, then soon 
smoothed in sleep, but a command of God, which a response 
from nature summoned the humble heart to obey. He it was 
who for ever had at command wit for the sportive, wisdom 
for the serious hour. Fun and frolic flowed in the merrj; 
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muBic of his lips — tliey lightened from tbe gay glancing of 
Mb eyes ; and then, all at once, when the omb changed its 
measures, and the other gathered, as it were, a mist or a 
cloud, an answering sympalliy chained our own tongue, and 
darkened our own countenance, in intercommunion of spirit 
felt to be indeed divine ! It seemed as if we knew but the 
words of language — that he waa a scholar who saw into their 
very essence. The books we road together were, every page, 
and every sentence of every page, all covered over with 
light. Where his eye fell not as we read, all was dim or 
dark, unintelligible or with imperfect meanings. Whether 
we perused with him a volume writ by a nature like our own, 
or the volume of the earth and the sky, or the volume revealed 
from heaven, next day we always knew and felt that some- 
thing had been added to our being. Thus imperceptibly we 
grew up in otir intellectual stature, breathing a purer moral 
and religious air, with all our finer affections towards other 
human beings, all our kindred and our kind, touched with a 
dearer domestic tenderness, or with a sweet benevolence that 
Beemed to our ardent fancy to embrace the dwellers in the 
uttermost regions of the earth. No secret of pleasure or 
pain — of joy or grief — of fear or hope — had our heart to with- 
hold or conceal from Emilius Godfrey. He saw it as it beat 
within our bosom, with all its imperfections — may we venture 
to say, with all its virtues. A repented folly — a confessed 
fault — a sin for which we were truly contrite — a vice flung 
from us with loathing and with shame — in such moods as 
these, happier were wo to see his serious and bis solemn 
smile, than when in mirtb and merriment we sat by his aide 
in the social hour on a knoll in the open sunshine, and the 
whole school were in ecstasies to hear tales and stories from 
his genius, even like a flock of birds chirping in their joy all 
newly-alighted in a vemal land. In spite of that difference 
in onr years — or ob ! say rather because that very difference 
did touch the one heart with tenderness and the other with 
reverence, bow often did we two wander, like elder and 
younger brother, in the sunlight and moonlight sobtudesl 
Woods — into whose inmost recesses we should have quaked 
alone to penetrate, in his company were glad as gardens, 
through their most awful umbrage ; and there was beauty in 
the shadows of the old oaks. Cataracts — in whose lonesome 
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tbunder, as it pealed into tLose pitchy pools, we durst not by 
ourselves have faced the spray— in liis presence, dinn'd willi 
a merry music in the desert, and cheerful was the thin miBt 
they cast sparkling up into tiio air. Too severe for our un- 
companioned spirit, then easily overcome with awe, was the 
solitude of those remote inland lochs. But as we walked 
vrith hiia along the winding shores, how paBsing sweet the 
calni of both blue depths— how magnificent the wliite-crested 
waves tnmbling beneath the black thuuder*cloud I More 
beautiful, because our eyes gazed on it along with hia, at the 
beginning or the ending of some sudden storm, the Apparition 
of the Rainbow ! Grander in its wildoess, that seemed to 
sweep at once all the swinging and stooping woods to oar 
ear, because his too listened, the concerto by winds and 
waves played at midnight, when not one star was in the sky. 
With him we first followed the Falcon in her flight — he 
showed UB on tlie Echo-cliff the Eagle's eyrj. To the 
thicket he led us where lay couched the lovely-spottfid Doe, 
or showed us the mild-eyed creature browsing ou the glade 
with her two fawns at her side. But for him we should not 
then have seen the antlers of the red-deer, for the Forest vras 
indeed a most savage place, and haunted — such was tlie 
superstition at which they who scorned it trembled — haunted 
by the ghost of a huntsman whom a jealous rival had mur- 
dered as he stooped, after the chase, at a little mountain well 
that ever since oozed ont blood. What converse passed 
between us two in all those still shadowy solitudes ! Into 
what depths of human nature did he teach our wondering 
eyes to look down I Oh ! what was to become of ua, we 
sometimes thought in sadness that all at once made our 
spirits sink — like a lark falling suddenly to earth, struck by 
the fear of some unwonted shadow from above — what was 
to become of us when the mandate should arrive for him to 
leave the Manse for ever, and sail away in a ship to India 
never more to return 1 Ever as that dreaded day drew nearer, 
more irequent was the haze in our eyes; and in our blindness, 
we knew not that Buch tears ought to have been far more 
rueful still, for that he then lay under orders for a longer and 
more lamentable voyage — a voyage over a narrow strait to 
the Eternal shore. All — all at once he drooped ; on one fatal 
morning the dread decay began ; with no forewarning, thd 
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springB on whioli liia being had bo liglitly — so proudly — so 
grandly moved^gave way. Between one Sabbalh and an- 
otlier his bright eyes darkened — and while all the peopla 
were assembled at the sacrament, the sonl of Emilins Godfrey 
soared up to Heaven. It was indeed a dreadfal death, serene 
and sainted thongh it were ; and not a haU — not a house — 
not a hut — not a shieling within all the circle of those wide 
mountains, that did not on that night mourn as if it had lost 
a son. All the vast pariah attended hia funeral — Lowlanders 
and Highlanders in their own garb of grief. And have time 
and tempest now blackened the white marble of that monu- 
nieut — is that inscription now hard to be read — the name of 
Emilius Godfrey in green obliteration — nor haply one sur- 
viving who ever saw the light of the conntflnanco of him 
there interred ! Forgotten as if he had never been 1 for 
few were that glorious oiphan's kindred — and they lived in a 
foreign land— forgotten but by one heart, faithful through all 
""le chances and changes of this restless world t And therein 
isbrined among all its holiest remembrances, shall be the 

ige of Emilius Gkidftey, till it too, like his, shall be but 

it and ashes 1 

Oh 1 blame not boys for so soon forgetting one another — in 
absence or in death. Tet forgetting is not just the very 
word ; caU it rather a reconcilement to doom and deatiny — in 
thus obeying a benign law of nature that aoon streams sun- 
shine over the shadows of the grave. Not otherwise could 
all the ongoings of this world be continued. Tlio nascent 
spirit outgrows much in which it once found all delight ; and 
thoughts delightful still, tlioughta of the faces and the voices 
of tJie dead, perish not, lying sometimes in slumber — some- 
times in sleep. It belongs not to the blessed season and 
genius of youth, to hug to its heart useless and unavailing 
griefs. Images of the well-beloved, when they themselves 
are in the mould, come and go, no unfrequent visitants, 
through tlie meditative hush of solitude. But our main busi- 
ness — our prime joys and our prime sorrows — ought to be, 
must be, with the living. Duty demands it ; and Love, who 
would pine to death over the bones of the dead, aoon fastens 
upon other objects with eyes and voices to smile and whisper 
an answer to all bis vows. So was it with us. Ere the mid- 
summer sun had withered the flowers that spring had sprinkled 
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over our Godfrey's grave, youth vindicated its own right 
happiness ; and we felt that we did wrong to visit too o; 
that comer in the kirkyard. No fears had we of any 
oblivious tendencies ; in our dreams we saw him — most ofter 
all alive as ever — sometimes a phantom away from thi 
grave I If the moniing light was frequently hard to h 
endured, bursting suddenly upon us along with the feelin 
that he was dead, it more frequently cheered and gladden 
us with resignation, and sent us forth a fit playmate to th^ 
dawn that rang with all sounds of joy. Again we found our-^ 
selves angling down the river, or along the loch— once mo: 
following the flight of the Falcon along the woods— eying th( 
Eagle on the Echo-clifiF. Days passed by, without so muc 
as one thought of Emilius Godfrey — pursuing our pastim 
wuth all our passion, reading our books intently — just as if he 
had never been I But often and often, too, we thought we 
saw liis figure coming down the hill straight towards us — ^his 
very figure — we could not be deceived ; but the love-raised 
ghost disappeared on a sudden — the grief- woven spectre 
melted into the mist. The strength, that formerly had come 
from his counsels, now began to grow up of itself within our 
own unassisted being. The world of nature became more our 
own, moulded and modified by all our own feelings and 
fancies ; and with a bolder and more original eye we saw the 
smoke from the sprinkled cottages, and read the faces of the 
mountaineers on their way to their work, or coming and going 
to the house of Gi3d. 

Tlien this was to be our last year in the paiish — now dear 
to us as our birthplace ; nay, itself our very birthplace — ^for 
in it from the darkness of infancy had our soul been bom. 
Once gone and away from the region of cloud and mountain, 
we felt that most probably never more should we return. For 
others, who thought they knew us better than we did our- 
selves, had chalked out a future life for young Christopher 
North — a life that was sure to lead to honour, and riches, and 
a splendid name. Tlierefore we determined with a strong, 
resolute, insatiate spirit of passion, to make the most — ^the 
best — of the few months that remained to us, of that our wild, 
free, and romantic existence, as yet untrammelled by those 
inexorable laws, which, once launched into the world, all 
alike — ^young and old — ^must obey. Our books were flung 
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ide — nor did our old master aod minister frown — for Le 
Igmdged not to the boy he loved the remnant of the dream 
about to be tolled away like the dawn's rosy clouds. Wa 
demanded with our eye — not with our voice — one long holi- 
day, throughout that our last autumn, on to the pale farewell 
blossoms of the Christmas rose. With our rod we went 
earlier to the loch or river ; but we had not known thoroughly 
onr own soul — for now we angled less paaaionately — less per- 
severiogly than was our wont of yore — sitting in a pensive, 
a melancbolj, a miserable dream, by the dashing waterfall 
or the murmuring wave. With OTir gun we plunged earlier 
in the morning into the forest, and we returned later at eve — 
but less earnest — less eager were we to hear the cushat's 
moan from his yew-tree — to see the hawk's shadow on the 
glade, as he hung aloft on the sky. A thousand dead thoughts 
to life again in the gloom of the woods — and we some- 
times did wring our hands in an agony of grief, to know that 
eyes should not behold the birch-tree brightening there 

.th another spring. 

Then every visit we paid to cottage or to sliieling was felt 
to be a farewell ; there was something mournful in the smilea 
on the sweet faces of the ruddy nietics, with their silken 
snoods, to whom we used to whisper harmlesB love-raeanings, 
in which there was no evil guile ; we regarded the solecon 
toil-and-care-worn countenances of the old with a profounder 
emotion than had ever touched our hearts in the hour of our 
more thoughtless joy ; and the whole life of tliose dwellers 
among the woods, and the moors, and the mountains, seemed 
to 118 &r more affecting now that we saw deeper into it, in the 
light of a melancholy sprung from the conviction that the 
time was dose at hand when we should mingle with it no 
more. The thoughts that possessed our most secret bosom 
failed not by the least observant to be discovered in our open 
eyes. They who bad liked us before, now loved us ; our 
faults, our foUies, the insolences of our reckless boyhood, 
were all forgotten ; whatever had been our sins, pride towards 
the poor was never among the number ; we had shunned not 
etooping our bead beneath the humblest lintel ; our mite had 
been given to the widow who had lost her own ; quarrelsome 
wiUi the young wa might sometimes have been, for boyhood 
is BOOH heated, nod boils before a defying eye ; but in one 
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thing at least we were Spartans, we revered the head of 
old age. 

And many at last were the kind — some the sad farewells, 
ere long whispered by us at gloaming among the glens. Let 
them rest for ever silent amidst that music in the memory 
which is felt, not heard — its blessing mute though breathing, 
like an inarticulate prayer I But to Thee — palest Phantom 
— clothed in white raiment, not like unto a ghost risen with 
its grave-clothes to appal, but like a seraph descending from 
the skies to bless — ^unto Thee will we dare to speak, as through 
the mist of years back comes thy yet unfaded beauty, charm- 
ing us, while we cannot choose but weep, with the self-same 
vision that often glided before us long ago in the wilderness, 
and at the sound of our voice would pause for a little while, 
and then pass by, like a white bird from the sea, floating un- 
scared close by the shepherd's head, or alighting to trim its 
plumes on a knoll far up an inland glen ! Death seems not 
to have touched that face, pale though it be — lifelike is the 
waving of those gentle hands — and the soft, sweet, low music 
which now we hear, steals not sure from lips hushed by the 
burial mould I Kestored by the power of love, she stands 
before us as she stood of yore. Not one of all the hairs of 
her golden head was singed by the lightning that shivered 
the tree under which the child had run for shelter from the 
flashing sky. But in a moment the blue light in her dewy 
eyes was dimmed — and never again did she behold either 
flower or star. Yet all the images of all the things she had 
loved remained in her memory, clear and distinct as the 
things themselves before unextinguished eyes ; and ere three 
summers had flown over her head — ^which, like the blossom of 
some fair perennial flower, in heaven's gracious dew and sun- 
shine each season lifted its loveliness higher and higher in 
the light — she could trip her singing way through the wild 
wilderness, all by her joyful self, led, as all believed, nor erred 
they in so believing, by an angel's hand I When the prim- 
roses peeped through the reviving grass upon the vernal braes, 
they seemed to give themselves into her fingers : and 'twas 
thought they hung longer unfaded round her neck or forehead 
than if they had been left to drink the dew on their native 
bed. The linnets ceased not their lays, though her garment 
touched the broom-stalk on which they sang. The cushaty 
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KB bIic tlirid her way through tlie wood, continDed to croon 
iQ lier darksome tree — and the lark, although just dropped 
from the cloud, was cheered bj her presence into a new pas- 
eion of song, and mounted over her head, as if it were his 
first matin hymn. All the creatures of the earth and air 
manifestly loved the Wanderer of the Wildemeea — and as for 
human beings, she was named, in their pity, their wonder, 
and their delight, the Blind Beauty of the Moor! 

She was an only child, and her mother had died in giving 
her birth. And now her father, stricken by one of the many 
cruel diseases that shorten the lives of shepherds on the hiils, 
w(« bed-ridden — and he was poor. Of all words ever sylla- 
bled by human hps, the most blessed is — Charity, No manna 
now in the wildemesa is rained from heaven — for the mouths 
of the hungry need it not in this our Christian land. A few 
goats feeding among the rocks gave them milk, and ther* waa 
bread for them in each neighbour's house— neighbour though 
miles afar — as the sacred duty came round — and the unrepiii- 
iag poor sent the grateful child away with their prayers. 

One evening, returning to the hut with her usual song, she 
danced up to her father's face on his rushy bed, and it was 
cold in death. If she shrieked — if she fainted — there was 
but one Ear that heard, one Eye that saw her in her swoon. 
Not now floating light like a small moving cloud unwilling to 
leave the flowery braes, though it be to melt in heaven, but 
driven along like a shroud of flying mist before the tempest, 
she came upon us in themidat of that dreary moss ; and at the 
sound of our voice, fell down vrith clasped bands at our feet 
— " My father's dead ! " Had the hut put already on the 
strange, dim, desolate look of mortality ? For people came 
walking fast down the braea, and in a htlle while there was a 
group round us, and we bore her back again to her dwelling 
in our arms. As for ue, we had been on our way to bid the 
fair creature and her father farewell. How could she have 
lived — an utter orphan — in such a world ! The holy power 
that is in Innocence would for ever have remained with her ; 
hut Innocence longs to be away, when her sister Joy has de- 
parted ; and 'tis sorrowful to see the one on earth, when the 
other has gone to Heaven 1 This sorrow none of ua had long 
to see ; for though a flower, when withered at the root, and 
doomed ere eve to perish, may yet look to the careless eye the 
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same as when it bloBBomed io its pride — yet its leaves, stiltf 
green, are not ae once tbey were — its bloom, though, fair, is ■ 
faded — and at set of sun, th« dews Ehall find it in decay, and 
fall unfelt on its petals. Ere Sabbath came, the orphan child 
was dead, Metliinks we see now her UtlJe fiineml. Her 
birth bad been the humblest of the humble ; and though oil 
ill life had loved her, it was thought best that none should be 
asked to the funeral of her and her father, but two or three 
friends ; the old oSergyman himeeK walked at the head of the 
father's oofSn — we at the head of the daughter's — for this was 
granti>d unto our exceeding love ; — and thus passed away for 
ever the Blind Beauty of tlie Moor ! 

Yet sometimes to a more desperate passion than had ever 
before driven na over the wilds, did we deliver up ourselvea 
entire, and pursue our pastime like one doomed to be a wild 
huntsman under some spell of magic. Let ua, ere we go 
away from these high haunts and be no more seen — let ub 
away far up Uie Great Glen, beyond the Echo-cliff, and with 
onr rifle — 'twas once the rifle of Emilins Godfrey — let ns 
stalk the red-deer. Tn that chase or forest the antlers lay not 
thick, as now they lie on the AthoU Braes ; they were still a 
rare sight — and often and often had Godfrey and we gone up 
and down the Glen, without a. single glimpse of buck or doo ris- 
ing up from among the heather. But as the true angler will try 
every cast on the river, miles up and down, if he has reason 
to know that but one single fish has run up irom tie sea — so 
we, a true hunter, neither grudged nor wearied to stand for 
hours, still as the heron by the stream, hardly in hope, but 
satisfied with the possibility, that a deer might pass by us in 
the desert. Steadiest and strongest is self-fed passion spring- 
ing in spite of circumstance. When blows the warm showery 
south-west wind, the trouts turn up their yellow sides at every 
dropping of the fly on the curling water — and the angler ia 
soon sated with the perpetual play. But once — twice — thrice 
— during a long blustering day — the sullen plunge of a sal- 
mon is sufficient for that day's joy. Still, therefore, still as a 
cairn that stands for ever oa the hill, or rather as the shadow 
on a dial, that thongh it moves ia never seen to move, day 
after day were we on our station in the Great Glen. A loud, 
wild, wrathful, and savage cry from some huge animal made 
our heart leap to our mouth, and bathed our forehead in sweat. 
We looked up — and a red-deer — a stag of ten — the king of 
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■*he feiest — stood with all hie antlers, SDufBng the wind, but 
^et blind to our figure overshadowed by a rock. The rifl 
fcall pierced his heart — and leaping up far higher than o 
Jiead, he tumbled in terrific death, and lay stone-still before 
iCur starting eyes amid the rustling of the Btrong-hented 
''leather 1 There we stood surveying him for a long trinmph- 
ang hour. Ghastly were hia glazed eyes — aod ghastlier his 
long bloody tongue, bitten through at the very root in agony. 
The branches of his antlers pierced the sward like swords. 
JliB bulk seemed mightier in death even than when it v 
«rowned with that kiugly head, snuffing the north wind. 
r other two hours we were down at Moor-edge and up aga 
"with an eager Iraiii, to the head of the Great Glen, coming 
»nd going a distance of a dozen long miles. A hay-waggon 
forced its way through the bogs and over the braes — and on 
our return into the inhabited country, we were met by shoals 
of peasajits, men, women, and children, huzaaing over the 
Prey ; for not for many years — never since the foneral of the 
«ld lord — had the antlers of a red-deer been seen by them 
trailing along the heather. 

Fifty years and more — and oh! my weary soull half a 
century took a long time to die away in gloom and in 
glory, in pain and pleasure, in storms through which were 
afraid to fly even the spirit's most eagle-winged raptures, in 
calms that rocked all her feelings like azure-plumed halcyons 
to rest — though now to look back upon it, what seenas it aU 
but a transitory dream of toil and trouble, of which the smiles, 
the sighs, the tears, the groans, were all alike vain as the 
forgotten snnbeamB and the clotids I Fifty years and more 
are gone — and this is the Twelfth of August Eighteen hundred 
and twenty-eight; and aU the Highland mountains have since 
dawn been astir, and thundering to the impetuous Bportsmen's 
Joys! Our spirit bums within us, hut our limbs are palsied, 
and our feet must brush the heathor no more. Lol how 
beautifully these fast-travelling pointers do their work on that 
black mountain's breast I intersecting it into parallelograms, 
and squares, and circles, and now all a-stoop on a sudden, as 
if frozen to death I Higher up among the rocks, and clifis, 
and stones, we see a stripling, whose ambition it is to strike 
the sky with his forehead, and wet his hair in the misty cloud, 
pareaing the ptarmigan now in their variegated sureimeT-dress, 
Men even among the unmeKed anowa. The scene e.\\i.ttft — 
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and Iiigb up on the heath above the Linn of Dee, in the 
Forest of Braemar, the Thane — GU)d bless him — ^has stalked 
the red-deer to his lair, and now lays his unerring rifle at rest 
on the stump of the Witch's Oak. Never shaU Eld deaden 
our sympathies with the pastimes of our fellow-men any more 
than with their highest raptures, their profoundest griefs. 
Blessings on the head of every true sportsman on flood, or 
fleld, or fell ; nor shall we take it at all amiss should any one 
of them, in return for the pleasure he may have enjoyed from 
these our Fyttes, perused in smoky cabin during a rainy day, 
to the j>eat-reek flavour of the glorious Glenlivet, send us, by 
the Inverness coach, Aberdeen steam- packet, or any other 
rapid conveyance, a basket of game, red, black, or brown, or 
peradventure a haunch of the red-deer. 

Reader I be thou a male, bold as the Tercel Gentle — or a 
female, fair as the Falcon — a male, stem as an old Stag — or a 
female, soft as a young Doe — we entreat thee to think kindly 
of Us and of our Article — and to look in love or in friendship 
on Christopher in his Sporting Jacket, now come to the close 
of his Three Fyttes, into which he had fallen— out of one into 
another — and from which he has now been revived by the ap- 
plication of a little salt to his mouth, and then a caulker. 
Nor think that, rambling as we have been, somewhat after the 
style of thinking common in sleep, there has been no method 
in our madness, no lucidus ordo in our dream. All the pages 
are instinct with one spirit— -our thoughts and our feelings 
have all followed one another, according to the most approved 
principles of association — and a fine proportion has been 
unconsciously preserved. The article may be likened to some 
noble tree, which — although here and there a branch have 
somewhat overgrown its brother above or below it, an arm 
stretched itself out into farther gloom on this side than on 
that, so that there are irregularities in the umbrage— is still 
disfigured not by those sports and freaks of nature working 
on a great scale, and stands, magnificent object I equal to an 
old castle, on the cliff above the cataract. Woe and shame to 
the sacrilegious hand that would lop away one budding 
bough I Undisturbed let the tame and wild creatures of the 
region, in storm or sunshine, find shelter or shade under the 
calm circumference of its green old age. 
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Marqaret Burnside waa an orphan. Her parente, who had 
been the poorest people in the pariah, had died when she was 
a mere child ; aud as they had left no near relatives, there 
were few or none to care much about the desolate creature, 
who might be well said to have been left friendleaa in the 
world. True that the feeling of charity ia seldom wholly 
wanting in any heart ; but it ia generally but a cold feeling 
among hard-working folk, towards objects out of the narrow 
circle of their own family aSections, and Belfishneas has a 
ready and strong excuse in necessity. There seems, indeed, 
to be a sort of chance in the lot of the orphan offapring of 
paupers. On some the eye of Christian benevolence falls at 
the very first moment of their uttermost destitution — and 
their worst sorrows, instead of beginning, terrainats with the 
teara shed over their parents' graves. They are taken by the 
hands, as eoon as their bands have been stretched out for 
protection, and admitted as inmateB into households, whose 
doors, had their fathers and mothers been alive, they would 
never have darkened. The light of comfort falls upon them 
during the gloom of grief, and attends them all their days. 
Otliers, again, are overlooked at the first fall of afBiction, as 
if by some unaccountable fatality; the wretchedness with 
which all hare become familiar, no one very tenderly pities; 
and thus the orphan, reconciling herself to the extreme hard- 
ships of her condition, lives on uncheered by those synipathieB 
out of which grow both happiness and virtue, and yielding by 
degrees to the conatant pressure of her lot, becomes poor i» 
spirit as in estate, and either vegetates like an almost worth' 
less weed that is carelessly trodden on by every fool, or if by 
nature bom a Sower, in time loses her lustre, and all her day* 
leads the life not so much of a fservant as of a shtve. 
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Such, till she was twelve years old, had been the fate of 
Margaret Bnrnside. Of a slender form and weak constitution, 
she had never been able for much work ; and thus from one 
discontented and harsh master and mistress to another, she 
had been transferred from house to house — always the poorest 
— till she came to be looked on as an encumbrance rather 
than a help in any family, and thought hardly worth her 
bread. Sad and sickly she sat on the braes herding the kine. 
It was supposed that she was in a consumption — and as the 
shadow of death seemed to lie on the neglected creature's 
face, a feeling something like love was awakened towards her 
in the heart of pity, for which she showed her gratitude by 
still attending to all household tasks with an alacrity beyond 
her strength. Few doubted that she was dying — and it was 
plain that she thought so herself; for the Bible, which, in her 
friendlessness, she had always read more than other children, 
who were too happy to reflect often on the Word of that 
Being from whom their happiness flowed, was now, when 
leisure permitted, seldom or never out of her hands ; and in 
lonely places, where there was no human ear to hearken, did 
the dying girl often support her heart, when quaking in 
natural fears of the grave, by singing to herself hymns and 
psalms. But her hour was not yet come — though by the 
inscrutable decrees of Providence doomed to be hideous with 
almost inexpiable guilt. As for herself — she was innocent as 
the linnet that sang beside her in the broom, and innocent 
was she to be up to the last throbbings of her religious heart.. 
When the sunshine fell on the leaves of her Bible, the orphan 
seemed to see in the holy words, brightening through the 
radiance, assurances of forgiveness of all her sins — small sins 
indeed — ^yet to her humble and contrite heart exceeding great 
— and to be pardoned only by the intercession of Him who 
died for us on the tree. Often, when clouds were in the sky, 
and blackness covered the Book, hope died away from the 
discoloured page — and the lonely creature wept and sobbed 
over the doom denoimced on all who sin, and repent not — 
whether in deed or in thought. And thus religion became 
within her an awful thing — till, in her resignation, she feared 
to die. But look on that flower by the hill- side path, withered, 
as it seems, beyond the power of sun and air and dew and 
rain to restore it to life. Next day, you happen to return to 
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the place, ita leaves are of a dazzling greeo, its bloBBoms o 
dazzling crimaou. So was it with tbis Orphan. Nature, as 
if kindling towards her in sudden love, not only restored her 
iu a few weeks to life — but to perfect health ; and ei 
she, whom few had looked at, and for whom stiU fewer cared, 
waa acknowledged to ba the fairest girl in all the parish- 
while she continued to ait, as she had always done from very 
childhood, on the poor's form in the lobby of the kirk. Such 
& face, such a figui-e, and such a manner, in one so poorly 
attired and so meanly placed, attracted the eyea of the young 
Ladies in the Patron's Gallery. Margaret Bumgide was 
taken under their especial protection — sent for two years to a 
superior school, where she waa taught all things useful for 
persons in humble life — and while yet scarcely fifteen, r 
turning to her native parish, was appointed teacher of a 
small school of her own, to which were sent all the girls who 
ooold he spared from home, from those of parents poor as her 
own had been, up to those of the farmers and small proprietors, 
■who knew the blessings of a good education — and that with- 
out it, the minister may preach in vain. And thus Margaret 
BnroBide grew and blossomed like the lily of the field — and 
every eye blessed her — and she drew her breath in gratitut 
piety, and peace. 

Thns a few happy and nseful years passed by — and it w 
ibrgotten by all — but herself — that Margaret Bumside was an 
orphan. But to he without one near and dear blood-relative 
in all the world, must often, even to the happy heart of 
youthftil innocence, be more than a pensive — a painful 
thought; and therefore, though Margaret Bnmside 
always cheerful among her little scholars, yet iu the retire- 
ment of her own room {a pretty parlour, with a window look- 
ig into a flower-garden), and on her walks among the hraes, 
ir mien was somewhat melancholy, and her eyes wore that 
touching expression, which seems doubtfully to denote- 
neither joy nor sadness — ^but a habit of soul which, in its 
tranquillity, still partakes of the mournful, aa if memory 
dwelt often on past sorrows, and hope scarcely ventured to 
indulge in dreams of future repose. That profound orphan- 
feeling imbned her whole character; and sometimes when 
the young Ladies from the Castle smiled praises upon her, 
she retired in gratitude to her chamber — and wept. 
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Among the friends at whose houBes ehe visited were tHe 
family at Mooreide, tlie higheat liill-farni in the parish, and on 
which her father had been a hind. It consisted of the master, 
a man whose head was gre^, his son and daughter, and a 
grandchild, her scholar, whose parents were dead. Gilbert 
Adamsoti had long been a widower — indeed his wife had 
never been in the parish, but liad died abroad. He had been 
a soldier in his youth and prime of manhood ; and when he 
came to settle at Mooraide, he had been looked at with no 
very friendly eyes ; for evil nimoura of his character had pre- 
ceded liis arrival there — and in that peaceful pastoral parish, 
far removed from the world's strife, suspicions, without any 
good reason perhaps, had attached themselves to the morality 
and religion of a man, who had seen much foreign service, aiid 
had passed the best years of his life in the wars. It was long 
before these suspicions faded away, and with some they still 
existed in an invincible feeling of dislike, or even aversion. 
But the natural fierceness and ferocity which, as these peace- 
ful dwellers among the hills imagined, had at first, in spite of 
his efforts to control them, oft.en dangerously exhibited them- 
selves in fiery outbreaks, advancing age hafl gradually sub- 
dued ; Gilbert Adamson had grown a hard-working and in- 
dustrious man ; affected, if he followed it not in sincerity, even 
ao austerely religious life ; and as he possessed more than 
common sagacity and intelligence, he had acquired, at last, if 
not won, a certain ascendancy in the parish, even over many 
whose hearts never opened nor warmed towards him — so that 
he was now an elder of the kirk — and, as the most unwilling 
were obliged to acknowledge, a j'ast steward to the poor. His 
grey hairs were not honoured, but it would not be too much 
to say that they were respected. Many who had doubted 
him before came to think they had done him injustice, and 
Bought to wipe away their fault by regarding him with 
esteem, and showing themselves willing to interchange all 
neighbourly kindnesses and services with all the family at 
Moorside. His son, though somewhat wild and unsteady, and 
too much addicted to the fascinating pastimes of flood and 
field, often so ruinous to the sons of labour, and rarely long 
pursued against the law without vitiating the whole character, 
was a favourite with all the parish. Singularly handsome, 
and with manners abovQ his birth, Lndovio was welcome 
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wherever to went, botli witli young and old. No merry- making 
could deserve the name without him ; and at all meetings for 
the display of feats of strength and agility, far and wide 
I through more counties than one Le was the champion. Nor 
had he received a mean education. All that the pariah 
Bcboolmaster could teach he knew ; and having teen the 
darling companion of all the gentlemen's Bona in the Manae, 
the faculties of his mind bad kept pace with theirs, and from 
them he had caught uuconBoiously that demeanour so far 
superior to what could have been expected fi'om one in hia 
humble condition, but which, at the same time, seemed so 
congenial with his happy nature as to be reaiUlj acknowledged 
to be one of its original gifts. Of hia sister, Alice, it is 
BufEciect to say, that she waa the bosom-friend of Margaret 
Burosidc, and that all who saw tbeii' friendship felt that it was 
just. The small pareotlesa granddaughter was alao dear to 
Margaret — more than perhaps her heart knew, because that, 
like herself, she was an orphan. But the creature was also a 
i merry and a madcap child, and her freakish pranks, and play- 
I fill perveraen esses, as she toseed her head in untamable glee. 
' and went dancing and singing, like a bird ou the boughs of 
1 a tree, all day long, by some strange sympathy entirely won 
L the heart of her who, throughout all her own childhood, had 
, been faroiUar with grief, and a lonely sbcdder of tears. And 
[ thus did Margaret love her, it might be aaid, e^en with aveiy 
f mother's love. She generally passed her free Saturday after- 
' aoons at Moorside, and often slept there all night with little 
Ann in her bosom. At such times Ludovic was never from 
home, and many a Sabbath he walked with her to the kirk — 
all the family together — and once by themaelvea for miles 
along the moor — a forenoon of perfect sunshine, which re- 
turned upon him in his agony on his dying day. 

e said, no one thought that Ludovio and Margaret 
' were lovera — nor were they, though well worthy indeed of 
each other's love ; for the orphan's whole heart was filled and 
satisfied with a sense of duty, and all its affections were 
centred in her school, where all eyes blessed her, and where 
she had been placed for the good of all those gladsome 

I creatures, by them who had rescued her from the penury that 
kills tlie soul, and whose gracious bounty ahe remembered 
even in her sleep. In her prayers ahe beseeched God to bless 
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tliem rather than the wretch on her knees — their images, 
their namee, were ever before her eyea and on her ear;, and 
nest to that peace of mind which passeth all understanding, 
and comes from the footstool of God into the humble, lowly, 
and contrite heart, waa to that orphan, day and night, waking 
or sleeping, the hliss of her gratitude. And thus Ludovic to 
her was a brother, and no more ; a name sacred as that of 
sister, by which she always called hor Alice, and was so 
called in return. But to Ludovio, who had a soul of fire, 
Margaret was dearer far than ever sister was to the brother 
whom, at the sacrifice of her own life, she might have rescued 
from death. Go where he might, a phantom waa at his side 
— a pale fair face for ever fixed its melancholy eyes on his, 
aa if foreboding eomethin^g dismal even when they faintly 
smiled ; and once he awoke at midnight, when all tlie house 
were asleep, crying, with shrieks, " Giod of mercy! Margaret 
ia murderedl" Mysterious passion of Lovel that darkens its 
own dreams of delight witU unimaginable horrors ! Shall we 
call such dire bewilderment the superstition of troubled fan- 
tasy, or the inspiration of the prophetic soul ! 

From what seemingly insignificant sources — and by means 
of what humble instruments — may this life's best happiness be 
diffused over the households of industrious men I Here was 
the orphan daughter of forgotten paupers, both dead ere she 
could speak ; herself, during all her melancholy childhood, a 
pauper even more enslaved than ever they had been — one of 
the most neglected and unvalued of all God's creatures — 
who, had she then died, would have been buried in some 
nettled nook of the Irirkyard, nor her grave been watered 
almost by one single tear — suddenly brought out from the 
cold and cruel shade in wluch she had been withering away, 
by the interposition of human but angelic hands, into the 
heaven's most gracious sTmshine, where all at once her beauty 
blossomed like the rose. She, who for so many years had been 
even begrudgingly fed on the poorest and scantiest fare, by 
Penury ungrateful for all her weak but zealous efforts to please 
by doing her best, in sickness and sorrow, at all her tasks, in 
or out of doors, and in all weathers, however rough and severe 
— was now raised to the rank of a moral, intellectual, and 
religious being, and presided over, tended, and instructed 
many little ones, far far happier in their childhood than it had 
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in her lot to be, and all growing up beneath her now an- 
allied eyes, in innocence, love, and joy inspired into their 
_^^arta by her, their young and happy benefactress. Not a 
r^timan dwelling in all the parish, that had not reason to be 
J*«iaiitfLil to Margaret Bumside. She taught them to be plea- 
f *^iit in their manners, neat in their persona, rational in their 
^a-inds, pure in their hearts, and industrioue in all their habits, 
-^Tidenees, coarseneBB, sullennesB, all angry fits, and all idle 
^iepositions — the besetting vices and sins of the children of 
*-<le poor, whose home -education is often so miserably, and 
almost necessarily neglected — did this sweet Teacher, by the 
divine influence of meekness never ruffled, and tenderness 
liover troubled, in a few months subdue and overcome — till 

»ller Bchool-room, every day in the week, was, in its cheerfal- 
XteBS, sacred as a Sabbath, and murmured from mora till eve 
With the hum of perpetual happiness. The effects were soon 
felt in every house. All floors were tidier, and order and 
regnlarify enlivened every hearth. It was the pride of her 
Bcholara to get their own little gardens behind their parents' 
huts to bloom like that of the Brae — and, in imitation of that 
flowery porch, to train up the pretty creepers on the wall. In 
I ttie tirfeyard, a smiUog group every Sabbath forenoon waited 
f for her at the gate — and walked, with her at their head, into 
j the House oi God — a beautifol procesaion to all their parents' 
eyes — one by one dropping away into their own seats, as the 
band moved along the httle lobby, and the minister, sitting in 
L the pulpit all the while, looked solemnly down upon the fair 
[ flock — the shepherd of their bouIb I 

s Sabbath, but Margaret Burnside was not in the kirk. 
I The congregation had risen to join in prayer, when the great 
I door was thrown open, aud a womar, apparelled as for the 
I hoase of worship, but wild and ghastly in her face and eyes 
Its a maniac hunted by evil spirits, burst in upon the service, 
and, with uplifted hands, beseeohed the man of God to forgive 
her irreverent entrance, for that the foulest aud most unnatu- 
ral murder had been done, and that her own eyes had seen 
the corpse of Margaret Bumside lying on the moor in a pool 
of blood I The congregation gave one groan, and then an 
outcry as if the roof of the kirk had been toppling over their 
heads. All cheeks waxed white, women fainted, and the 
firmest heart quaked with terror and pity, as once and 
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the aEfriglited witness, in the same words, described the horrid - 
spectacle, and then rushed out into the open air, followed by 
linudreds, who for some minutea had been palsy-stricken ; 
and now the kirkyard was all in a tumult round the body of 
her who lay in a swoon. In the midst of that dreadful fer- 
ment, there were voices crying aloud that the poor woman 
was mad, and that such horror oould not be beneath the sun ; 
for such a perpetration on the Sabbath-day, and 6rst heard of 
just as the prayers of His people were about to ascend to the 
Father of all mercies, shocked hehef, and doubt struggled 
with despair as in the helpless shudderings of some dream of 
blood. The crowd were at last prevailed on by their pastor 
to disperse, aud sit down on the tombstones, and water being 
sprinkled over the face of her who atill lay in that mortal 
swoon, and the air suEFered U> circulate freely round her, she 
again opened her glassy eyes, and raising herself on her 
elbow, stared on the multitude, all gathered there so wan and 
silent, and shrieked out, " The Day of Judgment 1 — the Day 
of Judgment I " 

The aged minister raised her on her feet, and led her to a 
grave, on which she sat down, and hid her face on hia knees. 
" that I should have lived to see the day — but dreadful are 
the decrees of the Most High — and she whota we all loved 
has been cruelly murdered ! Carry me with yon, people, and 
I will show you where lies her corpse." 

"Where — where is Ludovic Adamaon?" cried a hoarse 
voice which none there had ever beard before ; and all eyes 
were turned in one direction ; but none knew who had spoken, 
and all again was hush. Then all at once a hundred voices 
repeated the same words, " Where — where is Ludovic Adam- 
son ? " and there was no reply. Then, indeed, was the kirk- 
yard in an angry and a wrathful ferment, and men looked far 
info each other's eyes for confirmation of their suspicions. 
And there waa whispering about things, that, though in them- 
selves light aa air, seemed now charged with hideous import; 
and then arose sacred appeals to Heaven's eternal justice, 
horridly mingled with oatha and curaea ; and all the crowd, 
springing to their feet, pronounced, " that no other but he 
oould he the murderer." 

It was remembered now, that for months past Margaret 
Burnsida had oft«n looked melanoholy — that her visits bad 
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teen lesa frequent fo Moorsi<Ie ; and one person in the crowd 
said, that a few weeks ago she had come upon them suddenly 
" » a retired place, when Margaret was weeping bitterly, and 
ludovio tossing hia arms, seemingly in wrath and distraction. 
.All agreed that of late he had led a disturhed and reckless 
life — and that something dark and. suspicions had hung about 
~ ' wherever he went, as if he were haunted by an evi! con- 
Bcience. But did not strange men sometimes pass through 
4he Moor — squalid mendicants, robber-like, from the far-off 
«ity — one by one, yet seemingly belonging to the same gang 
i^with bludgeons in their hands — half-naked, and often 
'drunken in their hunger, as at the doora of lonesome houses 
-they demanded alms; or more like footpads than beggars, 
"with stem gestures, rising up from the ditches on the way- 
■ide, stopped the frightened women and children going upon 
«rrandB, and thanklessly received pence from the poor ? One 
■of them must have been the murderer I But then, again, the 
■whole tide of suspicion would set in upon Ludovic — her 
3over ; for the darker and more dreadful the guilt, the more 
TTelcome is it to the fears of the imagination when its waking 
4ream8 are floating in blood. 

A tall figure came forward from the porch, and all was 
BHence when the congregation b&held the Father of the sus- 
pected criminal. He stood still as a tree in a calm day — 
■tmnk, limbs, moved not — and hie grey liead was uncovered. 
He then stretched out hia arm, not in an imploring, but in a 
commanding attitude, and essayed to speak ; but hia white 
lips quivered, and his tongue refused its office. At last, 
Blmost fiercely, he uttered, " Who dares denounce my son ? " 
■and like the growling thunder the crowd cried, " All— all — he 
js the murderer 1 " Some said that the old man smiled ; but 
it could have been but a convulsion of the features — outraged 
Oature's wrung-out and writhing expression of disdain, to 
■how how a father's love brooks the ci-uelty of foohsh false- 
liood and injustice. 

Men, women, and children — all whom grief and horror had 
■Tiot made helpless — moved away towards the Moor — the 
■Voman who had seen the sight leading the way ; for now her 
■whole strength had returned to her, and she was drawn and 
driven by an irresistible passion to look again at what had 
lost destroyed her judgment Now they were miles fifom 
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the kirk, and over some brushwood, at the edge of a morasa 
some distance from the coiuinon footpath, crows were seen 
diving and careering in the air, and a raven, flapping Buddenly 
out of the covert, Bailed away with a savage croak along a 
range of cliffs. The whole multitude Btood stocfe-still at that 
carrion- sound. The guide said shndderingly, in a low hurried 
voice, "See, see — that is her mantle" — and there indeed 
Margaret laj, all in a heap, cnaimed, mangled, murdered, with 
a hundred gashes. The corpse seemed as if it had been baked 
in froBt, and was imbedded in coagulated blood. Shreds and 
patches of her dress, torn away from her bosom, beBtrewed 
the bushes — for many yards round about, there had been the 
trampling of feet, and a long lock of hair that bad been torn 
from her temples, with the dews yet unmelted on it, was lying 
upon a plant of broom, a little way from the corpse. The 
first to lift the body ironi the honid bed was Gilbert Adamson. 
He had been long familiar -with death in all its ghastUneas, 
and all had now looked to him — forgetting for the moment 
that he was the father of the murderer — to perform the task 
from wldch they recoiled in horror. Resting on one knee, he 
placed the corpse on the other — and who could have believed, 
that even the moat violent and cruel death could have wrought 
such a change on a face once so beautiful 1 All was distor- 
tion — and terrible it was to see the dim glazed eyes, fixedly 
open, and the orbs insensible to the strong sun that smote her 
face white as snow among the streaks as if left by bloody 
fingers 1 Her throat was all discoloured — and a silk handker- 
chief twisted into a cord, that had manifestly been used in 
the murder, was of a redder hue tlian when it had veiled her 
breast. No one knows what horror his eyes are able to look 
on, till they are tried, A circle of stupefied gazers was drawn 
by a horrid fascination closer and closer round the corpse — 
and women stood tliere holding children by the hands, and 
fainted not, but observed the sight, and shuddered without 
shrieking, and stood there all dumb as ghosts. But the body 
was now borne along by many hands — at first none knew in 
what direction, till many voices muttered, " To Moorside — to 
Moorside "-—and in an hour it was laid on the bed in which 
Margaret Bumside had eo often slept with her beloved little 
Ann in her bosom. 

The hand of some one had thrown a cloth over the corpse. 



TALE OF EXPIATIOS. 85 

The room was filled with people — but alt their power and 
capacity of horror had been esbauHted — and the silence was 
now almost like that which attends a natural death, when all 
the neighbourB are assembled for the funeral. Alice, with 
little Ann beside her, kneeled at the bed, nor feared to lay 
lier head close to the covered corpse — sobbing out syllables 
Ihat showed bow passionately she prayed — and that she and 
lier little niece — and, oh I for that unhappy father — were 
delivering themselves up into the Lands of God, That father 
luielt not — neither did be sit down — nfir move — nor groan — 
but stood at the foot of the bed, with arras folded almost 
sternly — and with his eyes fixed on the sheet, in which there 
seemed to be neither rulh nor dread — but only an austere 
composure, which, were it indeed but resignation to that dis- 
mal decree of Providence, had been most sublime — but who 
■i into the heart of a man either righteous or wicked, 
' and know what may be passing- there, breathed from the 
s of heaven or of hell I 
Soon as the body had been found, shepherds and herdsmen, 
' let of foot as the deer, had set off to scour the country far 
Eand wide, hQI and glen, mountain and morass, moor and 
■■wood, for the murderer. If he be on the face of the earth, 
Ijaod Dot self-plunged in despairing suicide into some quagmire, 
" e will he found — for all the population of many districts are 
F now afoot, and precipices are clomb till now brushed but by 
"' 6 falcons. A figure, like that of a man, is seen by some of 
the hunters from a hill-top, lying among the stones by the 
side of a solitary loch. They separate, and descend npon 
him, and then, gathering in, they behold the man whom they 
Ljeek — Ludovic Adamsou, the murderer. 

His face is pale and haggard, yet flushed as if by a fever 
centred in his heart. That is no dress for the Sabbath-day — 
jiled and savage-looting, and giving to tlie eyes that search 
a assurance of guilt. He starts to his feet, as they think, 
Klike some wild beast surprised in his lair, and gathering itself 
■ 8p to fight or fly. Eat — strange enormity — a Bible is in bis 
I hand I And the shepherd who first seized him, taking the 
I book out of bis grasp, looks into the page, and reads, 
j "Wboao sbeddeth man's blood, "by man shall lua blood be 
Lfihed." On a leaf is written, in her own well-known hand, 
•* The gift of Margaret Burnside !" Not a word is said hy 
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his captors — they offer no needless violence — ^no indignities 
— ^but answer all inquiries of surprise and astonishment (0 1 
can one so young be so hardened in wickedness I) by a stem 
silence and upbraiding eyes, that like daggers must stab his 
heart. At last he walks doggedly and sullenly along, and re- 
fuses to speak ; yet his tread is firm — there is no want of 
composure in his face, now that the first passion of fear or 
anger has left it ; and now that they have the murderer in 
their clutch, some begin almost to pity him, and others to be- 
lieve, or at least to hope, that he may be innocent. As yet 
they have said not a word of the crime of which they accuse 
him ; but let him try to master the expression of his voice 
and his eyes as he may, guilt is in those stealthy glances — 
guilt is in those reckless tones. And why does he seek to 
hide his right hand in his bosom ? And whatever he may 
affect to say — ^they ask him not — most certainly that stain on 
his shirt-collar is blood. But now they are at Moorside. 

There is still a great crowd all round about the house — ^in 
the garden — and at the door — and a troubled cry announces 
that the criminal has been taken, and is close at hand. His 
father meets him at the gate ; and, kneeling down, holds up 
his clasped hands, and says, " My son, if thou art guilty, con- 
fess, and die." The criminal angrily waves his father aside, 
and walks towards the door. " Fools I fools I what mean ye 
by this ? What crime has been committed ? And how dare 
ye to think me the criminal ? Am I like a murderer ? " — 
" We never spoke to him of the murder — ^we never spoke to 
him of the murder I " cried one of the men who now held him 
by the arm ; and all assembled then exclaimed, " Guilty, 
guilty — that one word will hang him I 0, pity, pity, for his 
father and poor sister — ^this will break their hearts I ' ' Appalled, 
yet firm of foot, the prisoner forced his way into the house ; 
and turning, in his confusion, into the chamber on the left, 
there he beheld the corpse of the murdered on the bed — ^for 
the sheet had been removed — as yet not laid out, and dis- 
figured and deformed just as she had been found on the moor, 
in the same misshapen heap of death I One long insane 
glare — one shriek, as if all his heartstrings at once had burst 
— and then down fell the strong man on the floor like lead. 
One trial was past which no human hardihood could endure — 
another, and yet another, awaits him ; but them he will bear 



TALE OF ESPlATIOy. 

^^B the guilty brave havo often borne them, aad the moat | 
»^3earching eye shall not see him quail at the bar or on the 
scaffold. I 

They lifted the stricken wretch from the floor, placed bim 
:3tn a chair, and held him upright, till he should revive from 
^*he fit. And he bood did revive ; for health flowed in all hia 
~^eins, and he had the Btrengtb of a gifmt. But when hie 
■senses returned, there was none to pity him ; for the shock 
Had given an expression of guilty horror to all bis looks, and, | 
3ike a man walking in hia sleep under tbe temptation of some 
^eadful dream, he moved witji fixed eyes towards the bed, 
and lookiag at tbe corpse, gabbled in hideous laughter, and 
then wept and tore hia bair like a distracted woman or a 
child. Then he stooped down as be would kiss the face, but 
staggered back, and, covering Ids eyes with his hands, i 
uttered such a groan as is sometimes beard rending tbe sin- 
Ber's breast when the avenging Furies are upon him in hii 
dreams. AH who heard it felt that he was gnilty ; and there 
was a fierce ciy through tbe room of, " JIake Km touch the 
body, and if be be tbe murderer, it will bleed I" — " Fear not, 
Ludovic, to touch it, my boy," said his father ; " bleed afresh 
it will not, for thou art innocent ; and savage though now 
they be who once were proud to be thy fiiends, even tbey j 
will believe thee guiltless when the corpse refuses to bear 
witness against tliee, and not a, drop leaves its quiet heart !" 
But his SOD spake not a word, nor did he seem to know that 
Ms father had spoken ; but he suffered himself to be led pas- 
sively towards tlie bed. One of the bystanders took his hand 
aad placed it on the naked breast, when out of the corners of 
the teeth- clenched mouth, and out of the swollen nostrils, two 
or three blood-drops visibly oozed ; and a sort of shrieking 
ghont declared the sacred faith of all the crowd in the dread- 
fol ordeal. " What body is this ? 'tis all over blood 1" said 
the prisoner, looking with an idiot vacancy on the faces that 
surrounded bim. But now the sheriff of the county entered ^^ 
the room, along with some ofGcers of justice, and he was ^^H 
spared any further shocks from tliat old saving superstition. ^^H 
His wrists soon after were manacled. These were all the ^^M 
words he had uttered since he recovered from the fit ; and he ^^M 
seemed now in a state of stupor. ^^H 

Ludovic Adamson, after examination of witnesses who ^^H 
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crowded againfit him from many unexpected quarters, was 
committed that very Sabbath night to prison on a charge of 
murder. On the Tuesday following, the remains of Margaret 
Bumside were interred. All the parish were at the funeral. 
In Scotland it is not customary for females to join in the last 
simple ceremonies of death. But in this case they did ; and 
all her scholars, in the same white dresses in which they 
used to walk with her at their head into the kirk on Sabbaths, 
followed the bier. Alice and little Ann were there, nearest 
the coffin, and the father of him who had wrought all this woe 
was one of its supporters. The head of the murdered giii 
rested, it might be said, on his shoulder — ^but none can know 
the strength which Gk)d gives to his servants — and all present 
felt for him, as he walked steadily under that dismal burden, 
a pity, and even an affection, which they had been unable to 
yield to him ere he had been so sorely tried. The Ladies 
from the Castle were among the other mourners, and stood by 
the open grave. A sunnier day had never shone from heaven, 
and that very grave itself partook of the brightness, as the 
coffin — with the gilt letters, " Margaret Bumside, Aged 18 " 
— was let down, and in the darkness below disappeared. No 
flowers were sprinkled there, nor afterwards planted on the 
turf — vain offerings of unavailing sorrow I But in that nook 
— ^beside the bodies of her poor parents — she was left for the 
grass to grow over her, as over the other humble dead ; and 
noUiing but the very simplest headstone was placed there, 
with a sentence from Scripture below the name. There was 
loss weeping, less sobbing, than at many other ftinerals ; for 
as sure as Mercy ruled the skies, all believed that she was 
there — all know it, just as if the gates of heaven had opened 
and showed her a white-robed spirit at the right hand of the 
llirone. And why should any rueful lamentation have been 
wail(3(l over the senseless dust ? But on the way home over 
tho hills, and in the hush of evening beside their hearths, 
and in tho stillness of night on their beds — all — ^young and 
old— all did nothing but weep. 

For wooks— such was the pity, grief, and awe inspired by 
iliiM portontoiiH crime and lamentable calamity, that all the 
doinoMtio ongoings in all the houses far and wide, were 
inhlaiKslioly and mournful, as if the country had been fearing 
n, visitation of tlio plague. Sin, it was felt, had brought not 
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ooly sorrow on the parish, but shame that ages woald not 
wipe away ; and strangere, as thoy travelled through the 
moor, would point the place where the fouleet murder had 
been committed in all the annak of crime. As for the family 
al MoorBide, the daughter had their houndleeB compassion, 
though no eye had seen her since the funeral ; but people, in 
speaking of the father, would still shake their heads, and put 
their fingers to theii' lips, and say to one another in whispers, 
that Gilbert Adamson had once been a bold, bad man — that 
his religion, in spite of all his repulsive austerity, wore not 
the aspect of truth — and that, had he held a stricter and a 
stronger hand on the errors of his misguided son, this foul 
deed had not been perpetrated, nor that wretched sinner's 
soul given to perdition. Yet others had gentler and humaner 
thoughts. They remembered liiia walking along God-sup- 
ported beneath the bier — and at the mouth of the grave — and 
feared to look on that head — formerly grizzled, but now quite 
grey — when on the very first Sabbath after the murder he 
look his place in the elders' seat, and was able to stand up, 
along with the rest of the congregation, when the minister 
prayed for peace to his soul, and hoped for the deliverance 
out of jeopardy of him now lyiag in bonds. A low Amen 
went all round the kirk at these words ; for the most hopeless 
oalled to mind that maxim of law, equity, and justice — that 
every man nnder accusation of crime should be held innocent 
till he ia proved to ho guilty. Nay, a human tribrmal might 
condemn him, and yet might he stand acquitted before the 
tribunal of God. 

There were various accounts of the behaviour of the prisoner. 
Some said that he was desperately hardened — others, sunk in 
enllen apathy and indifference — and one or two persons be- 
longing to the parish who had seen him declared that he 
BMiued to care not for himself, but to be plunged in pro- 
found melancholy for the fate of Margaret Bumside, whose 
name he involuntarily mentioned, and then bowed his head 
on his knees and wept. His gTiilt he neither admitted at 
that interview, nor denied ; hut he confessed that some cir- 
cnniBtances bore hard against him, and that he was prepared 
for the event of his trial — condemnation and death. " But if 
yon are not guilty, Lndovic, wkf> can be the murderer .' Not 
tbe slightest shade of suspicion has fallen on any other 
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person — and did not, alas! the body bleed when" The 

unliappy wretch sprang up from the bed, it was said, at 
these words, and hurried like n madraan back and forward 
along the stone Boor of bis cell. " Yea — yea ! " at laat he 
cried, " the mouth and nostrils of my Margaret did indeed 
bleed when they pressed down my hand on her cold bosom. 
It is God's truth!" "God's truth?" — " Yes— God's truth. 
I saw first one drop, and then another, trickle towards me — 
and I prayed to our Savioar to wipe them o£f before other 
eyes might behold the dreadful witnesses against me ; but at 
that hour Heaven was mosi unmerciful — for those two small 
drops — as all of you saw — Boon became a very stream — and 
all her face, neck, and breast — you saw it as well as I miser- 
able — were at last drenched in btood. Then I may have 
confessed that I waa guilty — did 1, or did I not, confess it? 
Tell me — for I remember nothing distinctly ; — but if I did — 
the judgment of offended Heaven, then punishing me for my 
Bins, had made me worse than inad — and so had all your 
abhorrent eyes ; and men, if I did confess, it was the cruelty 
of God that drove me to it — and your cruelty — which was 
great ; for no pity had any one for me that day, though Mar- 
garet Bumside lay before me a murdered corpse — and a 
hoarse whisper came to my ear urging me to confess — I well 
believe from no human lips, but from the Father of Lies, who, 
at that hour, was suffered to leave the pit to ensnare my soul." 
Such was said to have been the main sense of what he uttered 
in the presence of two or three who had formerly been among 
his most intimate friends, and who knew not, on leaving his 
oell and coming into the open air, whether to think him inno- 
cent or guilty. As long as they thought they saw his eyes 
regarding them, and that they heard his voice speaking, they 
believed him innocent ; but when the expression of the tone 
of liis voice, and of the look of his eyes — which they had felt 
belonged to innocence — died away from their memory — then 
arose against him the strong, strange, circumstantial evidence, 
winch, wisely or unwisely, lawyers and judges have said 
cannot lie — and then, in their hearts, one and all of them pro- 
nounced him guilty. 

But had not his father often visited the prisoner's cell? 
Once — and ouce only; for in obedience to his son's passionate 
nro-ver, beseeohing him — if there were any mercy left either 
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on earth or in Leaven — never more to enter that dungeon, tho 
inieerable paient had not again entered the prison ; but he 
had been seen one morning at dawn, by one who knew bis 
person, walking round and round tlie walla, staring np at the 
black building in disti-action, especially at one small grated 
window in the north tower — and it ia most probable that he 
bad been pacing bis rounds there during all the night. No- 
body conld oonjecture, however dimly, what was the meaning 
of Mb baniehment from bis son's cell. Gilbert Adameon, so 
stem to others, even to Ida own o^nly daugliter, had been always 
buttoo indulgent to bis Lndovic — and had that lost wretch's 
guilt, ao exceeding great, changed bis heart into stone, and 
made the sight of his old father's grey haire hateful to his eyes? 
But then the jailor, who bad heard him imploring — beseech- 
ing — commanding his father to remain, tOl after the trial, at 
Mooraide, said, that all the while the prisoner sobbed and wept 
like a child ; and that when he unlocked the door of the cell, to 
let the old man out, it was a hard thing to tear away the anas 
and hands of Lndovio from hie knees, while the father sat 
like a stone image on the bed, and kept his tearless eyes fixed 
sternly upon the wall, as if not a soul had been present, and 
he himself bad been a criminal condemned next day to die. 

The father had obeyed, religiously, that miserable injunc- 
tion, and from religion it seemed he had found comfort. For 
Sabbath after Sabbath he was at the kirk — he stood, as be 
had been wont to do for years, at the poor's plat«, and re- 
turned gi-ave salutations to those who dropt their mite into 
the small sacred treasury — hia eyes calmly, and even criti- 
cally, regarded the pastor during prayer and sermon^ — and his 
deep bass voice was beard, as usual, through all the house of 
God, in the Psalms. On week-days he was seen by pasBers- 
by to drive his flocks afield, and to overlook his sheep on the 
HU-paaturoa, or in the pen-fold ; and as it waa still spring, 
and seed-time had been late iliis season, he was observed 
holding the plough, as of yore ; nor had his skill deserted 
him — for the furrows were as straight as if drawn by a rule 
on paper — and soon bright and beautiful waa the braird on 
all the low lands of hia farm. The Comforter was with him, 
and, sorely as he had been tried, hia heart was not yet 
wholly broken ; and it was believed that, for years, he might 
outlive the blow that at £rst had seemed more than a mortal 
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man might bear and be I Yet that hi« woe, thongh hidden, 
was dismal, all ere long knew, from certain tokens that in- 
trenched hig face — cheekg shmnk and fallen ; brow not so 
much farrowed as scarred ; eyes qnenched ; hair thinner and 
thinner far, as if he himself had torn it away in handfnls dur- 
ing the solitnde of midnight — and now absolntely as whito as 
gnow ; and over the whole man an indescribable ancientness 
faT beyond his years — though they were many, and most of 
them had been passed in torrid climes — all showed how griof 
has its agonies as destmctire as those of gnilt, and those tlio 
most wasting when they work in the heart and in the brain, 
unrelieved by the shedding of one single tear — when the very 
sonl tarns dry as dnst, and life is imprisoned, rather than 
mingled, in the deca3ring — the mouldering bo<ly I 

The Day of Trial came, and all labonr was snspended in 
tibe parish, as if it had been a monming fast. Hnndreds of 
people from this remote district ponred into the circtiJt-U)wn, 
and besieged the court-house. Horsemen were in readiness, 
soon as the verdict should be returned, to carry the intelli- 
gence—of life or death— to all those glens. A few words 
will suffice to tell the trial, the nature of the evidence, and its 
issue. The prisoner, who stoo<1 at the bar in black, ajypeared 
— ^though miserably changed from a man of great muscular 
power and activity, a magnificent man, into a tall thin sha- 
dow — ^perfectly unappalled; but in a face so white, and 
wasted, and woe-begone, the most profound physiognomist 
could read not one faintest symptom either of hope or fear, 
trembling or trust, guilt or innocence. He hardly seemed to 
belong to this world, and stoo<l fearfully and ghastlily con- 
spicuous between the officers of justice, above all the crowd 
that devoured him with their eyes, all leaning towards the 
bar to catch the first sound of his voice, when to the indict- 
ment he should plead " Not Guilty/' These words he did 
utter, in a holiow voice altogether passionless, and then was 
suffered to sit down, which he did in a manner destitute of 
all emotion. During all the many long hours of his trial, ho 
never moved head, limbs, or body, except once, when ho 
drank some water, which he had not asked for, but which 
was given to him by a friend. The evidence was entirely 
circumstantial, and consisted of a few damning facts, and of 
many of the very slightest sort, which^ taken singly, seemed 
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man might bear and be ! Tet that has woe, though hidden, 
was diBmal, all ere long knew, from certain tokens that in- 
trenched his face — cheeks shrunk and fallen ; brow not so 
mnch furrowed as Bcarrod ; eyes quenched ; hair thinner and 
thinner far, as if he himself had torn it away in handfuls dur- 
ing the solitude of midnight — and now absolutely as white as 
snow ; and over the whole man an indeseribable ancientneea 
far beyond his years — though they were many, and most of 
thora had been passed in torrid climes — all showed how grief 
baa its agonies as destructive as those of guilt, and those the 
most wasting when they work in the heart and in the brain, 
unrelieved by the shedding of one single tear — when the very 
aoul turns dry as dnst, and life is imprisoned, rather than 
mingled, in the decaying — the mouldering body I 

The Day of Trial carae, and all labour was suspended in 
the parish, as if it had been a mourning fast. Hundreds of 
people from this remote district poured into the circuit-town, 
and besieged the court-house. Horsemen were in readiness, 
soon as the verdict should b© returned, to carry the intelli- 
gence — of life or death — to all those glens. A few words 
will sufSce to tell the trial, the nature of the evidence, and its 
issue. The prisoner, who stood at the bar in black, appeared 
— though miserably ohangecl irom a man of great muscular 
power and activity, a magniScent man, into a tall thin sha- 
dow — perfectly unappalled ; but in a face so white, and 
wasted, and woe-begone, the most profound physiognomist 
could read not one faintest symptom either of hope or fear, 
trembling or tnist, guilt or innocence. He hardly seemed to 
belong to this world, and stood fearfully and ghastlily con- 
spicuous between the ofBcers of justice, above all the crowd 
that devoured him with their eyes, all leaning towards the 
bar to catch the first sound of his voice, when to the indict- 
ment he should plead " Not Guilty." These words he did 
utter, in a hoIJow voice altogether passionless, and then was 
suffered to sit down, which he did in a manner destitute of 
all emotion. During all the many long hours of his trial, ho 
never moved head, limbs, or body, except once, when he 
drank some water, which he had not asked for, but which 
was given to him by a friend. The evidence was entirely 
circumstantial, and consisted of a few damning facts, and of 
many of the very slightest sort, which, taken singly, seeaied 
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to mean nothing, but ivliich, when considered all together, 
aeemed to mean soraetliing againat him — how much or how 
little, there were among the agitated audience many differing 
opinions. But slight ae they were, either singly or together, 
they told fearfully againat the prisoner, when connected with, 
the fatal few which no ingenuity could ever explain away ; 
and though ingenuity did all it could do, when wielded by 
eloquence of the highest order — and as the prisoner's counsel 
sat down, there went a rustle and a buzz through the court, 
and a communication of looks and whispers, that seemed to 
denote that there were hopes of his acquittal — yet, if such 
hopes there were, they were deadened by the recollection of 
the calm, clear, logical address- to the jury by the counsel for 
the crown, and destroyed by the judge's charge, which 
amounted almost to a demonstration of gnilt, and concluded 
with a confession due to his oath and conscience, that he saw 
not bow the jury could do their duty to their Creator and 
their fellow-creatures, but by returning one verdict. They 
retired to consider it ; and, during a deathlike silence, all 
eyes were bent on a deathlike Image. 

It had appeared in evidence, that the murder had been 
committed, at least all the gashes inflicted — for there were 
also finger-marks of strangulation — with a biD-hook, such as 
foresters use in lopping trees ; and several witnesses swore 
that the bill-book which was shown them, stained with blood, 
and with hair sticking on the haft, belonged to Ludovio 
Adamson. It was also given in evidence — though some 
doubts rested on the nature of the precise words — that on 
that day, in the room with the corpse, he had given a wild 
and incoherent denial to the question then put to him in the 
din, " What he had done with the bill-hook ? " Nobody had 
seen it in his possession since the spring before ; but it had 
been found, after several weeka' search, in a hag in the moss, 
in the direction that he would have most probably taken — 
had be been the murderer — when flying from the spot to the 
loch where he was seized. The shoes which he had on when 
taken, fitted the footmarks on the ground, not far from the 
place of the murder, but not so perfectly as another pair 
which were found in the house. But that other pair, it waa 
proved, belonged to the old nnan ; and therefore the corre- 
Bpondenoe between the footmarks and the prisoner's Bhoes, 



I 



I 



Q^ RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPBER NORTH. 

thongb not perfect, was a circumstance of much suspicion. 
But a far stronger fact, ia this part of the evidence, was 
Bwora to against the prisoner. Though there was no hlood 
on hia shoes, when apprehended his legs were bare — tliongh 
that circumstance, strange as it may eeem, had never been 
noticed till he was on the way to prison I Hia stockings 
had been next day found lying on the sward, near the shore 
of the loch, manifestly aft«r having been washed, and laid 
out to dry in the sun. At mention of this circnmatance a 
cold Hhudder ran through tie court ; but neither that, nor 
indeed any other circumstance in the evidence — not even the 
account of the appearance which the murdered body exhibited 
when found on the moor, or when afterwards laid on the bed — 
extorted from the prisoner one groan — one sigh — or touched 
the imperturbable deathlitiesa of hia countenance. It was 
proved, that when searched — in priaon, and not before (for 
the agitation that reigned over all aBsembled in the room at 
Moorside that dreadful day, had confounded even those accus- 
tomed to deal with suspected criminals) — 'there .were found in 
hia pocket a small French gold watch, and also a gold brooch, 
which the Ladies of the Castlo had given to Margaret Bum- 
side. On th se b taken from 1dm, he had said nothing, 
but looked aghas A p e of torn and bloody paper, which 
had been pick d p n a 1 e body, was sworn to be in his 
handwriting ; and hough he meaning of the words — yet 
legible — was ohs e h seemed to express a request that 
Margaret would me h n a the moor on that Saturday after- 
noon she was murdered. The words " Saturday " — "meet 
me " — " last time " — wore not indistinct, and the paper was 
of the same quality and colour with some found in a drawer 
in hia bedroom at Moorside, It was proved that be had been 
drinking with some dissoluta persons — poachers and the like 
— in a public-house in a neighbouring parish all Saturday, 
till well on in the afternoon, when he left them in a state of 
intoxication — and was then seen running along the hill-aide 
in the direction of the moor. Where he passed the night 
between the Saturday and the Sabbath, he could give no 
account, except once when unasked, and as if speaking 
to himself, ho was overheard by the jailor to mutter, "Oh 1 
that fatal night — that fatal night!" And then, when 
suddenly interrogated, "Where were you?" he answered, 
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"Asleep on tlie bill;" upd immediately relitpBed into a 
state of mental abstraction. Tbese were the chief oircnm- 
Btances against him, which his counsel had striven to ex- 
plain away. That moat eloquent pereoQ dwelt with affect- 
ing- eameatDesa on the wickedness of putting any evil con- 
struction on the distracted behaviour of the wretched man 
when brought without warning upon the sudden sight of the 
mangled corpse of the beautiful girl, whom all allowed he had 
moat passionately and tenderly loved ; and he strove to prove 
— as he did prove to the conviction of many — that such 
behaviour was incompatible with such guilt, and almost of 
itself established hia innocence. All that was sworn to 
against him, as having passed in that dreadful room, was in, 
truth for him — nnless all our knowledge of the best and of 
the worst of human nature were not, as folly, to be given to 
the winds. He beseeched the jury, therefore, to look at all 
the other cirourastances that did indeed seem to bear hard 
upon the prisoner, in the light of his innooenoe, and not of 
his guilt, and that they would all fade into nothing. What 
mattered his posBeesion of the watch and other tidnkets ? 
Lovara as they were, might not the unhappy girl have given 
them to him for temporary keepsakes? Or might he not 
have taken them from her in some playful mood, or received 
them — {and the brooch was cracked, and the mainspring of 
the watch broken, though the glass was whole) — to get them 
repaired in the town, which he often visited, and she never ? 
Could human credulity for one moment believe, that such a 
man as the prisoner at the bar had been sworn to be by a 
host of witnesses — and especially by that witness, who, with 
8uch overwhelming solemnity, had declared he loved him as 
his own son, and would have been proud if Heaven had given 
him such a son — he who bad baptised him, and known him well 
ever since a child — that such a man could rob the body of her 
whom he had violated and murdered ? If, under the instiga- 
tioD of the devil, he had violated and murdered her, and for a 
moment were made the hideous supposition, did vast hell hold 
that demon wliose voice would have tempted the violator and 
murderer — suppose him both — yea, that man at the bar — 
II to by all the pariah, if need were, as a man of tendereat 
I, and generosity unbounded— in the lust of lucre, 
a the satiating of another lost — to rob his victim 
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of a few trinkets I Let loose tlie wilJeat imagination into the 
realms of wildest wickedness, and yet they dared not, as they 
feared God, to credit for a moment the union of such appalling 
and such paltry guilt, in that man who now trembled not 
before them, but who seemed cut off from all the Bensibilities 
of this life by the scythe of Misery that had shorn him down 1 
But why try to recount, however feebly, the line of defence 
taken by the speaker, who on that day seemed all but inspired? 
The sea may overturn rocks, or firo consume them till they 
spUt in pieces ; but a crisis there sometimes is in man's 
destiny, which all the powers ever lodged in the lipa of man, 
were they touched with a coat iVom heaven, cannot avert, and 
when even he who strivea to save, feels and knows that he is 
striving all in vain — ay, vain as a worm — to arrest the tread 
of Fata about to trample down its victim into the duet, All 
hoped — many almost believed — that the prisoner would be 
acquitted — that a verdict of " Not Proven," at least, if not of 
'' Not Guilty," would bo returned ; but they had not been 
sworn to do justice before man and before God — and, if need 
were, to seal up even the fountains of mercy in their hearts — 
flowing, and easily set a-flowing, by such a spectacle as that 
bar presented — a man already seeming to belong unto the 
dead ! 

In about a quarter of an hour the jury returned to tlie box 
— and the verdict, having been sealed with black was, was 
handed up to the Judge, wlio read, " We unanimously find 
the prisoner Guilty," He then stood up to receive sentence 
of death. Not a dry eye was in the court during the Judge's 
solemn and affecting address to the criminal — except those of 
the Shadow on whom had been pronounced the doom. " Your 
body will he hung in chains on the moor — on a gibbet erected 
on the spot where you murdered the victim of your unhallowed 
lust, and there will your bones bleach in the sun, and rattle 
in the wind, after the inseots and the birds of the air have 
devoured your flesh; and in all future times, the spot on 
which, God-forsaking and God-forsaken, you perpetrated that 
donble crime, at which all humanity shudders, will be looked 
on from afar by the traveller passing through that lonesome 
wild witli a sacred horror 1" Here the voice of the Judge 
faltered, and he covered his face with his hands ; but the 
i luunoved in iigure, and in face untroubled — 
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aud when all was closed, was removed from the bar, the same 
ghostlike and unearthly phantom, seemingly unconscious of 
what had passed, or even of hia oivn existence. 

Surely now he will suffer his old father to visit him in his 
cell I " Once more only — only once more let me see him 
before I die 1" were his words to the clergyman of the parish, 
whose Manse he had so often visited when a young aud 
happy boy. That servant of Christ had not forsaken him 
■wboni now all the world had forsaken. As fi'ee from ain 
himself as might be mortal and fallen man — mortal because 
fallen — he knew from Scripture and from nature, that in 
"the lowest deep there is still a lower deep " in wickedness, 
into which all of woman horn may fall, unless held hack by 
the arm of the Almighty Being, whom they must serve stead- 
fastly in hohness and truth. He knew, too, from the same 
source, that man cannot sin heyond the reach of God's mercy 
— ^if the worst of all imaginable sinners seek," in a Bible- 
breathed spirit at last, that mercy through the Atonement of 
the Eedeemer. Daily — and nightly — he visited that cell; 
nor did he fear to touch the hand, now wasted to the hone, 
which, at the temptation of the Prince of the Air — who is 
mysteriously suffered to enter in at the gates of every human 
heart that is guarded not by the flaming sword of God's own 
Seraphim — was lately drenched in the blood of the most 
innocent creature that ever looked on the day. Tet a sore 
trial it was to his Christianity to find the criminal so obdurate. 
He would make no confession. Yet said that it was fit — that 
it was far best he shoiild die — that he deserved death 1 But 
ever when the deed without a name was alluded to, his tongue 
was tied; and once in the midst of an impassioned prayer, 
beseeching him to listen to conscience and confess — he that 
prayed shuddered to behold hitn frown, and to hear bursting 
out in terrible energy, " Cease — cease to torment me, or you 
will drive me to deny my God 1 " 

Ko father came to visit him in his cell. On the day of 
trial he had been missing from Moorside, and was seen next 
inoming — (where he had boon all night never was known, 
though it was afterwards rumoured that one like him had 
been seen sitring, as the gloaming darkened, on the very spot 
of the murder) — wandering about the hills, hither and thither, 
and round and round about, like a man stricken with blind- 
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ness, and vainly seeking to find his home. When brought 
into the house, hia senses were gone, and ho had lost the 
power of speech. All he could do waa' to mutter some dis- 
jointed syllables, which he did continually, without on a 
moment's oesBation, one uuiutelligible and most rueful moan ! 
The figure of hia daughter seemed to oast no image on his 
eyes — blind and dumb he sat where he had been placed, 
perpetually wringing hia hands, with hia ahaggy eyebrows 
drawn high up hia forehead, and the fixed orbs — though stone- 
tlind at least to all real things — beneath them flashing fire. 
He had home op bravely — almost to the last — but bad some 
tongue syllabled his son's doom in the solitude, and at that 
instant had inaanity amitten him ? 

Such utt«r prostration of intellect had been expected by 
none ; for the old man, up to the very night before the Trial, 
had expressed the moat confident truBt of hia aon'a acquittal. 
Nothiug had ever served to shake his conviction of his inno- 
cence — though he had always forborne speaking about the 
circumstances of the murder — and had commurdcated to 
nobody any of the grounds on which he more than hoped in a 
case so hopeless ; and though a trouble in his eyes often gave 
the lie to hie Hpa, when he used to say to the silent neigh- 
bours, " Wb shall soon see bim back at Mooraide." Had hia 
belief in hia Ludovic's innocence, and Lis trust in God that 
that innocence would be established and set free, been so 
sacred, that the blow, when it did come, struck him like a 
hammer, and felled him to the ground, from which he had 
risen with a riven brain ? In whatever way the shock had 
been given, it had been terrible ; for old Gilbert Adamson 
was now a confirmed lunatic, and keepers were in Mooraide — 
not keepers irom a mad-house, for his daughter could not 
afford suoh tendenoe — but two of her brother's friends, who 
eat up with him alternately, night and day, while the arms of 
the old man, in his distraction, had to be bound with cords. 
That dreadful moaning waa at an end now ; but the echoes of 
the hiUs responded to his yells and shrieks ; and people were 
afraid to go near the house. It waa proposed among the 
neighbours to take Alice and little Ann out of it, and an 
asylum for them was in the Manse ; but Alice would not stir 
at all their entreaties ; and as, in such a case, it would have 
been too shocking to tear her away by violence, she waa 
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Buffered to remain with him who knew her not, but who often 
— it was said — stared dielractedly upon her, as if she had 
beeu Bome £end sent in upou hia insanity irom the place of 
punishment. Weeks passed on, and still she was there — 
hiding herself at times from those terrifying eyes ; and from 
her watching comer, waiting from mom till night, and from 
night till raom — for she seldoua lay down to sleep, and Lad 
never undressed herself since tliat fatal sentence — for some 
moment of exhausted horror, when she might steal out, and 
carry some slight gleam of comfort, however evanescent, to the 
gliminer or the gloom, in which the brain of her father swam 
through a dream of blood. But there were no lucid inter- 
vals ; aiid ever as she moved towards him, like a pitying angel, 
did he furiously rage against her, as if she had been a fiend. 
At last, she who, though yet so young, had lived to see the 
murdered corpse of her dearest friend — murdered by her own 
only brother, whom, in secret, that murdered maiden had most 
tenderly loved — that murderous brother loaded with prison- 
chains, and condemned to the gibbet for inexpiable and un- 
pardonable crimes — her father raving like a demon, self- 
murderous were hia hands but free, nor visited by one glimpse 
of mercy from Him who rules the skies — after having bome 
more than, as she meekly said, had ever poor girl bome, she 
took to her bed quite heart-broken, and, the night before 
the day of execution, died. As for poor little Ann, she bad 
been wiled away some weeks before ; and in the blessed 
thonghtlessnesB of cliildhood, was not without hours of hap- 
piness among her playmates on the braes. 

Tbe Morning of that Day arose, and the Moor was all 
bJflofeened with people round the tall gibbet, that seemed to 
have grown, with its horrid arms, out of the ground during 
the night. No sonnd of axes or hammers had been heard 
clinking during the dark hours — nothing had been seen 
passing along the road ; for the windows of all the houses 
from which anything could have been seen, had been shut 
fast against all horrid sights — and the horses' hoofs and the 
wheels mast have been muffled that had brought that hideous 
Framework to the Moor. But there it now stood^ — a dreadful 
Tree ! The sun moved higher and higher up the sky, and all 
the eyes of that congregation were at once turned towards the 
east, for a dull sound, as of rumbling wheels and ti'ampling 
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feet, BBGined shaking the Moor in that direction; and lol 
Burrounded with armed men on horseback, and environed with 
halberdii, came on a cart, in which three persona seemed to be 
sitting, he in the middle all dressed in white— the death- 
clothes of the murderer — the iinpitjing ehcdder of mosi 
iatiocent blood. 

There was no bell to toll there — hut at the very moment 
lie was ascending the scaffold, a, black cloud knelled thunder, 
and many hundreds of people all at once fell down upon their 
knees. The man in white lifted up his eyes, and said, " 
Lord God of Heaven 1 and Thou his blessed Son, who died to 
save sinners I accept this sacrifice 1 " 

Not one in all that immense crowd could have known that 
that white apparition was Ludovic Adamson. His hair, that 
bad been almost jet-black, was now white as bis face — as his 
figure, dressed, as it seemed, for the grave. Are they going 
to execute the murderer in his shroud? Stone-blind, and 
stone-deaf, there he stood — yet had he, without help, walked 
up the steps of the scaffold. A hymn of several voices arose 
— tbe man of God close lieside t!ie crimina], with the Bible in 
his uplifted hands ; but those bloodless lips had no motion — 
with him this world was not, though yet he was in life — in 
life, and no more! And was this the man who, a few months 
ago, flinging the fear of deatli from him, as a flash of sunshine 
flings aside the shades, had descended into that pit which an 
hour before had been bellowing, as the foul vapours exploded 
like cannons, and brought up the bodies of them who bad perish- 
ed in the womb of the earth ? Was tliia he who once leapt into 
the devouring fire, and reappeared, after all liad given over 
for lost the glorious hoy, with an infant in bis arms, while the 
flames seemed to eddy back, that they might scathe not the 
head of the deliverer, and a ebower of blessings fell upon him 
as he laid it in its mother's bosom, and made tbe heart of the 
widow to sing for joy? It is he. And now the executioner 
down the cord from the beam, and fastens it round the 
orirLLinal's neck. His face is already covered, and that 
fatal handkerchief is in hia hand. The whole crowd are 
kneeling, and one multitudinous sob convulses the air ; 
— when wild outcries, and shrieks, and yells, are at that 
moment heard from the distant gloom of the glen that opens 
'"orside, and three figures, one far in advance of tha 
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others, oome flying, as on the wings of the wind, towards the 
gibbet. Hundreds started to their feet, and " 'Tis the maniao 
— 'tia the lanatio ! " was the ory. Precipitating himself down 
a rooky hill-side, that seemed hardly accesBible but to the 
goats, the maniac, the lunatic, at a few desperate leaps and 
bounds, Just aa it was expected he would have been dashed in 
pieces, alighted unstunned upon the level greensward ; and 
now, far ahead of his keepers, with incredible swiftness neared 
the scaffold — and, the dense crowd making a lane for him in 
their fear and astonishment, lie flew up the ladder to the 
horrid platform, and, grasping- his aon in his arms, howled 
dreadfully over hini; and then with a loud voice cried, "Saved 
— saved — saved I " 

So sudden had been that wild rush, that all the oEScers of 
justice — the very executioner — stood aghast ; and now the 
prisoner's neck is free from that accursed cord — his face is 
onoe more visible without that hideous shroud — and he sinks 
down senseless on the scaffold. " Seize him — seize him ! " 
and he was seized — hut no maniac, no lunatic, was the father 
now ; for during the night, and during the dawn, and during 
the morn, and on to mid-day — on to the Hour of One — when 
all rueful preparations were to be completed — had Providence 
been clearing and calming the tumult in tliat troubled brain ; 
and as the cottage clock atruck one, memory brightened at 
the chime into a perfect knowledge of the past, and prophetic 
imagination saw the futnre lowering upon the dismal present. 
All night long, with the cunning of a madman— for all night 
long he had still been mad — the miserable old man had been 
disengaging his bands from the manacles, and that done, 
springing like a wild beast from his cage, he flew out of the 
open door, nor could a horse's speed on that fearful road have 
overtaken him before ho reached the scaffold. 

No need was there to hold the miserable man. He who 
had been ao furious in tia manacles at Moorside, seemed now, 
to the people at a distance, calm aa when he used to ait in 
the elders' seat beneath the pulpit in that small kirk. But 
they who were on or near the scaffold saw something horrid 
in the fixedness of his countenance. " Let go your hold of me, 
ye foole 1 " he muttered to some of the mean wretches of the 
law, who still had him in their clutch — and tossing hia hands 

1 high, cried vrith a loud voice, "Give ear, ye Heavens! 
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and hear, Eurtli! I am tlie Violator — I am tlie Mui'- 
derer I " 

The moor groaned as in earthquake — and then all that 
oongregatioD bowed their heads with a rustling noise, like a 
wood smitten by the wind. Had they heard aright the un- 
imaginable confession ? Hia head had long been grey — iie 
had reached the term allotteil to man's mortal life here below 
— threescore and ten. Morning and evening, never had the 
Bible been out of hia hands at the hour set apart for family 
worship. And who so eloquent aa he in expounding its most 
dreadful mysteries ? The unregenerate heart of man, he had 
ever said — in scriptural phrase — was " desperately wicked." 
Desperately wicked indeed I And now again he tossed his arms 
wrathfully — so the wild motion looked — in the wrathful akies. 
" I ravished — I murdered hor — ye know it, ye evil spirits in 
the depths of helH" Consternation now fell ou the minds of 
all — and the truth was clear as light — and all eyes knew at 
once that now indeed they looked on the murderer. The 
dreadful delusion under which all tlieir understandings had 
been brought by the power of circumstances, was by that 
voice destroyed — ^the obduracy of him who had been about to 
die was now seen to have been the most heroic virtue — the 
self-sacrifice of a sou to save st father from ignominy and death. 

" monster, beyond the reach of redemption 1 and the 
very day after the murder, while the corpse was l3Tng in blood 
on the Moor, he was with us in the House of God 1 Tear Lim 
in pieces — rend him limb from lioih — tear him into a thou- 
sand piecesl" — "The Evil One had power given him to 
prevail against me, and I fell under the temptation. It was 
BO written in the Book of Predestination, and the deed lies at 
the door of Godl" — "Tear the blasphemer into piecesl Let 
the scaffold dtink his blood.!" — "So let it be, if it he so 
written, good people! Satan never left me since the murder 
till this day — he sat by my side in the kirk — when I was 
ploughing in the field — there — ever as I came back from the 
other end of the furrow — ho stood on tlie head-rig in the 
shape of a black shadow. But now I see him not — he has 
retnrned to his den in the pit. I cannot imagine what I 
have been doing, or what has been done to me, all the time 
between the day of trial and this of execution. "Was I mad ? 
No matter. But you shall oot hang Ludovio — he, poor boy, 
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is innocent ;— here, look at him — liere— I tell you again — a 
tlia Violator and the Murderer I" 

But fiha,ll the men in authority dare to stay tlie execution 
at a. maniac's words ? If they dare rot — that multitude wilJ, 
now ali risiug together like the waves of the sea. " Cut the 
cords asunder that huid our Ludovio's arms" — a thousand 
voices cried ; and the murderer, unclasping a knife, that, all 
unknown to hia keepers, he had worn in his breast when a 
maniac, sheared them asunder as the Bickle shears the coni. 
But his son stirred not — and on being lifted up by his lather, 
gave not bo much as a groan. His heart had burst— and he 
was dead. No one touched the grey-headed murderer, who 
knelt down — not to pray, but to look into his son's eyes — and 
to examine his lips — and to feel hia left breast — and to search 
out all the symptoms of a fainting-fit, or to assure himself — 
and many a corpse had the plunderer handled on the field after 
hush of the noise of battle — that this was death. He rose ; 
add standing forward on the edge of the scaffold, said, with a 
voice that shook not, deep, strong, hollow, and hoarse — " Good 
people 1 I am likewise now tlie murderer of my daughter and 
ofmyson! and of myself 1" Next moment, the knife was in 
his heart — and he fell down a corpse on the corpse of hia 
Ludovio. All round tlie sulti-y horizon the black clouds had 
for hours been gathering — and now came the thunder and the 
lightning — and the storm. Again the whole multitude pros- 
trated themselves on the moor — and the Pastor, bending over 
the dead bodies, said, 

" This is Eshjatios I " 
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"Knowledge is Power." So ia Talent— bo is Genius — so ia 
Virtue. Wliich is the greatest ? It might seem hard to tell ; 
but united tliey go fortli coriijuering and to conquer. Nor ia 
that union rare. Kindred in nature, tbey love to dwell together 
in the same "palace of the aoul." Remember Milton. But 
too often they are disunited ; and then, though still Powers, 
they are but feeble, and their defeats are frequent as their 
triumphs. What I is it so even with Virtue ? It ia, and it ia 
not. Virtue may reign witLout the support of Talent and 
Genius ; but her counsellor is Conscience, and what is Con- 
science but Eeason rich by birthright in knowledge directly 
derived from the heaven of heavens beyond all the stars ? 

And may Genius and Talent indeed be, conceive, and exe- 
cute, without the support of Virtue? You will find that 
question answered in the following lines by Charles Grant, 
which deaervo the name of philosophical poetry : — 
" Talenta, 'tis true, quick, variowa, bright, has God 
To Virtue oR. denied, on Vice bestow'd ; 
Just aa fond Nature lovelier colours brings 
To deck t!ie insect's than the eagle'a wings. 
But then of man the high-bom nobler pajt, 
The ethereal energies that touch the heart, 
Creative Fancy, labouring Thought intense, 
Imagination's wild magnificence, 
And all the dread aublLmitiea of Song— 
These, Virtue! these, to thee alone belong." 

Sneh is the natural constitution of liumanity ; and in the 

happiest state of social life, all its noblest Faculties would 

bear legitimate sway, each in its own province, within the 

tpirit's ample domains. Tliere, Qoniua would be honoured ; 

id Poetry another name for religion. But to such a state 
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nder tho most favouriag skies, be no mc 
approximation ; and the time never was when Virtue snffered 
no pereecution, Honour no sliame, Genius no neglect, nor 
terB were not imposed by tyrannous power on the feet of the 
free. The age of Homer, the age of Solon, the age of Pericles, 
the age of Numa, the age of Augustus, the age of Alfred, the 
age of Leo, the age of Elizabeth, the age of Anne, the age of 
Scott, Wordsworth, and Byron, have they not been all bright 
and great ages ? Yet had they been faithfully chronicled, 
over the misery and madness of how many despairing spirita 
fraught with heavenly fire, might we not have been called to 
pour forth our unavailing indignations and griefs ! 

Under despotic governments, again, such as have sunk deep 
their roots iota Oriental soils, and beneath Oriental skies 
prosperously expanded their long-endoring umbrage, where 
might is right, and submission virtue, noble-minded men — for 
sake of that peace which is ever dearest to the human heart, 
and if it descend not a glad and gracious gift from Heaven, 
will yet not nngratefuUy be accepted when breathed somewhat 
sadly Irom the quieted boBom of earth by tyranny saved from 
trouble — have submitted, almost without mourning, to sing 
" many a lovely lay," that perished like the flowers around 
them, in praise of the Power at whose footstool they " stooped 
their anointed heads as low as death." Even then has Genius 
been honoured, because though it ceased to be august, still it 
was beautiful ; it seemed to change fetters of iron into bands 
of roses, and to halo with a glory the brows of slaves. The 
wine-oup mantled in its light ; and Love forgot in the bower 
Poetry built for bliss, that the bride might be torn from the 
bridegroom's bosom on her bridal night by a tyrant's lust. 
Even there Genius was happy, and diffused happiness ; at its 
bidding was heard pipe, tabor, and dulcimer; and to its lips 
" warbling melody" life floated by, in the midst of all oppres- 
eioD, a not undelightful dream I 

But bow has it been with us in our Green Island of the 
West ? Some people are afraid of revolutions. Heaven pity 
them ! we have had a hundred since the Roman bridged our 
rivers, and led his highways over our mountains. And what 
the worse have we been of being thus revolved ? We are no 
radicals ; but we dearly love b revolution — like that of the 
stars. Uo two nights are the heavens the same — all the 



I 

;^1 



RECREATI0S3 OF CnRlSTOPHBR NORTS. 

j are revolving to the music of their own spheiea. 
Look, wo beseech you, oq that oew-risen star. He ia elected 
by universal suffrage — a glorious representative of a million 
lesser lights ; and on diasolution of that Parliament — how 
silent bat how eloquent ! — he is sure of his return. Why, we 
should dearly love the late revolution we have seen below — it 
is no longer called Heforin — were it to fiing up to free light 
from fettered darkness a few fine bold original spirits, who 
might give the whole world a new character, and a more 
majestic aspect to crouching life. But we look abroad and see 
strutting to and fro the sons of little men blown up with vanity, 
in a land where tradition not yat old tells of a race of giants. 
We are ashamed of ourselves to think we feared the throes of 
the times, seeing not porteatoua but pitiable births. Brush 
these away ; and let us think of the great dead — let us look 
on the great living — and, strong in memory and hope, be con- 
fident in the cause of Freedom, " Great men have been among 
us — better none;" and can it be said that now there is "a 
want of books and men," or that those we have are mere 
dwarfs and duodecimos? Is there no energy, no spirit of 
adventure and enterprise, no passion in the character of our 
country? Has not wide over earth 

" England sent her men, of men the chief, 
To plant the Tree of Life, to plant &ir Freedom's Tree J " 

Has not she, the Heart of Europe and the Queen, kindled 
America iuto life, and raised up in the New World a power to 
balance the Old, star steadying star in their unconflicting 
courses ? Tou can scarce see her shores for ships ; her inland 
groves are crested with towers and temples ; and mists brood- 
ing at intervals over her far-extended plains, teli of towns and 
cities, their hum unheard by the gazer from her glorious hills. 
Of such a land it would need a gifted eye to look into all that 
is passing within the mighty heart ; but it needs no gifted 
eye, no gifted ear, to see aud hear there the glare and the 
groaning of great anguish, as of lurid breakers tumbling in 
and out of the caves of the sea. But ia it or is it not a land 
where all the faculties of the soul are free as they ever were 
since the Fall ? Grant that there are tremendous abuses in 
all departments of public and private life ; that rulers and 
legislators have often been as deaf to the " atill small voice " 
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as -to the cry of tha millioD ; that they whom they bare niled, 
and for whom they have legislated often eo unwisely or wick- 
edly, have been as often untrae to themselves, and in self- 
Ira posed idolatry 

" Have bow'U their knees 
To despicable gods." 
Yet base, blind, and deaf (and better dumb) must he he who 
would deny, that here Genius has bad, and now has, her noblest 
triumphs ; that Poetry has here kindled purer fires on loftier 
altars than over sent up their incense to Grecian skies ; that 
Philosophy has sounded depths in which her torch was not 
extinguished, but, though bright, could pierce not the " heart 
of the mystery" into which it sent some strong illuminations j 
that Virtue here has had chosen champions victorious in their 
martyrdom ; and Religion her ministers and her servants not 
imworthy of her whose title is from heaven. 

Causes there have been, are, and ever will be, why often, 
even here, the very highest faculties "rot in cold obstruction." 
But in aU the ordinary affairs of life, have not the test the best 
chance to win the day ? Who, in general, achieve competence, 
wealth, splendour, magnificence, in their condition as citizens? 
The feeble, the ignorant, and the base, or the strong, the 
instmcted, and the bold ? Would you, at the offstart, back 
mediocrity with alien influence, against high talent with none 
but its own — the native " might that slumbers in a peasant's 
arm," or, nobler far, that which neither sleeps nor slumbers in 
a peasant's heart? There is something abhorrent from every 
sentiment in man's breast to see, as we too often do, imbecility 
advanced to high places by the mere accident of high birth. 
But how our hearts warm within us to behold the base bom, 
if in Britain we may use the word, by virtue of their own 
iireaistible energies, taking precedence, rightful and gladly- 
granted, of the blood of kings 1 Yet we have heard it whis- 
pered, insinuated, surniised, spoken, vociferated, howled, and 
roared in a voice of small-beer- souring thunder, that Church 
and State, Army and Navy, are all ofHcered by the influence 
of the Back-stairs — that few or none but blockheads, by means 
of brass only, mount from the Bar which they have disturbed 
to that Bench which they disgrace ; and that mankind intrust 
the cure of all diseases their flesh is heir to, to the exclusive 
tare of every here and there a handful of old 
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Whetlier overstocked or not, 'twould be hard to Bay, but all 
profesaiona are full — from that of Peer to tliat of Beggar. To 
live is the moet many of us can do. Why then complain ? 
Men should not complain when it is their duty as men to 
work. Silence need not be sullen — hut better aulleunes a than 
all this outrageous outcry, as if words the winds scatter, 
were to drop into the soil and grow up grain. ProceBsions ! 
ja this a time for full-grown men in holiday shows to play the 
part of children ? If they desire advancement, let them, like 
their betters, turn to and work. All men worth mentioning 
in this country belong to the working claBses, What seated 
Thnrlow, and Wedderburne, and Scott, and Erskine, and 
Copley, and Brougham on the woolsack ? Work. What 
made Wellington ? For seven years war all over Spain, and 
finally at Waterloo — work — bloody and glorious work. 

Tet still the patriot cry is of ainecures. Let the few slug- 
gards that possess but cannot enjoy them, doze away on 
tbem tin sinecures and siueoiarists drop into the dust. Shall 
such creatures disturb the equanimity of the magnanimous 
working- classes of England ? True to themselves in life's 
great relations, they need not grudge, for a little wliile longer, 
the paupers a few paltry pence out of their earnings ; for 
they know a sure and silent deathlilow has been struck 
against that order of things by tbe sense of the land, and 
that all wlio receive wages must henceforth give work. All 
along that has been the rul-e — these are the exceptions; or 
say, that has been the law — these are its revolutions. Let 
there be high rewards, and none grudge them — Jn honour and 
gold — for high work. And men of high talents — never ex- 
tinct — will reach up their hands and seize them, amidst the 
acclamations of a people who have ever taken pride in a great 
ambition. If the conipetdtion is to he in future more open 
than ever, to know it is so will rejoice the souls of all who are 
not slaves. But clear the course 1 Let not the crowd rush 
in — for by doing so, they will bring down the racers, and be 
themselves trampled to death. 

Now we say that the rac& is — if not always — ninety-nine 
times in a hundred — to the swift, and the battle to the strong. 
We may have been fortunate in our naval and military friends; 
but we cannot charge our memory with a single consummate 
ass holding a distinguished rank in either service. That 
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snch conauinmat« aeses are in both, we have been credibly 

informed, and believe it : and we have Bonietimea almost 
imagioed that we heard their bray at no great distance, and 
the flapping of their ears. Poor creatnres enough do rise by 
Beniority or purchase, or if anybody know how else, we do 
not; and such will be the case to the end of the chapter of 
human accidents. But merit not only uiakee the man, but 
the officer on shore and at sea. They are aa noble and dis- 
contented a set of fellows all, as ever boarded or stomied ; 
and they will continue so, not till some change in the Admi- 
ralty, OT at the Horse -guards, for Sir James Graham does his 
duty, and bo does Loi-d Hil! ; but till a change in httmanity, 
for 'tis no more than Adam did, and we attribute whatever may 
be amiss or awry, chiefly to tiie Fall. Let tlie Radicals set 
poor human nature on her legs again, and what would become 
of them f In the f rench eervice there is no rising at all, it 
seems, but by merit ; but there is also much running away ; 
not in a disgracefal style, for our natural enemies and artifi- 
cial friends are a brave race, but in mere indignation and dia- 
gost to see troops bo shamefully ill-officered as ours, which it 
would be a diagrace to look in the face on the field, either in 
uoluran or Hue. Therefore they never atand a charge, but are 
L legions of honour, eagles and all, before troopa that 
have been so uniformly flogged from time immemorial, as to 
o other name but raw lobsters, led on by officers all 
shivering or benumbed under the " cold shade of aristocracy," 
like Ficton and Pack. 

} thought of going ourselves to the Engliah Bar, 
but were dissuaded irom doing so by some judicioua frieuda, 
who assured us we should only be throwing away tyat great 
talents and unexampled eloquence ; for that success depended 
solely on interest, and we had none we knew of, either in 
high places or in low, and had then never seen an attorney. 
We wept for the fate of many dear friends in wiga, and made 
a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. On our return from Palestine and 
other foreign parts, behold tliem all bending under briefs, 
bound by retaitiiug fees, or, like game-hawks, wheeling in airy 
oirouits over the rural provinces, and pouncing down on their 
prey, away to their eyries with talon fuls, which they 
devoured at their luxurious leieure, untroubled by any callow 
young 1 They now compose the Bench. 
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Ero we Bet off for Salem, we had thcmghta of entering the 
Church, and of becoming Bishops, But it was oeceasary, ivo 
were told, first to be tutor to a lord. That, in our pride, we 
could not stomach ; but if onra had not been the ain by whicli 
Satan fell, where now had been the excellent Howley ? All 
our habits in youth led us to associate much with intending 
divines. A few of them are still curates ; but 'twere vain to 
try to count the vicars, rectors, canons, deans, archdeacons, 
and bishops, vrith whom, when we were all undergraduates 
together at Oxford, wo used to do nothing but read Greek all 
day, and Latin all night. Tet you hear nothing but abuse of 
such a Church ! and are toici to look at the Dissenters. We 
do look at them, and an uglier set we never saw ; not one in 
a hundred, in hia grimnese, a gentleman. Not a single 
scholar have they got to show ; and now that Hall is mute, 
not one orator. Their divinity is of the dust— and tbeir dis- 
courses dry bones. Down with the old Universities — up with 
new. The old are not yet down, but the new are up ; and 
how dazzling the contrast, even to the purblind ! Tou may 
hew down trees, but not towers ; and Granta and Rhedicyna 
will show their temples to the sun, ages after such structures 
shall have become hospitals. They enlighten the laud. Be- 
loved are they by all the gentlemen of England. Even the 
plucked think of them with tears of filial reverence, and hav- 
ing renewed their plumage, clap their wings, and crow defi- 
ance to all their foea. A man, you say, can get there no edu- 
cation to fit him for life. Bah ! Tell that to the marines. 
Now and then one meets a man eminent in a hberal profes- 
sion, who has not been at any place that could easily be called 
a College. But the great streams of talent in England keep 
perpetually flowing from the gates of her glorious Universi- 
tdes — and he who would deny it in any mixed company of 
leading men in London, wo«!d only have to open his eyes in 
the hush that rebuked his folly, to see that he was a Cockney, 
clever enough, perhaps, in his own small way, and the author 
of some sonnets, hut even to hia own feelings painfully out of 
place among men who had not studied at the Sun*ey. 

We cannot say that we have any fears, this fine clear Septem- 
ber morning,for theChurch of Englandin England. In Ireland, 
deserted and betrayed, it has received a dilapidating shock. 
Fain would seven millionH of " the finest people on the earth," 
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and likewise the most infatualed, who are bo proud of the 
verdure of their lele that they love to make " the greec one 
red," see the entire edifice overthrown, not one stone left upon 
another, and its very name smothered in a smoky cloud of 
ascending dust. Tliey have told us so in yells, over which 
has still been heard " the wolfs long howl," the savage cry of 
the O'Conuell. And Ministers who pretend to he Protestants, 
and in reform have not yet declared against the Reformation, 
have tamely yielded, recreants from the truth, to brawlers 
who would pull down her holiest altars, and given up " pure 
religion, breathing household laws," a sacrifice to BuperstitioQ. 
But there is a power enshrined in England which no Govern- 
ment dare seek to desecrate — in the hearts of the good and 
wise, grateful to an establishment that has guarded Christian- 
ity from corruption, and is venerated by all the most enlight- 
ened spirits who conscientiously worship without its pale, 
and know that in the peaceful shadow of its strength repose 
their own humbler and untroubled altars. 

We have been taking a ch«erful — a hopeful view of our 
surrounding world, as it is enclosed within these our seas, 
whose ideal murmur seemed a while to breathe in unison with 
our Monologue. We have been believing that in this our 
native land, the road of merit is the road to success — say 
happiness. And is not the law the same in the world of 
Literature and the Fine Arts? Give a great genius anything 
like fair play, and he will gain glory — nay, bread. True, he 
may be before his age, and may have to create his worship- 
pers. But how few such I And is it a disgrace to an age 
to produce a genius whose grandeur it cannot all at once 
comprehend? The works of genius are surely not often 
inoomprehensible to the highest contemporary minds, and if 
they win their admiration, pity not the poor Poet. But pray 
syllable the living Poet's name who has had reason to com- 
plain of having fallen on evil days, or who is with " darkness 
and with danger compassed round," From humblest birth- 
places in the obscurest nooks frequently have we seen 

" The fulgent head 
Star-bright appear ; " 

from unsuspected rest among the water-lilies of the mountain 
mere, the snow-white swan in full plumage soar into the sky. 
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HsA 1 BO Bonsense Rbool Wordsworth. " Far'aff Iiis coming 
dMB^;" mod what if for a while men knew not whether 
*nns some uurage-glimmer, or the dawning of a now " orb of 
aongl" 

Wo have heard rather too much even from that great poet 
about the deafhees and blindness of the present time. No 
Time but the future, lie arers, has ears or eyes for divine 
music and light. Was Homer in Ids own day obscure, or 
Sliakespeare ? But Heaven forbid we should force the bard 
into an argument ; we allow him to sit undisturbed by us in 
the bower nature delighted to build for him, with small help 
from his own hands, at the dim end of that alley green, 
among labe-murraur and mountain-shadow, for ever haunted 
by ennobhng visions. But we love and respect Present Time 
— partly, we confess, because be has shown some little kindly 
feeling for ourselves, whereas we fear Future Time may for- 
get us among many others of his worthy father's friends, and 
the name of Christopher North 

" Die on his ears a jiunt unheeded Bound." 
But Present Time has not been unjust to William Words- 
worth. Some small temporalities were so; imps running 
about the feet of Present Time, and sometimes making hira 
stumble : but on raising bis eyes from the ground, he saw 
BOiiietbing shining like an Apparition on the mountain-top, 
and he hailed, and with a friendly voice, the advent of an- 
other true Poet of nature and of man. 

We must know how to read that prophet, before we preach 
from any text in his book of revelations. 

" Wa poets in our youth begin in gladnasa, 
But thereof comes in the end despondency and madneas," 

Why spoke ho thus ? Because a deep darkness had fallen 
upon him all alone in a mountaiti-cave, and he quaked before 
the mystery of man's troubled life. 

" He thought of Cliatterton, the marvelloaa boy, 
The sleepless soul that perish'd in his pride ; 
Of him who walk'd in glory and in joy. 
Following hia plough upon the mountain-side ! " 
and if they died miserably, " How may I perish 1 " But they 
wanted wisdom. Therefore the marvellous boy drank one 
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bowl drugged with sudden, and the glorious ploughman many 
bowla drugged with lingering death. If we mtiBt weep over 
the woes of Genius, let ua know for whom we may rightly 
shed our teara. With one drop of iok you may write the 
names of all 

" The mighty Poets ia their miaery dead." 
Wordsworth wrote those lines, as we said, in the inspiration 
of a profound hnt not permanent melancholy ; and they must 
not be profaned by being used as a quotation in defence of 
accusations against human society, which, in some lips, be- 
come accnsatione against Providence. The mighty Poets 
have been not only wiser but happier than they knew ; and 
what glory from heaven and earth was poured over their 
inward life, up to the very moment it darkened away into the 
gloom of the grave 1 

Many a sad and serious hour have we read d'Tai-aeli, and 
many a lesson may all lovers of literature leam from his well- 
instructed books. But from the unhappy stories therein so 
feelingly and eloquently uarrated, has many " a famous ape " 
drawn conclusions the very reverse of those which he himself 
leaves to he drawn by all minds possessed of any philosophy. 
Melancholy the moral of these moving tales ; but we must 
look for it, not into the society that surrounds us, though on 
it too we must keep a watchi^il, and, in spite of all ita sins, a 
not irreverent eye, but into our own hearts. Tliere lies the 
source of evil which some evil power perhaps without us stirs 
up tjll it wells over in misery. Then fiercely turns the 
wretch first against " the worid and tlie world's law," both 
sometimes iniquitous, and last of all against the rebellions 
spirit in his own breast, but for whose own innate corruption 
his moral being would have been victorious against all out- 
ward assaults, violent or insidious, " and to the end persisting 
safe arrived." 

Many men of genius have diad without their fame, and for 
tbeir fate we may surely mourn without calumniating our 
kind. It was their lot to die. Snob was the will of God. 
Many such have come and gone, ere they knew themselves 
what they were ; their brothers and sisters and friends knew 
it not; knew it not their fathers and their mothers ; nor the 
village maidens on whose bosoms they laid tbeir dying heads. 
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Many, coiiauious of the divine flame, and visited by myete- 
rions stirriiiga that would not let them rest, have like Ternal 
wildflowers withered, or been cut down like young trees in 
the season of leaf and blosaom. Of this our mortal life what 
are these but beautiful evanishings 1 Such was our young 
Scottish Poet, Michael Bmce — a fine scholar, who tiught a 
little wayside school, and died, a mere lad, of consumption. 
Loch Leren Castle, where Mary Stuart was imprisoned, looks 
not more melancholy among the dim waters for her than for 
its own Poet's sake 1 The linnet, in its joy among the yellow 
broom, sings not more sweetly than did he in hia Badness, 
sitting beside his unopened grave, " one song that will not 
die," though the dirge but draw now and then a tear from 
some simple heart. 

" Now Hpring retama —tat not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years hBve known ; 
Dim in my breast life' b dying taper bumB, 
And all the joys of life with health are flown." 

To young Genius to die is often a great gain. The green 
leaf waa almoat hidden in blossoms, and the tree put forth 
beautiful promise. Cold winds blew, and clouds intercepted 
the sunshine ; but it felt the dewa of heaven, and kept flourish- 
ing fair even in the moonlight, deriving sweet sustenance 
from the stars. But would all those blosBOras have been finit ? 
Many would have formed, but more perhaps dropt in unper- 
ceived decay, and the tree which " all eyes that looked on 
loved," might not have been the pride of the garden. Death 
could not permit the chance of such disappointment, stepped 
kindly in, and left the epring-dream " sweet but mournful to 
the soul," among its half-fancied memories. Such was the 
fate, perhaps, of Henry Kirko White, His fine moral and 
intellectual being was not left to pino away neglected ; and 
if, in gratitude and ambition, twin-births in that noble heart, 
he laid down bis life for sake of the lore he loved, let ns 
lament the dead with no passionate ejaculations over injustice 
by none committed, console ourselves with the thought, in 
noways unkind to his merits, that he died in a mild bright 
spring that might have been succeeded by no very glorious 
summer ; and that, fading away as he did among the tears of 
the good and great, his memory has been embalmed, not only 
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in Mb own gentle inapirationa, but in tLe immortal etilogy ot 
Southey. Bat, alas I many tiiiia endowed by nature " have 
waged with fortuue nu unequal war ; " and pining away in 
pOTBrty and disappointment, have died broken -bearted— and 
been buried — some in unhonoured, some even in unwept 
graves 1 And bow many have had a far more dismal lot, 
hecauBB their life was not so innocent ! The children of mis- 
fortune, but of error too — of frailty, vice, and sin. Once gone 
astray, with much to tempt tliem on, and no voice, no hand, 
to draw them back, theirs has been at first a flowery descent 
to death, bat soon sorely beset witli thoma, lacerating the 
friendless wretches, till, with shame and remorse their sole 
attendants, they havs tottered into uncofOned holes and found 
peace. 

With sorrows and aufferings like tliese, it would be hardly 
fair to blame society at large for having little or no sympathy j 
for they are, in the most affecting oases, borne in silence, and 
are unknown even to the generous and humane in their own 
neighbourhood, who might have done something or much to 
afford encouragement or relief. Nor has Charity always neg- 
lected those who so well deserved her open hand, and in their 
virtuous poverty might, without abatement of honourable 
pride in themselves, have accepted silent succour to silent 
distress. Pity that her blessiaga should be so often inter- 
cepted by worthless applicants, on their way, it may be said, 
to the magnanimous who have not applied at all, but spoken 
to her heart in a silent language, which was not meant even 
to express the penury it betrayed. But we shall never believe 
that dew twice blessed seldom descends, in such a land as 
ours, ou the noble young head that else had sunk like a chance 
flower in some dank shade, left to wither among weeds. We 
almost venture to say, that much of such unpitied, because 
often unsuspected suffering, cannot cease to be without a 
change in the moral government of the world. 

Nor has Genius a right to claim from Conscience what is 
due hut to Virtue. None who love humanity can wish to 
speak harshly of its mere frailties or errors — but none who 
revere morabty can allow privilege to its sins. All who sin 
suffer, with or without genius ; and we are nowhere taught in 
the New Testament, that remorse in its agony, and penitence 
in its sorrow, visit men's imaginations only ; but whatever 
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way they enter, their rueful dwelling ia in. the heart. Poets 
shed no bitterer tears than ordinary men ; and Fonhlaaquo 
finely showed ua, in one of his late little essays, clear as welk 
and deep as tarns, that so far from tliere being anything in 
the constitution of genias naturally kindred either to vice or 
misery, it is framed of light and love and happiness, and that 
its sina and sufferings oomo not from the spirit but from the 
flesli. Yet is its flesh as firm as, and perhaps somewhat finer 
than, that of the common clay ; but still it is clay — for all 
men are dust. 

Bat what if they who, on the ground of genius, claim ex- 
emption fi-om our blame, and inclusion within our sympathies, 
even when seen suffering from their own sins, have no genius 
at all, but are mere ordinary men, and but for the fumes of 
some physical excitement, which they mistake for the airs of 
inspiration, are absolutely stupider than people generally go, 
and even without any tolerable abilities for alphabetical educa- 
tion ? Many such run versifying about, and will not try to 
settle down into any easy sedeiita,ry trade, tiD, getting thirsty 
through perpetual perspiration, they take to drinking, come 
to you with subscription -papers for poetry, with a cock in 
their eye that tells of low tippling-housee, and, accepring 
your half-crown, slander yoa when melting it in the purling 
purlieus of their own donkey-browsed Parnassus. 

Can this age he fairly charged — we speak of England and 
Scotland — with a shameful indifference — or worse — a cruel 
scorn — or worse still — a barbarous persecution of young per- 
sons of humble birth, in whom there may appear a promise of 
talent, or of genius ? Many are the scholars in whom their 
early benefactors have had reason to be proud of themselves, 
while they have been happy to send their sons to be inatruoted 
in the noblest lore, by men whose boyhood they had rescued 
from the darkness of despair, and clothed it witli the warmth 
and light of hope. And were we to speak of endowments in 
schools and colleges, in which so many fine scholars have 
been brought up from among the humbler classes, who but 
for them had been bred to some mean handicraft, we should 
show better reason still for beheving that moral and inteDec- 
tual worth is not overlooked, or left to pine neglected in 
obscure places, as it is too much the fashion with a certain 
set of discontented declaimers to give out; but that in no 
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other country baa such provision been made for the meritorious 
children of the enlightened poor as in England. But we fear 
that the talent and the genius which, according to them, have 
been bo often left or Bent to beggary, to the great reproach 
even of our national character, have not been of a kind which 
a thoughtful humanity would in its benefactions have recog- 
nised ; for it looks not with very hopeful eyes on mere irregular 
Bailies of fancy, least of all when spurning prudence and pro- 
priety, and symptomatic of a mental coiiBtitution easily ex- 
cited, but averse to labour, and insensible to the delight labour 
brings with it, when the faculties are all devoted in steadfast- 
ness of purpose to the acquisition of knowledge and the 
attainment of truth. 

'Tia not easy to know, seeing it is so difficult to define it, 
whether this or that youth who thinks he has genius, has it or 
not : the only proof he may have given of it is perhaps a few 
copies of verses, which breatlie the animal gladness of young 
life, and are tinged with tints of the beautiful, which joy 
itself, more imaginative than it ever again will be, steals from 
the sunset ; but sound sense, and judgment, and taste which 
is sense and judgment of all finest feelings and thoughts, and 
the love of light dawning on the intellect, and ability to 
gather into knowledge facts near and from afar, till the mind 
sees systoms, and in them understands the phenomena which, 
when looked at singly, perplexed the pleasure of the sight — 
these, and aptitudes and capacities and powers such as these, 
are indeed of promise, and nnore than promise ; they are 
already performance, and justify in minds thus gifted, and in 
those who watch their workinge, hopes of a wiser and happier 
fiiture when the boy shall be a man. 

Perhaps too much honour, rather than too little, baa been 
shown by this age to mediocre poetry and other works of 
fiction. A few gleams of genius have given some writers of 
little worth a considerable repiitatioa ; and great waxed the 
pride of poetasters. But tnio poetry burst in beauty over the 
land, and we became intolerant of "false glitter." Fresh 
sprang its flowers from the " djedal earth," or seemed, they 
were so surpassingly beautiful, as if spring had indeed 
descended from heaven, " veiled in a shower of shadowing 
roses," and no longer could we suffer young gentlemen and 
' ladies, treading among the profusion, to gather the glorious 
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BcatteringB, and weaviog them into fantastic or even tasteful 
garlands, to present them to us, as if they had been imged 
from the seed of their own genius, and entitled therefore " to 
bear their name in the wild woods." This flower-gathering, 
pretty pastime though it be, and altogether innocent, fell into 
disrepute ; and then all such florists began to complain of 
being neglected, or despised, or persecnted, and their friendg 
to lament over their fate, the fate of all genius, " in amorous 
ditties all a summer's day." 

Besides the living poets of highest rank, are there not many 
whose claims to join the aacred band have been allowed, 
because their lips, too, have sometimes been touched with a 
fire from beaven ? Second-rate indeed ! Ay, well for those 
who are third, fourth, or fifth rate — knowing where sit Homer, 
Shakespeare, and Milton. Eound about Parnassus run many 
parallel roads, with forests of " cedar and branching palm " 
between, overshadowing the sunshine on each magnificent 
level with a sense of something more sublime still nearer the 
forked summit ; and each band, so that they be not ambitious 
overmuch, in their own region may wander or repose in grate- 
ful blias. Thousands look up with envy from " the low-lying 
fields of the beautifiil land " immediately without the line that 
goes wavingly asweep round the base of the holy mountain, 
separating it from the common earth. What clamour and 
what din from the excluded crowd I Many are heard there to 
whom nature has been kind, but they have not yet learned 
" to know themselves," or they would retire, but not afar o£^ 
and in silence adore. And so they do ere long, and are happy 
in the sight of " the beauty Btill more beauteous " revealed to 
their fine perceptions, though to them -was not given the 
faculty that by combining in spiritual passion creates. But 
what has thither brought the self- deceived, who will not be 
convinced of their delusion, even were Homer or Milton's 
very self to frown on them with eyes no longer dim, but 
angry in their brightness like lowering stars ? 

But we must beware — perhaps too late- — of growing unin- 
telligible, and ask you, in plainer terms, if you do not think 
that by far the greatest number of all those who raise an 
outcry against the injustice of the world to men nf genius, 
are persons of the meanest abilities, who have all their lives 
been foolishly fighting with their stars ? Their demons have 
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cot whispered to them " bave a taste," but " you have gei: 
and the world giyea the demons the lie. Thence anger, Bpita, 
rancoui-, and envy eat their hearts, and they " rail againat the 
Lord's anointed." They set up idols of clay, and fall down 
and worship them — or idola of brass, more worthless thai 
clay; or they pervereely, and in hatred, not in love, preten< 
reverence for the Fair aud Good, beoauae, forsooth, placed by 
man's ingratitude too far in the shade, whereas man's pity has, 
in deep compassion, removed the objects of their love, because 
of their imperfections not blameless, back in among that 
veiling shade, that their beauty might still be visible while 
their deformities were hidden in " a dim religious light." 

Let none of the eons or daughters of genius hearken to such 
outcry but with contempt — and at all times with suspicion, 
when they find themselves the objects of such lamentations. 
The world is not — at least does not wish to be an unkind, 
ungenerous, and unjust world. Many who think themselves 
neglected, are far more thought of than they suppose ; just as 
many who imagine the world ringing with their name, are in 
the world's ears nearly anonymous. Only one edition or two 
of your poems have sold — but is it not pretty well that five 
hundred or a thousand copies have been read, or glanced over, 
or looked at, or skimmed, or skipped, or fondled, or petted, or 
tossed aside "between malice and true love," by ten times 
that number of your feUow-creaturea, not one of whom ever 
saw your face ; whUe many millions of men, nearly youi 
equals, and not a few millions your superiors far, have con- 
tentedly dropt into the grave, at the close of a long life, with- 
out having once " invoked the Muse," and who would have 
laughed in your face had you talked to them, even in their 
greatest glee, about their genius? 

There is a glen in the Highlands (dearly beloved South- 
rons, call on us, on your way through Edinburgh, and we shall 
delight to instruct you how to walk our mountains) called 
Qlenoro — very unlike Glenco. A good road winds up the 
steep ascent, and at the summit there is a stone seat on which 
yon read " Sesl and be thankful." You do so— and are not a 
little proud — if pedestrians — of your achievement. Looking 
up, you see cliffs high above your head (not the Cobbler), and 
in the clear sky, as far above them, a balanced bird. You envy 
him his seemingly motionless "wings, and wonder at his aii- 
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Bupporters. Down he darts, or aside he shoots, or right up he 
soars, and you wish you were an Eagle. You have reached 
Rest-and-be-thankful, yet rest you will not, and thankful you 
will not be, and you scorn the mean inscription, which many 
a worthier wayfarer has blessed, while sitting on that stone 
he has said, " give us this day our daily bread," eat his crust, 
and then walked away contented down to Caimdow. Just so 
has it been with you sitting at your appointed place — pretty 
high up — on the road to the summit of the Biforked Hill. 
You look up and see Byron — ^there " sitting where you may 
not soar," — and wish you were a great Poet. But you are no 
more a great Poet than an Eagle eight feet from wing-tip to 
wing-tip — and will not rest-and-be-thankful that you are a 
man and a Christian. Nay, you are more, an author of no 
mean repute; and your prose is allowed to be excellent, 
better far than the best paragraph in this our Morning 
Monologue. But you are sick of walking, and nothing will 
satisfy you but to fly. Be contented, as we are, with feet, and 
weep not for wings ; and let us take comfort together from a 
cheering quotation from the philosophic Gray — 

" For they that creep and they that fly, 
Just end where they began ! ** 
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A May-morninq on Ulawater and the banks of Ulswater— 
commingled earth and heaven I Spring ia many- coloured aa 
Autumn ; but now Joy scatters the hues daily brightening 
into greener life, then Melanciioly dropt them daily dimming 
into yellower death. The fear of Winter then — but now the 
hope of Summer ; and Nature rings with hymns hailing the 
Tisible advent of the perfect year. If for a moment the woods 
are silent, it ia but to burst forth anew into louder song. The 
rain is over and gone — but tlie showery sky speaks in the 
streams on a hundred hills ; and the wide mountain gloom 
opens its heart to the sunshiuo that on many a dripping pre- 
cipice burns liko fire. Nothing seems inanimate. The very 
clouds and their shadows loolt alive — the trees, never dead, 
are wide-awakened from their sleep — families of flowers are 
frequenting all the dewy places — old walls are splendid with 
the light of lichens — and birch-erowned cliffs up among the 
coves send down their fine fragrance to the Lake on every 
bolder breath that whitens with breaking wavelets the blue of 
its breezy bosom. Nor mute the voice of man. The shep- 
herd is whooping on the hill — tho ploughman calling to his 
team somewhere among the furrows in some small late field, 
won from the woods ; and you hear the laughter, and the 
echoes of the laughter — one sound — of children busied in 
half-work half-play ; for what else in vernal sunshine is the 
occupation of young rustic life ? 'Tia no Arcadia — ^no golden 
age. But a lovelier scene — in the midst of all its grandeur — 
is not in merry and majestic England ; nor did the hills of 
this earth ever circumscribe a pleasanter dwelling for a nobler 
peasantry, than these Cumbrian ranges of rocks and pastures, 
where the raven croaks in his own region, unregarded in 
theirs by the fleecy flocks. How beautiful the Church Tower I 
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Ou a knoll not for from the shore, and not high above the 
water, yet by an especial felicity of place geotly commanding 
all that reach of the Lake with all its raDges of mountains — 
every single tree, every grove, and all the woods seemiug to 
show or to oonoeal the scene at the bidding of the Spirit of 
Beauty — reclined two Figures — the one almost rustic, but 
venerable in the simplicity of old age — the other no longer 
young, but still in the prime of life — and though plainly 
apparelled, with form and bearing such as are pointed out in 
cities, because belonging to distinguished men. The old man 
behaved towards him with deference, but not humility ; and 
between them two — in many things unlike — it was clear even 
from their silence that there was friendship. 

A little way off, and sometimes almost running, now up 
and now down the slopes and hollows, was a girl about eight 
years old — whether beautiful or not you could not know, for 
her face was either half-bidden in golden hair, or when she 
tossed the tresses from her brow, it was so bright in the sun- 
shine that you saw no features, only a gleam of joy. Now 
she was chasing the butterflies, not to hurt them, but to get 
a nearer sight of their delicate gauze wings — the first that 
had come — she wondered whence — to waver and wanton for a 
little while in the spring sunshine, and then, she felt, as won- 
drously, one and all, as by consent, to vanish. And now she 
stooped as if to pull some little wildflower, her hand for a 
moment withheld by a loving sense of its loveliness, but ever 
utid anon adding soioe new colour to tiio blended Uoom in- 
toiidod to gladden her father's eyes — though the happy child 
knew full well, and sometimee wept to know, that she herself 
had his entire lioart. Yet gliding, or tripping, or dancing 
along, alio touched not with fairy foot one white clover-flower 
o» which alio saw working the silent bee. Her father looked 
too ofton sod, and she feared — though what it was, she 
tmaginud not even in dreams — that some great misery must 
havo bofalleu him before they oarae to live in the glen. And 
Buch, too, she liad heard from a oliance whisper, was the belief 
of their neighbours. But momentary the shadows on the 
light of childhood 1 Nor was she insensible to her own 
lieaiity, that with the innocence it enshrined combined to 
make her imppy ; and first met lier own eyes every morning, 
when most beautiful, awakening from the hushed awe of her 
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prayers. She waa clad in russet like a cottager's cliild 
her air spoke of finer bi'oeding' than may be met with among 
those mountaiiis — though natural grace accompanies there 
many a maiden going with her pitcher to the well — and gen- 
tle blood and old flows there in the veins of now humble men 
— who, but for the decay of families onoe high, might have 
lived in halls, now dilapidated, and scarcely diBtinguished 
through masses of ivy from the circumjacent rocks 1 

The child stole close behind her fatbei', and kissing his 
cheek, said, " Were there ever such lovely flowers seen in 
Ulswater before, father ? I do not believe that they will ever 
die." And she put them in his breast. Not a smile came to 
his countenance — no look of love — no faint recognition — no 
gratitude for the gift which at other times might haply have 
drawn a tear. She stood abashed in the sternness of hia eyes, 
which, thoTigh fixed on her, seemed to see her not ; and feel- 
ing that her glee was mistimed— for with such gloom she was 
not unfamiliar — the child felt as if her own happiness had 
been sin, and, retiring into a glade among the broom, sat 
down and wept. 

" Poor wretch, better far that she never had been bom." 

The old man looked on his friend with compassion, but with 
no surprise ; and only said, " God will dry up her tears." 

These few simple words, uttered hi a solemn voice, but 
without one tone of reproach, seemed somewhat to calm the 
other's trouble, who first looking towards the spot where his 
child was sobbing to herself, though he heard it not, and then 
looking up to heaven, ejaculated for her sake a broken prayer. 
He then would have fain called her to him ; but he waa 
ashamed that even she should see him in such a passion of 
grief— and the old man went to her of his own accord, and 
bade her, as from her father, again to take her pastime among 
the flowers. Soon was she dancing in her happiness as be- 
fore ; and, that her father might hear she was obeying him, 
singing a song. 

" For five years every Sahbath have I attended divine 
service in your chapel — vet dare I not call myself a Christian. 
I have prayed for faith — nor, wretch that I am, am I an un- 
believer. But I fear to fling nuyseK at the foot of the cross. 
God be merciful to me a sinner I " 

Tbe old man opened not bis lips ; for he felt that there was 
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about to be made some coafeBBion. Yet he doubted not that 
the eufferer iiad been more sinned against than sinning ; for 
the goodness of the stranger — so called still after five years' 
residence among the mountains — was known in many a vale 
— and the Pastor knew that charity covereth a multitude of 
sins — and even as a moral virtue prepares the heart for heaven. 
So aaored a thing is solace in this woeful world. 

" We have walked together, many hundred times, for great 
partof a day, by ourselves two, over long tracts of uninhabited 
moors, and yet never once from my lips escaped one word 
about my fates or fortunes — so frozen was the secret in my 
heart. Often have 1 heard the sonnd of your voice, as if it 
were that of the idle wind ; and often the words I did hear 
seemed, in the confusion, to have no relation to us, to be 
strange syllablings in the wilderness, as from the hauntings 
of some evil spirit instigating me to self-destruction." 

"I saw that your life was oppressed by some perpetual 
burden ; but G!od darkened not your mind while your heart 
was disturbed so grievously ; and well pleased were we all 
to think, that in caring ao kindly for the griefs of others, you 
might come at last to forget your own ; or if that were 
possible, to feel, that with the alleviations of time, 
sympathy, and religion, yours was no more than the com 
lot of sorrow." 

They rose — and continued to walk in silence — but not 
apart — up and down that amali sylvan enclosure overlooked 
but by rocks. The child saw her father's diatraotion- 
unusual sight to her; yet on each recurrence as mournful 
and full of fear as if seen for the first time — and pretended to. 
be playing aloof with her face pale in tears, 

" That child's mother is not dead. Where she is no 
know not — perhaps in a foreign country hiding her guilt and 
her shame. All say that a lovelier obUd was never seen than 
that wretch — G!od bless her — how beautiful is the poor 
creature now in her happiness singing over her flowers ! 
Just such another must her mother have been at her age. 
She is now an outeaat — and an adulteress." 

The Pastor turned away bis face, for in the silence 
heard groans, and the hollow voice again spoke ;■ 

" Through many dismal daya and nights have 
forgive her, but never for many hours togflther have 
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enabled to repent my curse. For on my knees I implored 
God to curae her — her head — her eyes — her breast — her body 
— mind, heart, and soul — and that she might go down & 
loathsome leper to the grave." 

" Remember what He said to the woman — ' Go, and sin no 

" The words have haunted me all up and down the hUis — 
His words and mine ; but mine have always sounded liker 
justice at last — for my nature was created human — and 
human are all the passions that pronounced that holy or 
unholy curae ! " 

" Yet you would not curae Iier now — were she lying hero 
at your feet — or if you were standing by her deathbed?" 

" Lying here at my feet ! Even here — on this very spot — 
not blasted, but green through all the year — within the 
ahelter of these two rocks — she did lie at my feet in her 
beauty — and as I thought her innocence — my own happy 
bride 1 Hither I brought her to be blest — and blest I was 
even up to the measure of my misery. This world is hell to 
me now — hut then it was heaven I " 

" These awful names are of the mysteries beyond the 
grave." 

" Hear me and judge. She was an orphan ; aJl her father's 
and mother's relations were dead, but a few who were very poor. 
I married her, and secured her life against this heartless and 
wicked world. That child was bom — and while it grew like 
a flower — she left it — and its father — me who loved her beyond 
light and life, and would have given up both for her sake." 

" And have not yet found heart to forgive her — miserable 
as she needs must be — seeing she has been a great sinner ! " 

" Who forgives ? The father his profligate son, or dis- 
obedient daughter? No; he disinherits his firstborn, and 
suffers liim to perish, perhaps by an ignominious death. He 
leaves his only daughter to drag out her days in penury — a 
widow with orphans. The world may condemn, but is silent ; 
he goes to church every Sabbath, but no preacher denounces 
punishment on the unrelenting, the unforgiving parent. Yet 
how easily might he have taken them both back to his heart, 
and loved them better than ever ! But she poisoned my cup 
of life when it seemed to overflow with heaven. Had God 
dashed it irom my lips, I oonld have home my doom. But 
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with her own hand which I had clasped at the altar — and 
with our Lucy at her knees — she gave me that loathsome 
draught of aliame and sorrow : — I drank it to the dregs — and 
it is hnming all tbrough my being — now — as if it bad been 
hell-fire from the hands of a iiend in the shape of an angel. 
In what page of the New Testament am I told to foi^ve her? 
Let me see tbe verse — and then shall I know that Christianity 
is an impoattire ; for the voice of God within me — tlie coQ- 
Bcience which is His still soiall voice— com mands rae never 
from my memory to obliterate that curse — never to forgive 
her, and her wickedness — not even if we ehonld see each 
other's shadows in a fiiture state, after the day of judgment." 

His countenance grew ghastly — and staggering to a stone, 
he sat down and eyed the skies with a vacant stare, like a 
man whom dreams carry about in his sleep. His face was 
Hke ashes — and he gasped like one about to fall into a fit. 
" Bring me water " — and the old man motioned on the child, 
who, giving ear to him for a enoment, flew away to the I^ake- 
aide with an urn she had brought with her for flowers ; and 
held it to her father's lips. His eyea saw it not ; — there was 
her sweet pale face aU wet with tears, ahnoet touching his 
own — her innocent mouth breathing that pure balm that 
seems to a father's aonl to be inhaled from the bowers of 
paradise. He took her into his bosom — and kissed her dewy 
eyes — and begged her to cease her sobbing — to smile — 
to laugh — to aing — to dance away into the sunshine — to be 
happy ! And Lucy afraid, not of her father, but of his kind- 
ness — for the simple creature waa not able to understand hia 
wild utterance of blessings — returned to the glade but not to 
her pastime, and couching like a fawn among the fern, kept 
her eyea on her father, and left her flowers to fade unheeded 
beside her empty urn. 

" Unintelligible mystery of wickedness ! That child was 
juat three years old the very day it was forsaken — she aban- 
doned it and me on its birthday 1 Twice had that day been 
observed by ns — as the sweetest — the most sacred of holi- 
days ; and now that it had again come round — but I not pre- 
sent — for I was on foreign sei-vice — thus did she observe it — 
and disappeared with her paramour. It bo happened that we 
went that day into action^-and I committed her and our child 
to the mercy of God in fervent prayers ; for love made me 
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religions — and for their sakes I feared though I shnnned not 
death. I lay all night among the wounded on the field of 
battle — and it was a eevera frost. Pain kept me from sleep, 
but I Haw them aa distinctly as in a dream — the mother lying 
with her child in her bosom in out own bed, Waa not that 
vision mockery enough to drive me mad ? After a few weeks 
a letter came to me from herself — and I kissed and it pressed 
it to my heart; for no black seal waa there — and I knew that 
little Lucy waa alive. No meaning for a while seemed to be 
in the words — and then they began to blacken into ghastly 
characteia — till at last I gathered from the horrid revelatioa J 
that ahe was sunk in sin and shame, steeped for evermore in | 
utmost pollution. 

" A friend waa with me, and I gave it to him to read — for 
in my anguish at first I felt no ahame — and I watched his 
face aa he read it, that I might see corroboration of the incre- 
dible truth, which continued to look like falsehood, even 
while it pierced my heart with agonising pangs. ' It may be 
a forgery,' was all he could utter — after long agitation ; but 
the shape of each letter was too familiar to my eyes — the way 
in which the paper was folded — and I knew my doom was 
sealed. Hours must have passed, for the room grew dark — 
and I asked him to leave me for the night. He kissed my fore- 
head — for we bad been as brothers. I saw him next morn- 
ing — dead — cut nearly in two — yet had he left a paper for 
me, written an hour before he fell, so filled with holiest 
friendship, that oh 1 how even in my agony I wept for him, 
now but a lump of cold clay and blood, and envied him at the 
same time a soldier's grave ! 

" And has the time indeed come that I can thus speak 
calmly of all that horror? The body was brought into my 
room, and it lay all day and all night close to my bed. But 
false was I to all our Hfe-long friendship — and almost with 
indifference I looked upon the corpse. Momentary starts of 
affection seized me — hnt 1 cared little or nothing for the death 
of him, the tender and the true, the gentle and the brave, the 
pious and the noble-hearted ; my anguish was all for her, the 
cruel and the faithless, dead to honour, to religion dead — dead 
to all the sanctities of nature — for her, and for her alone, I 
Buffered all ghastliest agonies — nor any comfort came to me 
in my despair, from the conviction that she waa wortlilesB; 
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for dBSperatety wicked as she bad ehowii herself to be — oh! 
crowding came back upon ma all om" hours of happiness — ^all 
her Bweet smiles — all her loving looks — all her affectionate 
words — all her conjugal and materual tendemcBBes ; and the 
loss of all that bliss — the change of it all into strange, sudden, 
shamefnl, and everlasting misery, smote me till I swooned, 
and was delivered up to a trance in which the rueful reality 
was mixed up with pbantasms more horrible than mau's mind 
can suffer out of the hell of sleep ! 

" Wretched coward that I was to outlive that night ! But 
my mind was weak from great loss of blood — and the blow so 
stunned me that I had not strength of resolution to die. I 
might have torn off the bandages — for nobody watched me — 
and my wounds were thought mortal. But the love of life 
had not welled out with all those vital streams ; and as I 
began to recover, another passion took possession of me — and 
I vowed that there should be atonement and revenge. I was 
not obscure. My dishonour was known through the whole 
army. Not a tent — not a h"ut — in which my name was not 
bandied about — a jest in the mouths of profligate poltroons — 
pronounced with pity by the compassionate brave. I had 
commanded my men with pride. No need had I ever had to 
be ashamed when I looked on our colours ; but no wretch led 
out to execution for desertion or cowardice ever shrunk from 
the sun, and from the sight of human faces arrayed around 
him, with more shame and horror than did I when, on my way 
to a transport, I came suddenly on nay own corps, marching 
to music as if they were taking up a position in the line of 
battle — as they had often done with me at their head — all 
sternly silent before an approaching storm of fire. What 
brought them tliere? To do me honour I Me, smeared with 
infamy, and ashamed to bft my eyes from the mire. Honour 
had been the idol I worshipped — alasl too, too passionately 
far — and now I lay in my litter like a slave sold to stripes — 
and heard as if a legion of demons were mocking me mth 
loud and long huzzas ; and then a confused murmur of bless- 
ings on our noble commander, bo they called me — me, despi- 
cable in my own esteem — scorned, insulted, forsaken — me, 
who could not bind to mine the bosom that for years bad 
touched it — a wretch so poor in power over a woman's heart, 
that no sooner had I left her to her own thoughts than she 
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felt that she had never loved me, and, opening her fair breast 
to a new-bom bliaa, Eacrificed me without remorse — nor could 
bear to think of me any more as her husband — not even for 
sake of that child whom I knew she loved — for no hypocrite 
was she there ; and oh 1 lost creature though she was — even 
now I wonder over that unaccountable desertion — and much 
she must have suffered from the image of that small bed, 
beside which she used to sit for hours, perfectly happy from 
the sight of that face which I too bo often blessed in her 
hearing, because it was bo like her ownl Where is my child? 
Have I frightened her away into the wood by my uufatherly 
looks? She too will come to hate me — oh! see yonder her 
face and her figure like a fairy's, gliding through among the 
broom 1 Sorrow has no buainesa with her — nor she with 
sorrow. Tet — even her how often have I made weep! All 
the unhappiness she has ever known has all come from me ; 
and would I but leave her alone to herself in her affectionate 
innocence, the smile that always lies on her face when she is 
asleep would remain there — only brighter — all the time her 
eyes are awake; but I daeh it away by my unhallowed harsh- 
ness, and people looking on her in her trouble wonder to tliink 
how sad can he the countenance even of a little child. God 
of mercy ! what if she were to die 1 ' ' 

" She will not die — she will live," said the pitying pastor ; 
" and many happy years — my son — are yet in store even for 
you — sorely as you have been tried ; for it is not in nature 
that your wretchedness can endure for ever. She is in herself 
all-sufficient for a father's happiness. Tou prayed just now 
that the Gfod of Mercy would spare her life — and has He not 
spared it? Tender flower as she seems, yet how full of life 1 
Let not then your gratitude to Heaven be barren in your 
heart ; but let it produce there resignation — if need be, con- 
trition — and, above all, forgiveness." 

" Yes I I had a hope to live for — mangled as I was in body, 
and racked in mind — a hope that was a faith — and bitter- 
sweet it was in imagined foretaste of fruition — the hope and 
the faith of revenge. They aaid be would not aim at my life. 
But what was that to me who thirsted for his blood ? Was he 
to escape death, because he dared not wound bone, or flesh, 
or muscle of mine, seeing that the assassin had already stabbed 
my soul? Satisfaction 1 I tell you that I was for revenge. 

TOL, I. 
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Xot tLat hiB blood could wipo out the stain with which my 
name was imbrued, but let it be mixed with the mould ; and - 
ho who invaded my marriage-bed — and hallowed was it bj 
every generous passioa that ever breathed upon woman's 
breast — let him fall down in convulsions, and vomit out hia 
heart's blood, at once in expiation of his guilt, and in retri- 
bution dealt out to him by tbe hand of him whom he bad de- 
graded in the eyes of the whole world beneath the condition 
even of a felon, and delivered over in my misery to contempt 
and scorn. I found him out; — there he was before me — in 
all that beauty by women bo beloved — graceful as Apollo ; 
and with a haughty air, as if proud of an achievement that 
adorned his name, he saluted me — her husband — on tlie field, 
— and let the wind play with bis raven treaaea — his curled 
love-locks — and then preaentod himself to my aim in an 
attitude a statuary would have admired. I shot him through 
the heart." 

The good old man heard tlie dreadful words with a shudder 
— yet tbey had come to his ears not unexpectedly, for the 
speaker's aspect had gradually been growing black with 
wrath, long before be ended in an avowal of murder. Nor, on 
ceaaing hia wild words and distracted demeanour, did it seem 
that bis heart was touched with any remorse. His eyea re- 
tained their savage glare — his t«eth were clenched — and he 
feasted on hia crime. 

"Notliing but a full faith in Divine Bevelatiou," solemnly 
aaid his aged friend, " can subdue the evil passions of our 
nature, or enable conscience itself to see and repent of sin. 
Your wrongs were indeed great — but without a change wrought 
in all your spirit, alas ! my son ! you cannot hope to see the 
kingdom of heaven." 

" Who dares to condemn the deed ? He deserved death — 
and whence was doom to come but from me the Avenger ? I 
took bis life — but once I saved it. I bore Lim from the 
battlements of a fort stormed in vain — after we had all been 
blown op by the springing of a mine ; and from bayonets that 
had di-unk my blood as well as his — and his widowed mother 
' Qe as tbe saviour oi her aon, I told my wife to re- 
ceive him as a brother — and for my sake to feel towards him 

ister's love. Who shall speak of temptation — or frailty — 

infatuatioa to me ? Let the fools hold their peace. His 



THE FIELD OF FLOWERS. 131 

wounds became dearer to lier abaiidoned heart than mine had 1 
ever been ; yet had her cheek lain many a night ou the scara 
that Beamed this breast — for I was not backward in battle, 
and onr place was in the van. I was no coward, that she who 
loved heroism in him Bhould have diBhonouved her hnabi 
True, he was younger by some years than me — and God had | 
given him pernicions beauty — and she was young, too^oh I ] 
the brigbtsBt of all mortal creatures the day she became my | 
bride — nor less bright with that baby at her bosom — a matron 1 
in girlhood's resplendent spring I Ib yoath a plea for wicked- 
ness ? And was I old ? I, who, in spite of all I have suf- 
fered, feel the vital blood yet boiling as to a furnace ; but cut J 
off for ever by her crime from fame and glory — and from a 
soldier in hia proud career, covered with honour in the eyes 
of all my countrymen, changed in an hour into an outlawed 
and nameless slave. My narcie has been borne by a race of 
heroes — the blood in my veins has flowed down a long line of 
illustrious ancestors — and here am I now — a bidden disgnised 
hypocrite — dwelling among peasants — and afraid — ay, afraid, 
because ashamed, to lift my eyes freely from the ground even 
among the solitudes of the mountains, lest some wandering 
stranger should recognise me, and see the brand of ignominy 
ber hand and hia — accursed both — burnt in upon my brow. 
She forsook this bosom — ^but tell me if it was in disgust with 
these my scars ? " 

And as he bared it, distractedly, that noble chest was seen 
indeed disfigured with many a gash — on which a wife might 
well have rested her head with gi'atitnde not less devout 
because of a lofty pride mingUng with life-deep affection. 
But the burst of passion was gone by — and, covering hia face 
with bis hands, be wept like a child, 

" Ob 1 cruel — cruel was her conduct to rae ; yet what has 
mine been to her — for so many years I I could not tear her 
image from my memory — not an hour has it ceased to haunt 
me ; since I came among th-ese mountains, her ghost is for 
ever at my side. I have striven to drive it away with curses, 
but still there is the phantom. Sometimes^beantiful as on 
our marriage-day — all in pwest white — adorned with flowers 
— it wreathes its arms around my neck — and offers its mouth 
to my kisses — and then all at once ia changed into a leering 
WTotcb, retaining a likeness of my bride — then into a corpae. 
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And perhaps sLe is dead — deftd of cold and hunger : she 
whoQi I cherished in all luxury — whose delicate frame seemed 
to bring round itself all Iha purest air and sweetest sunshine 
— she may have expired in tlie very mire — and her body been 
huddled into some hole called a pauper's grave. And I have 
suffered all this to happen her ! Or have I suffered her to 
become one of the miserable multitude who support hated and 
hateful life by prostitution ? Black was Iier crime ; yet hardly 
did she deserve to be one of that howling crew — she whose 
voice was once so sweet, her eyes so pure, and her soul so 
innocent - — for up to the hour I parted with her weeping, no 
evii thought had ever been hers; — then why, ye eternal 
Heavens ! why fell she from that ttphere where ahe shone like 
a star ? Let that raystery that shrouds my mind in darkness 
be lightened — let me see into its heart — and know but the 
meaning of her guilt — and then may I be able to forgive it ; 
but for five years, day and night, it has troubled and con- 
founded me — and from blind and baffled wrath with an ini- 
quity that remains like a pitch-black night through which I 
cannot grope my way, no refuge can I find— and nothing is 
left me but to tear my hair out by handfuls — as, like a mad- 
man, I have done — to curse her by name in the solitary 
glooms, and to call down upon her the curse of God. wicked 
— most wicked 1 Yet He who judges the hearts of His crea- 
tures knows that I have a thousand and a thousand times 
forgiven her, but that a chaBm lay between us, from which, 
the moment that I came to its brink, a voice drove me back 
— I know not whether of a good or evil spirit — and bade me 
leave her to her fate. But she must be dead — and needs not 
now my tears. friend 1 judge me not too sternly — from 
this my confession ; for all my wild words have imperfectly 
expressed to you but parts of my miserable being — and if I 
could lay it all before you, you would pity me perhaps as 
much as condemn — for my worst passions only have now 
foand utterance — all my hetter feelings will not return nor 
abide for words — even I myself have forgotten them ; hut your 
pitying face seems to say, that they will be remembered at 
the Throne of Mercy. I forgive her." And with these words 
he fell down on his knees, and prayed too for pardon to his 
own sins. The old man encouraged him not to despair — it 
needed but a motion of his band to bring the child from her 
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oouob in tlie cover, aud Luoj was folded to her fatlier'e 
heart. The forgiveness was folt to be holy in that embraoo. 

The day had brightened up into more perfect beauty, and 
showers were sporting with sunshine on the blue air of Spring. 
The aky showed something like a rainbow — and the Lake, in 
some parts quite still, and in some breezy, contained at once 
shadowy fragments of wood and rock, and waves that would 
have murmured round the prow of pleasure-boot suddenly 
hoisting a sail. And such a very boat appeared round a pro- 
montory that stretched no great way into the water, and 
formed with a crescent of low meadow-land a bay that was 
the first to feel the wind coming down Glencoin, The boat- 
man was rowing heedlessly along, when a sudden squall 
struck the sail, and in an instant the skiff was upset and went 
down. No shrieks were heard — and the boatman swam 
ashore ; hut a figure was seen struggling where the sail dis- 
appeared — and starting from his knees, he who knevr not fear 
plunged into the Lake, and after desperate exertions brought 
the drowned creature to the side — a female meanly attired — 
seemingly a stranger — and so attenuated that it was plain 
she must have been in a dying state, and had she not thus 
perished, would have had but few days to live. The hair was 
grey — but the face, though withered, was not old — and as she 
lay on tlie greensward, the features were beautiful as well as 
calm in the sunshine. 

He stood over her awhile — as if struck motionlesa — and 
then kneeling beside the body, kissed its lips and eyes — and 
said only, " It is Lucy 1 " 

The old man was close by — and so was that child. They 
too knelt — and the passion of the monmer held him dumb, 
with his face close to the face of death — ghastly its glare 
beside the sleep that knows no waking, and is forsaken by all 
dreams. He opened the bosom — wasted to the bone — in the 
idle thought that she might yet breathe — and a paper dropt 
out into his hand, which he read aloud to himself — uncon- 
scions that any one was near. " I am fast dying — and desire 
to die at your feet. Perhaps you will spurn me — it is right 
you should; but you will see how sorrow has killed the 
wicked wretch who was once your wife. I have lived in 
humble servitude for five years, and have suffered great hard- 
ships. I think I am a penitent — and have been told b^- 
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religious persona that I may hope for pardon from Heaven 1 
Oh 1 that yon would forgive me too ! and let me have one look 
at our Lucy. I will linger about the Field of Flowers — perhaps 
you will come there, and aee me lie down and die on the very 
spot where we passed a summer day the weekof our marriage." 

" Not thus could I have kissed thy lips — Lucy — had they 
been red with life. White are they — and white must they 
long have been 1 No pollution on them — nor on that poor 
bosom now. Contrite tears had long since washed out thy 
sin. A feeble hand traced these lines — and in them a humble 
heart said nothing but God's truth. Child — behold yonr 
mother. Art thou afraid to touch the dead? " 

" No — father — I am not afraid to kiss her lips — as you did 
now. Sometimes, when you thought me asleep, I have heard 
you praying for my mother." 

" Oh I child ! cease — cease — or my heart will burst.'' 

People began to gather about the body — bnt awe kept them 
aloof; and as for removing it to a house, none who saw it 
but knew such care would have been vain, for doubt there 
could be none that there lay death. So the groups remained 
for a while at a distance — even the old pastor went a good 
many paces apart ; and under the shadow of that tree the 
father and oliild composed her limbs, and closed her eyes, and 
continued to sit beside ber, as still as if they had been watch- 
ing over one asleep. 

That death was seen by all to be a strange calamity to 
him who had lived long among them — had adopted many of 
their customs — and was even as one of themselves — so it 
seemed — in the familiar intercourse of man with man. Some 
dim notion that this was the dead body of his wife was enter- 
tained by many, they knew not why; and their clergyman 
felt that then there needed to be neither concealment nor 
avowal of the truth. So in solemn sympathy they approached 
the body and its watchers ; a bier had been prepared : and 
walking at the head, as if it had been a funeral, the Father of 
little Lucy holding her hand, silently directed the procession 
towards bis own house — out of the Field of Flowers. 
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Hate you any intention, dear reader, of builiiing a houae \ 
in the country? If you have, pray, for your own sake and 
ours, let it not bo a Cottage. We presume tlmt you are I 
obliged to ]ive, one half of the year at leaat, in a town. Then 
why change altogether the character of your domicile and 
your establishment? You are an inhabitant of Edinburgh, 
and have a house in the Circus, or Heriot Row, or Abetcromby 
Place, or Queen Street. The said house has five or six 
storiea, and is such a palace ae one might espect in the City 
of Palaces, Your drawing-rooms can, at a pinch, hold Bome 
tan score of modem Athenians — your dining-room might feast 
one half of the contributors to Blackwood's Magw^ine — year i 
"placens uxor" has lier boudoir — your eldest daughter, now 1 
verging on womanhood, her mnsic-room — your boys their own 
studio — the governess her retreat — and the tutor his den — 
the housekeeper sita liie an overgrown spider in her own 
sanctum — the butler bargains for his dim apartment — and 
the four maids must have their front area-window. In short, 
from cellarage to garret all is complete, and Number Forty- 
two ia really a splendid mansion. 

Now, dear reader, far be it from us to question the pro- 
priety or prudence of such an establishment. Your house 
was not built for nothing — it was no easy thing to get the 
painters out — the furnishing thereof was no trifle — the fea- 
duty is really unreasonable — and taxes are taxes still, not- 
withstanding the principlea of free trade, and the universal 
prosperity of the country. Servants are wasteful, and their 
wages absurd — and the whole style of living, with long- 
necked bottles, most extravagant. But still we do not object 
to your establishment — far from it, we admire it much ; nor 
is there a single bouse in town where we make ourselves more 
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agreeable to a late hour, or that we leave with a greater quan- 
tity of wine of a good quality under our girdle. Few things 
would give us more temporary uneaeineaa, than to hear of any 
embarraBsment in your money concerns. We are not people 
to forget good fare, we assure you ; and long and far may all 
shapes of sorrow keep aloof &om the hospitable board, whe- 
ther illuminated by gaa, oil, or mutton. 

Sut what we were going to say is this — that the head 
of such a house ought not to live, when ruralising, in a 
Cottage. He ought to be couBisteat. Nothing so beautiful 
as consistency. What then is so abaard as to cram yourself 
your wife, your numerous progeny, and yoar scarcely less 
numerous menials, into a concern called a Cottage ? The 
ordinary heat of a baker's oven is very few degrees above 
that of a brown stndy, during the month of July, in a sub- 
stantial, Jow-roofed Cottage. Then the smell of the kitchen I 
How it aggravates the sultry oloseneaa ! A strange, com- 
pounded, inexplicable smoll of animal, vegetable, and mineral 
matter. It is at the worst during the latter part of the fore- 
noon, when everything has been got into preparation for 
cookery. There is then nothing savoury about the smell — it 
is dull, dead — almost catacombish. A small baok-kitcheu has 
it in its power to destroy the sweetness of any Cottage. Add 
a BOuUery, and the three are omnipotent. Of the eternal 
clashing of pots, pans, plates, trencher?, and general crockery, 
we now say nothing ; indeed, the sound somewhat rehevea the 
smell, and the ear comes occasionally in to the aid of the nose. 
Snoh noises are vrindfalls ; but not so the scolding of cook 
and butler — at first low and tetchy, with pauses — then sharp, 
but still interrupted — by-and-by, loud and ready in reply — 
finally a discordant gabble of vulgar fury, like maniacs quar- 
relling in Bedlam. Hear it you must — you and all the 
strangers. To explain it away is impossible ; and your fear 
is, that Alecto, Tiaiphone, or Megtera, will come flying into 
the parlour with a bloody cleaver, dripping with the butler's 
brains. During the time of the quarrel the spit baa been 
standing still, and a gjgot of the five-year-old black-face 
burnt on one side to a cinder. — " To dinner with what appe- 
tite yon may." 

It would be quite unpardonable to forget one especial smell 
which irretrievably ruined our happiness during a whole sum- 
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mer — tlie smell of a, dead rat. The acuursed vermin died 
Bomewliare in the Cottage ; but whether beneath a floor, within 
luth acd plaster, or in roof, baffled the oonjectnrea of 
most eagaoiouB. The whole family used to walk about the 
Cottage for hours every day, sauffing on a travel of discovery; 
and we distinctly remember the face of one elderly maiden- 
lady at the moment she thought she had traced the source ol 
the fum^e to the wall behind a window- shutter. But even at 
the very same instant we ourselves had proclaimed it with 
open nostril from a press in an opposite corner. TeiTiera 
were procured — but the dog Billy himself would have been at 
fault. To pull down the whole Cottage would have been dif- 
fioult — at least to build it up again would have been so ; bo 
we had to submit. Custom, they say, is second nature, but 
not when a dead rat is in the house. No, none can ever be- 
come accustomed to that ; yet good springs out of evil — for 
the live rats could not endnre it, and emigrated to a friend's 
house, about a mile off, who has never had a sound night's 
rest from that day. We have not revisited our Cottage for 
several years: but time does wonders, and we were lately 
told by a person of some veracity that the smell was then 
nearly gone; but our informa.nt is a gentleman of blunted 
olfaotory nerves, having been engaged from seventeen to 
seventy in a soap-work. 

Smoke too. More especiaDy that mysterious and infernal 
sort, called baok-smoke 1 The old proverb, " No smoke with- 
out fire," is a base lie. We have seen smoke without fire in 
every room in a moat delightful Cottage we inhabited during 
the dog-days. The moment you rushed for refuge even into 
a closet, you were blinded and stifled ; nor shall we ever for- 
get our horror on being within an ace of smotheration in the 
oellar. At last, we groped onr way into the kitchen. Nei- 
ther cook nor jack was visible. We heard, indeed, a whirring 
and revolving noise — 'and then suddenly Girzie swearing 
through the mist. Yet all this wliile people were admiring 
our Cottage from a distance, and especially this self-samo 
accursed back-smoke, some portions of which had made an 
excursion up the chimneys, and was wavering away in a 
spiral form to the sky, in a style captivating to Mr Price on 
the Picturesque. 

No doubt, there are many things very romantic about a 
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Cottage. Creepers, for example. Why, sir, these creepers 
are the most mischievouB nuisance that can afflict a family. 
There ia no occaeion for mentioning names, but — devil take 
all parasites. Some of the rogues will actoally grow a couple 
of inches upon you in one day's time ; and when all other 
honest plants are asleep, the creepers are hard at it all night 
long, stretching out their toes and their fingers, and catching 
an inestrioahlB hold of every wall they can reach, till, finally, 
you see them thrusting tbeit impudent heads through tlie 
very slates. Then, like other low-bred creatures, they are 
covered with veroiin. All manner of moths — the most 
grievous grubs — slimy slugs — spiders spinning toils to 
ensnare the caterpillar — earwigs and slaters, that would raise 
the gorge of a country curate — wood-lioe — the slaver of 
gowk's -spittle— midges — jocka-with-the- many-legs ; in short, 
the whole plague of insects infest that — Virgin's bower. 
Open the lattice for half an hour, and you find yourself in an 
entomological museum. Then there are no pins fixing down, 
the specimens. All these beetles are alive, more especially 
the enormous blackguard crawling behind your ear. A moth 
plumps into your tumbler of Cold negus, and goes whirling 
round in rneal, till he makes absolute porritch. As you open 
your mouth in amazement, the large blue-bottle fly, having 
made his escape from the spJJers, and seeing that not a 
moment is to be lost, precipitates himself head-foremost down 
your throat, and is felt, after a few ineffectual struggles, set- 
thng in despair at the very bottom of your stomach. Still, 
no person will be so unreasonable as to deny that creepers on 
a Cottage are most beautiful. For the sake of their beauty, 
some little sacrifice must be made of one's comforts, especially 
as it is only for one half of the year, and last really was a 
most delightful summer. 

How truly romantic is a thatch roof 1 The eaves how com- 
modious for sparrows I What a paradise for rats and mice ! 
What a comfortable colony of vermin 1 They all bore their 
own tunnels in every direction, and the whole interior be- 
comes a Cretan Jabyrinth. Frush, frush becomes the whole 
cover in a few seasons ; and not a bird can open his wing, not 
a rat switch his tail, without scattering the straw like cbaff. 
Eternal repairs! Look when you will, and haK-a-dozen 
thatchers are riding on the rigging ; of all operatives the 
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moat inoperative. Then there is always one of the number 
descending the ladder for a horn of ale. Without warning, 
the straw is all used up ; and no more fit for the purpose can ■ 
be got within twenty milea. They hint heather — and yoa 
sigh for slate — the beautiful sky-blue, sea-green, BallachuIiBh 
alato I But the summer is nearly over and gone, and you 
mnst be flitting baok to the city; so you let the job stand 
over lo spring, and the Boaking rains and bdows of a long 
winter search the Cottage to its heart's-core, and every fioor 
is ere long laden with a crop of fungi — the bed-posts are orna- 
mented curiously with lichens, and mosses bathe the n 
with their various and inimitable lustre. 

Everything is romantic that is pastoral — and what mora 
pastoral than sheep ? Accordingly, living in a Cottage, yoa 
kill your own mutton. Great lubberly Leiceeters or South- 
downs are not worth the mastication, so you keep the email 
black-face. Stone walls are ugly things, you think, near a 
Cottage, BO you have raUs or hurdles. Day and night are 
the small black-face, out of pure spite, bouncing through or 
over all impediments, after an adventurous leader, and, de- 
Bpisiug the daisied turf, keep nibbling away at all your rare 
flowering shrubs, till yom- avenue is a desolation. Every 
twig has ita Httle ball of wool, and it is a rare time for the 
nest-makers. You purchase a collie, but he compromiees the 
affair vdth the fleecy nation, and contents himself with bark- 
ing all night long at the moon, if there happen to be one — if 
not, at the firmament of his kennel. You are too humane to 
hang or drown Luath, so yoa give him to a iriend. But 
Lnath is in love with the cook, and pays her nightly visits. 
A&aid of being entrapped should he step into tlie kennel, he 
takes up his station, after supper, on a knoll within ear-range, 
and pointing his snout to the stars, joins tlio music of the 
spheres, and is himself a perfect Sirius. The gardener at 
last gets orders to shoot him — and the gun being somewhat 
rusty, bursts and blows off hie left band — so that Andrew 
Fairservice retires on a pension- 

Of all breeds of cattle we most admire the Aldemey. They 
are slim, delicate, wild-deer-looking creatures, that give an 
air to a Cottage. But they are most capricious milkers. Of 
coarse you make your own butter ; that is to say, with the 
addition of a dozen purchased pounds weekly, you are not 
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very often out of that commodity. Then, once or twice in 
a Bummer, they suddenly lose their temper, and chase the 
govemesB and your daughters over the edge of a gravel-pit. 
Nothing they like so much as the tender sprouts of cauli- 
flower, nor do they abhor green pease. The garden-hedge is 
of privet — a pretty fence, and fast growing, but not formidable 
to a fonr-year-old. On going to eat a few gooseberries by 
sunrise, you atart a covey of cows, that in their alarm plunge 
into the hot-bed with a smash, as if all the glass in the island 
had been broken — and rushing out at the gate at the ciitical 
instant little Tommy is tottering in, they leave the heir-appa- 
lent, scarcely deserving that name, half hidden in the border. 
There is no sale for such outlandish animals in the home- 
market, and it is not Mai'tinmas, so you must make a present 
of them to the president or five silver- cup nian of an agricul- 
tural society, and you receive in return a soiTy red round, 
desperately saltpetred, at Christmas. 

What is a Cottage in the country, unless " your banks are 
all furnished with beea, whose murmurs invito one to sleep?" 
There the hives stand, like four-and-twenty fiddlers all in a 
row. Not a more harmless insect in all this world than a 
bee. Wasps are devils incarnate, but bees are fleshly sprites, 
as amiable as industrious. You are strolling along in dehght- 
ful mental vacuity, looking at a poem of Barry Cornwall's, 
when smack comes an infuriated honey-toaker against your 
eyelid, and plunges into you the fortieth part of an inch of 
sting saturated in venom. The wretch clings to your lid like 
a burr, and it feels as if he had a million claws to hold 
him on while he is darting Ida weapon into your eyeball. 
Your banks are indeed wuU furnished with bees, but their 
murmurs do not invite you to sleep ; on the contrary, away 
you fly like a madman, bolt into your wife's room, and roar 
out for the recipe. The whole of one side of your face 
is most absurdly BwoUen, while the other is in statu quo. 
One eye is dwindled away to almost nothing, and is peering 
forth from its rainbow- coloured envelope, while tlie other is 
open as day to melting charity, and shining over a cheek of 
the purest crimson. Infatuated maul Why could you not 
purchase your honey? Jemmy Thomson, the poet, would 
have let you have it, from Habbie's Howe, the true Pentland 
elixir, for five shillings the pint ; for daring this season both 
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the heather aad Uie clover were prolific of the honey-dew, 
and the Sfcepa rejoiced over all Scotland on a thousand hills. 

We could tell many stories about bees, but that would be 
leading us away from the main argument. We remember 
reading in an Ainerioan newspaper, some years ago, that the 
United States lost one of their most upright and erudite 
judges by bees, which stang hiiu to death in a wood while he 
was going the circuit. Ahout a year afterwards, we read 
in the same newspaper, " We are afraid we have lost another 
judge by bees;" and then followed a somewhat frightful de- 
scription of the aasasaination of another American Blackstone 
by the same insects. We could not fail to sympathise with 
both sufferers ; for in the summer of the famous comet we 
ourselves had nearly shared the same fate. Our Newfound- 
lander upset a hive in his vagaries — and the whole swarm 
unjustly attacked us. The buzz was an absolute roar — and 
for the first time in our lives we were under a cloud. Such 
buzzing in our hair! and of what avail were fifty-times- 
waahed nankeen breeches against the Polish Lancers ? With 
our trusty crutch we made thousands bite the dust — but the 
wounded and dying ci-awled up our legs, and stung us cruelly 
over the lower regions. At last we took to flight, and found 
shelter in the ice-house. But it seemed as if a new hive had 
been disturbed in that cool grotto. Again we sallied out, 
stripping off gannent after garment, till, inpuris natitraUbm, 
we leaped into a window, which happened to be that of the 
drawing-room, where a large party of ladies and gentlemen were 
awaiting the dinner-bell — but fancy must dream the rest. 

We now offer a set of Blacktoood's Magazine to any scien- 
tiSc character who will answer this seemingly simple ques- 
tion — what is Damp? Quicksilver is a joke to it, for getting 
into or out of any place. Capricious as damp is, it is faithful 
in its affection to all Cottages om6es. What more pleasant 
than a bow-window ? You had better, however, not sit with 
your back against the waD, for it is as blue and ropy as that 
of a charnel-house. Probably the wall is tastily papered — a 
vine-leaf pattern perhaps — or something spriggy — or in the 
aviary line — or, mayhap, haymakers, or shepherds piping in 
the dale. But all distinctiona are levelled in the mould — 
Phyllis has a black patch over her eye, and Strephon seems 
to be playing on a pair of bellows. Damp delights to descend 
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chiraneya, and is one of amoke's most powerful auxiliaries. 
It is ft thoiisaod pities you hung up— just in that unlucky 
spot — Grecian Williams's TLebes — for now one of the finest 
water-colour paintings in the world is not worth six-and- 
eightpence. There is no lining ia the country without a 
library. Take down, with all due caution, that enormous 

le, the Excursion, and let us hear somethiug of the Pedlar, 
ind to the invention of piinting. Lo and behold, 
indeed 1 You cannot help turning over twenty 
leaves at once, for they are all amalgamated in must and 
mouldineBS. Lord Byron himself is no better than an Egyp- 
tian mummy ; and the Great Unknown addresses you in 
hierogjyphicfi. 

We have heard different opinions maintained on the subject 
of damp sheetH. For our own part, we always wish to feel 
the difference between sheets and cerements. We hate every- 
thing clammy. It is awkward, on leaping out of bed to 
admire the moon, to drag along with you, glued round your 
body and members, the whole paraphernalia of the couch. 
It can never be good for rheumatism — problematical even for 
fever. Now, be candid — did you ever eleep in perfectly dry 
sheets in a Cottage om^e ? You would not like to say " No, 
never," in the morning — privately, to boat or hostesB, But 
confess pubUcly, and trace your approaching retirement from 
all the troubles of this life, to the dimity- curtained cubiculum 
on Tweedside. 

We know of few events so reatorative as the arrival of a 
coachful of one's friends, if the house be roomy. But if every- 
thing there be on a small Boale, how tremendous a sudden 
importation of live cattle I The children are all trundled 
away out of the Cottage, and their room given up to the young 
ladies, with all its enigmatieal and emblematical wall-tracery. 
The caftain ia billeted in the boudoir, on a shake-down. My 
lady's maid must positively pass the night in the butler's 
pantry, and the valet makes a dormitory of the store-room. 
Where the old gentleman and bis spouse have been disposed 
of, remains as controversial a point as the authorship of Junius ; 
but next morning at the breakfast-table, it appears that all 
have survived the night, and the hospitable hostess remarks, 
with a self-complacent smile, that small as the Cottage ap- 
pears, it has wonderful accommodation, and could have easily 
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admitted half-a-dozen more patiente. Tlie viaitors politely 
request to be favoured with a plan of bo very commodious a 
Cottage, but silently swear never again to sleep in a house of 
one story, till life's brief tale be told. ^^m 

Bat not one half the comforts of a Cottage have yet beeifi^^H 
enumerated — nor shall they be by us at the present juncturs. ^^^ 
Snffice it to add, that the strange coachman had been per- 
suaded to put up his horses in the outhouBes, instead of talcing 
them to an excellent inn about two miles off. The old black 
long-tailed steeds, that had dragged the vehicle for nearly 
twenty years, had been lodged in what was called the Stable, 
and the horse behind had been introduced into the byre. As 
bad luck would have it, a small, sick, and surly shelty was in 
his stall ; and without the slightest provocation, he had, 
during the night-watches, so handled his heels against Mr 
Fox, that he had not left the senior a leg to stand upon, while 
he had bit a lump out of the buttocks of Mr Pitt little less 
than an orange. A cow, afraid of her calf, had oomtnitted an 
assault on the roadster, and tore up hie flank with her crooked 
horn as clean as if it had been a ripping chisel. The party 
had to proceed with post-horses ; and although Mr Dick be at 
onoe one of the most skilful and most moderate of veterinary 
Burgeons, his biU at tho end of autumn was necessarily as 
long as that of a proctor. Mr Fox gave np the ghost — Mr 
Pitt was put on the superannuated list — and Joseph Hume, 
the hack, was sent to the dogs. 

To this condition, then, we must come at last, that if yon 
build at all in the country, it must be a mansion three stories 
high, at tlie lowest — large airy rooms — roof of slates and lead 
— and walls of the freestone or the Roman cement. No small 
black-faces, no Alderneya, no beehives. Buy all your vivres, 
and live hie a gentleman. Seldom or never be without a 
houseful of company. If you manage your family matters 
properly, you may have your time nearly as much at your own 
disposal as if you were the greatest of hunkses, and never 
gave but unavoidable dinners. Let the breakfast-gong sound 
at ten o'clock — quite soon enough. The young people will 
have been romping about the parlours or the purlieus for a 
couple of hours — and will all make their appwrance in the 
beauty of high health and high spirits. Chat away as long 
as need be, after muffins and mutton-bam, in small groups on 
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aofaa and settees, and then slip you away to your library, U> 
add B, chapter to your novel, or your history, or to any other 
task that is to make you immortal. Let gigs and cuiTiclea 
draw up in the circle, and the wooing and botrothed wheel 
away aoroas a few parishes. Let the pedestrians saunter off 
into the woods or to the hill-side — the anglers be off to loch or 
river. No great barm even in a game or two at billiardg — if 
Huch be of any the one — sagacious spinsters of a certain age, 
etaid dowagers, and bachelora of sedentary habits, may have 
recourse, without blame, to the chess or backgammon board. 
At two lunch — and at six the dinner-gong will bring the 
whole flock together, all dressed — mind that — aU dressed, for 
slovenliness is an abomination. Let no elderly gentleman, 
however biliima and rich, seelt to monopolise a young lady — 
but study the nature of things. Champagne, of course, and 
if not all the delicacies, at least all the substantialities, of the 
season. Join the ladies in about two hours — a little elevated 
or 90 — almost imperceptibly — but still a little elevated or so ; 
then music — whispering in comers — if moonlight and stars, 
ihen an hour's out-of-door study of astronomy — no very regular 
supper — but an appearance of plates and tumblers, and to bed, 
to happy dreams and slumbers light, at the witching hour. 
Let no gentleman or lady snoTC, if it caR be avoided, lest they 
aunoy the crickets ; and if yon hear any extraordinary noise 
round and round about the mansion, be not alarmed, for why 
should not the owls choose their own hour of revelry? 

Fond as we are of the coantry, we would not, had we our 
option, live there all the year round. We should just wish to 
linger into the winter about as far as the middle of December 
— then to a city — say at once Edinburgh, There is as good 
akating-ground, and as good curling-ground, at Lochend and 
Duddingston, as anywhere ia all Scotland — nor is there any- 
where else better beef and greens. There ia no perfection 
anywhere, but Edinburgh society is excellent. We are cer- 
tainly agreeable citizens ; with just a sufficient spice of party 
spirit to season the feast of reason and the flow of soul, and to 
prevent society froco becoming drowsily unanimous. Without 
the fillip of a little scandal, honest people would faU asleep ; 
and surely it is far preferable to that to abuse one's friends 
with moderation. Even Literature and the Belles Lettres are 
not entirely useless ; and onr Human Life would not be so 
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deligbtfal as that of Mr Rogers, without a few occasion^ 
Noctfla AmbroBianse, 

But the title of our article recalls our wandering thoughts, 
and onr talk must be of Cottages. Now, think not, beloved 
reader, that we care not for Cottages, for that would indeed 
be a gross mistake. But our very Sections are philosophical ; 
our sympathies have all their source in reason ; and our admi- 
ration is always built on the foundation of truth. Taste, and 
feeling, and thought, and experience, and knowledge of thi» 
life's conoema, are all indispensable to the true delights the 
imagination experiences in beholding a beautiful bond Jide 
Cottage. It must be the dwelling of the poor ; and it is that 
which gives it its whole character. By the poor, we mean 
not paupers, beggars ; but families who, to eat, must work, 
and who, by working, may still be able to eat. Plain, coarse, 
not scanty, but unsuperfluous fare is theirs from yeai's-end to 
year's-end, excepting some decent and grateful change on 
chance holidays of nature's own appointment — a wedding or 
a christening, or a funeral. Yes, a funeral ; for when this 
mortal coil is shuffled off, why should the hundreds of people 
that come trooping over muirs and mosses to see the body 
deposited, walk so many miles, and lose a whole day's work, 
without a dinner? And if there be a dinner, should it not 
be a good one ? And if a good one, will the company not be 
social P But this is a subject for a luture paper, nor need 
such paper be of other than a cheerful character. Poverty, 
then, is the builder and beautifier of all huts and cottages. 
But the views of honest poverty are always hopeful and pro- 
spective. Strength of muscle and strength of mind form a 
truly Holy Alhance; and the future brightens before the 
steadfast eyes of trust. Therefore, when a house is built in 
the valley, or on the hill-side — be it that of the poorest cottar 
— there is some little room, or nook, or spare place, which 
hope consecrates to the future. Better times may come — a 
shilling or two may be added to the week's wages — parsimony 
may accumulate a small capital in tlie Savings-bank sufficient 
to purchase an old eight-day clock, a chest of drawers for the 
wife, a curtained bed for the lumber-place, which a little 
labour will convert into a bedroom. It is not to be thought 
that the pasture-fields become every year greener, and the 
cornfields every harvest more yellow — that the hedgeroVS 

VOL. [. 



I 



L 



1146 BECRKATIOSS OF CHBISTOFUKR KOKTH. 

grow to thicker frag^nce, and the birch-tree waves its tressea 
liiglier in the air, and expands its white-riuded stem almoet 
to the bulk of a tree of tiie forest — and yet that there shall be 
no visible progress from good to better in the dwelling of 
those whose hands and hearts thus cultivate the soil into 
rejoicing beauty. As the wliolo land prospers, so does each 
individual dwelling. Every ten years, the observing eye sees 
a new expression on the face of the silent earth ; the law of 
labour is no melancholy lot ; for to industry the yoke is easy, 
and content is its own exceeding great reward. 

Therefore, it does our heart good to look on a Cottage. 
Here the objections to straw-roofs have no application. A 
few Bparrows chirping and fluttering in the eaves can do no 
great harm, and they serve to amuse the children. The very 
baby in tlie cradle, when all the family are in the fields, 
mother and aU, hears the cheerful twitter, and is reconciled to 
solitude. The quantity of com that a few sparrows can eat — 
greedy creatures as they are — cannot be very deadly ; and it 
is chiefly in the winter-time that they attack tlie Blacks, when 
there is much excuse to be made on the plea of hunger. As 
to the destruction of a little thatch, why, there is not a boy 
about the house, above ten years, who is not a thatoher, and 
there ia no expense in such repairs. Let the honeysuckle, 
too, steal up the wall, and even blind unchecked a comer of 
the kitchen- window. Its fragrance will often cheer uncon- 
sciously the labourer's heart, as, in the mid-day hour of rest, 
he sits dandling hia child on his knee, or converses with the 
passing pedlar. Let the moss-rosa tree flourish, that its 
bright blush-balls may dazzle in the kirk the eyes of the lover 
of fair Helen Irwin, as they rise and fall with every move- 
ment of a bosom yet happy in its virgin innocence. Nature 
does not spread in vain her flowers in flush and fragrance 
over every obscure nook of earth. Simple and pure is the 
delight they inspire. Not to the poet's eye alone ia their 
language addressed. The beautiful symbols arc understood 
by lowliest minda ; and while the philosophical Wordsworth 
speaks of the meanest flower that blows giving a joy too deep 
for tears, so do all mankind feel the exquisite truth of Bums'a 
more simple address to the "mountain- daisy which his plough- 
share had upturned. The one touches sympathies too pro- 
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found to be general — tlie other epeake as a Bon of the soil 
affected by the fate of the most familiar flower that springa 
from the bosom of our common dust. 

Generally speaking, there has been a spirit of improvement 
at work, during these last twenty years, upon all the Cottages 
in Sootlaad, The villages are certainly much neater and 
cleaner than formerly, and in very few respects, if any, posi- 
tively offensive. Perhaps none of them have— nor ever will 
have — the exquisite trimness, the habitual and hereditary 
raatio elegance, of the best villages of England. There, even 
the idle and worthless have an instinctive love of what is 
decent, and orderly, and pretty in their habitations. The very 
drunkard must have a well-sanded floor, a clean-swept hearth, 
clear-polished furniture, and uncobwebbed walls to the room 
in whioh he quaffa, guzzles, and smokes himself into stupidity. 
His wife may be a scold, but seldom a slattern — Ids children 
HI taaght, but well appareDed. Much of this ia observable 
even among the worst of the class ; and, no doubt, such things 
must also have their effect in tempering and reatrainiug ex- 
cesses. Whereas, on the other band, the house of a well- 
behaved, well-doing English villager is a perfect model of 
comfort and propriety. In Scotland, the houaes of the disso- 
lute are always dens of diit, and disorder, and distraction. All 
ordinary goings-on are jnestricably confused — meals eaten in 
different nooks, and at no regular hour — nothing in its right 
place or time — the whole abode as if on the eve of a flitting ; 
while, with few exceptions, even in the dwelhiigs of the best 
families in the village, one may detect occasional forgetfnlnees 
of trifling matters, that, if remembered, would be found greatly 
conducive to comfort — occasional insensibilities to what would 
be gracefid in their condition, and might be secured at little 
expense and leas trouble — occasional blindness to minute 
deformities that mar the aspect of the household, and which 
an awakened eye would sweep away as absolute nuisances. 
Perhaps the very depth of their affections — the solemnity of 
their religious thoughts — and the reflective spirit in which 
they carry on the warfare of life — hide from them the percep- 
tion of what, after all, is of such very inferior moment, and 
even create a sort of austerity of character which makes them 
disregard, too much, trifles that appear to have no influence or 
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Connection witL tlie eBseuce of weal or woe. Yet if tliere 
any trnth jo tliiB, it affords, we confesB, an explanation rati 
than a JQBtification. 

Our bofiiness at present, however, is rather with single Cot- 
tages than with villages. We Scottish people have, for Bome 
years past, heen doing all we oould to make onrselvea ridicD- 
lous, by claiming for our capital the name of Modem Athens, 
and talking all manner of nonsense about a city which stands 
nobly on its own proper foundation ; while we have kept our 
mouths comparatively shut about the beauty of out hills and 
vales, and the rational happiness that everywhere overflows 
onr native land. Our character ia to be found in the country ; 
and therefore, gentle reader, behold along with ub a specimen 
of Scottieh scenery. It is not above some four miles long- 
breadth somewhere about a third of its length ; a fair oblon| 
sheltered and secluded by a line of varied emineni 
of which lies the power of cultivation, and over others the 
vivid verdore peculiar to a pastoral region ; while, telling of 
disturbed times past for ever, stand yonder the ruins of an old 
fortalico or keep, picturesque in its deserted decay. The 
plough has stopped at the edg« of the profitable and beautiful 
coppice-woode, and encircled the tall elm-grove. The rooky 
pasturage, with its cloveiy and daisied turf, is alive witli sheep 
and cattle — its briery knolls with birds — its broom and whina 
with bees — and its wimpling bum with trouts and minnowa 
glancing through the shallows, or leaping among the cloud of 
insectfl that glitter over its pools. Here and there a cottage 
— not above twenty in all— one low down in the holm, anothaf 
on a cliff beside the waterfall ; that is the mill — another breala 
ing the horizon in its more ambitious station — ani 
up at the hill-foot, where there is not a single tree, only shrubrf: 
and brackens. On a bleak day, there is but little beauty m 
such a glen ; but when the sun is cloudless, and all the light 
serene, it is a place where poet or painter may see visions and- 
dream dreams, of the very age of gold. At such seasons, thei* 
ia a home-felt feeling of humble reahty, blending with Uw 
emotions of imagination. In euch places, the low-born high' 
Bonled poets of old breatlied forth their songs, and hymns, and 
elegies — the undying lyrical poetry of the heart of Scotland, 

Take the remotest Cottage first in order, Hillfoot, and hear 
who are its inmates — ^the Schoolmaster and his spouse. The 
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Bchoolhouse stands on a little an appropriated piece of gronntl 
— at least it seemB to be so — quite at the head of the glen ; 
for there the hills sink down on each side, and afford an easy 
access to the seat of learning from two neighbouring vales, 
both in the same pariah, Pei'hapa fifty scholars are there 
taught — and with their small fees, and his small salary, Allan 
Easton. is contented. Allan was originally intended for the 
Chnroh ; but some peccadilloes obstructed his progress with 
the Presbytery, and he never was a preacher. That disap- 
pointment of all his hopes was for many years grievously felt, 
and somewhat soured his mind with the world. It is often 
impoasihle to recover ono single false step in the slippery road 
of life — and Allan Easton, year after year, saw himself falling 
ferther and farther into the rear of almoet all his conteraporariea. 
One became a minister, and got a manse, with a stipend of 
twenty chalders ; another grew into an East India Nabob ; one 
married the laird's widow, and kept a pack of hounds — another 
expanded into a colonel — one cleared a plum by a cotton-mill 
— another became the Crcesus of a bank — while Allan, who 
had beat them all hollow at all the classes, wore second-hand 
clothes, and lived on the same fare with the poorest hind in 
the parish. He bad married, rather too late, the partner of his 
frailties — and after many trials^ and, as he thought, not a few 
pereecutiona, he got settled at last, when his head, not very 
old, was getting grey, and his face somewhat wrinkled. Hia 
wife, during his worst poverty, had gone again into service, 
the lot, indeed, to which she had been born ; and AUan had 
struggled and starved upon private teaching. His appoint- 
ment to the parish school had, therefore, been to them both a 
blessed elevation. The office was respectable — and loftier 
ambition had long been dead. Now they are old people — 
considerably upwards of siaty — and twenty years' professional 
life have converted Allan Easton, once the wild and eccentric 
genius, into a staid, solemn, formal, and pedantic pedagogue. 
All his scholars love him, for even in the discharge of such 
very bumble duties, talents make themselves felt and respected; 
and the kindness of an affectionate and once sorely wounded, 
but now healed heart, is never lost upon the susceptible 
imaginations of the young. Allan has sometimes sent out no 
contemptible scholars, as scholars go in Scotland, to the 
ODiverBities ; and his heart hae wanned within him when he 
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Laa read tlieir names, in the newspaper from the manse, 
list of euccessfal competitors for piizes. During vacatit 
time, Allan and his aponse leave tiieir cottage locked up, a 
disappear, none know exactly whither, on viaite to an old friend 
or two, who have not altogether forgotten them in their 
obscurity. Daring the rest of the year, his only ont-of-doors 
amusement is an afternoon's angling, an art in which it is 
univeraally allowed he excels all mortal men, both in river and 
looh ; and often, during the long winter nights, when the 
shepherd is walking by his dwelling, to visit his " ain lassie," 
down the burn, he hears Allan's fiddle playing, in the soiitaiy 
silence, some one of those Scottish melodies, that we know not 
whether it be cheerful or plaintive, but soothing to every heart 
that has been at all acquainted with grief. Rumour says too, 
bot rumour has not a sorupuloos conscience, that the School- 
master, when he meets with pleasant company, either at home 
or a friend's house, is not averse to a hospitable cup, and that 
then the memories of other days crowd upon his brain, and 
loosen hia tongue into eloquence. Old Susan keeps a sharp 
warning eye upon, her husband on all such occasions ; but 
Allan braves its glaacea, and ia forgiven. 

We see only the uncertain glimmer of their dwelling through 
the !ow-iying mist ; and therefore we cannot describe it, as if 
it were cloarly before our eyes. But should yon ever chance to 
angle your way up to Hillpoot, admire Allan Easton's flower- 
garden, and the jargonelle pear-tree on the southern gable. 
The climate is somewhat high, but it is not cold ; and, except 
when the spring-froBts come late and sharp, there do all blos- 
soms and fruits abound, on every shrub and tree native to 
Scotland. You wiU hardly know how to distinguish — or 
rather, to speak in clerkly phrase, to analyse the sound preva- 
lent over the fields and air ; for it is made up of that of the 
burn, of bees, of old Susan's wheel, and the hum of the busy 
school. But now it is the play-hour, and Allan Easton comes 
into his kitchen for his frugal dinner. Brush up your Latin, 
and out with a few of the largest trouts in your pannier, Susan 
fries them in fresh butter and oatmeal — the greyhaired peda- 
gogue asks a blessing — and a merrier man, within the hmits 
of becoming mirth, you never passed an hour's talk vrithal. 
So much for Allan Easton and Susan hia spouse. 

You look as if you wished to ask who inhabits the Cottage 



1 



COTTAGES. 

— on the left hand yonder — that stares upon ua with four front 
windows, and pricks up its oars like a new-started hi ' '"' 
sir, that was once a Shooting-bos. It was built about twenty 
years ago, by a eporting geutleman of two excellent double- 
barrelled guns, and three stanch pointers. He attempted to 
li^e there, several times, from the 12th of August till the end 
of September, and went pluffing disconsolately among the hills 
from sunrise to sunset. He has been long dead and buried ; 
and the Box, they say, is now haunted. It has been attempted 
to be let furnished, and there is now a board to that effect 
hung out like an escutcheon. Picturesque people say it ruins 
the whole beauty of the glen ; but we must not think so, for it 
is not in the power of the ngUest house that ever was built f o 
do that, althougli, to effect such a purpose, it is unquestionably 
a skilful contrivance. The window-sbuttera have been closed 
for several years, and the chimneys look as if they had breathed 
their last. It stands in a perpetual eddy, and the ground 
shelves so all around it, that there is barely room for a barrel 
to catch the rain-drippings from the slate-eaves. If it be 
indeed haunted, pity the poor ghost 1 You may have it on a 
lease, short or long, for merely paying the taxes. Every year 
it costs some pounds in advertisements. What a jointure- 
house it would be for a relict I By name, Windy-knowe, 

Nay, let us not fear to sketch the character of its last 
inhabitant, for we desire but to speak the truth. Drunkard, 
stand forward, that we may have a look at you, and draw 
your picture. There he stands 1 The mouth of the drunkard, 
you may observe, contracts a singularly sensitive appearance 
— seemingly red and rawieh ; and he is perpetually licking 
or smacking his lips, as if his palate were dry and adust. 
His is a thirst that water will not quench. He might as well 
drink air. His whole being bums for a dram. The whole 
world is contracted into a caulker. He would sell his soul in 
such extremity, were the black bottle denied hira, for a gulp. 
Not to save his soul from eternal fire, would he, or rather 
could he, if left alone with it, refrain from pulling out the 
plug, and sucking away at destruction. What a snout he 
turns up to the morning air, infiamed, pimpled, snubby, and 
snorty, and with a nob at the end on't like one carved out of 
a stick by the knife of a schoolboy — rough and hot to the 
very eye— a nose wliich, rather than pull, you would submit 
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e'ven to be in some degree insulted. A perpetual cough 
liaraBses and exhausts him, and a perpetual expectoratioa 
How hia hand tretnbleB I It ia an effort even to sign bia ' 
name : one of his sides is certainly not by any means as sound 
as the other ; there h»s been a touch of palsy there ; and the 
next hint will draw down his chin to hia collar-bone, and 
convert him, a month before dissolution, into a slavering idiot. 
There is no occupation, email or great, insignificant or im- 
portant, to which he can turn, for any length of time, his 
hand, his heart, or his head. He cannot angle — for hia 
fingers refuse to tie a knot, much more to busk a fly. The 
glimmer and the glow of the etream would make hia brain 
dizzy — to wet his feet now would, he fears, be death. Tot 
he thinks that he will go out — during that sunny bhnk of a j 
showery day — and try the well-known pool in which he used 4 
to bathe in boyhood, with the long, matted, green-trailing 
water-plants depending on the slippery rocks, and the water- 
ousel gUding from beneath the arch that hides her " procreant 
cradle," and then sinking Uke a stone suddenly in the limpid 
stream. He sits down on the bank, and tumbling in hie 
ponch for his pocket-book, brings out, instead, a pocket- 
pistol. Turning hia fiery face towards the mild, blue, vernal 
sky, he pours the gurgling brandy down hia throat — first one 
dose, and then another — till, in an hour, stupefied and dazed, 
he sees not the silvery crimson- spotted trouts, shooting, and . 
leaping, and tumbling, and plunging in deep and shallow ; 
day on which, with one of Captain Colley's March- Browns, i 
an hour we could fill our pannier. Or, if it be autumn or 1 
winter, ha calls, perhaps, with a voice at once gruff i 
an old Ponto, and will take a pluff at the partridges. Infonnear j 
days, down they used to go, right and left, in potato or j 
turnip-field, broomy brae or stubble — but now his sight is I 
dim and wavering, and his touch trembles on the trigger, i 
The covey whirrs off, unharmed in a single feather — and poor J 
Ponto, remembering better days, cannot conceal his melaa» I 
choly, falls in at his master's heel, and will range no more.. I 
Out, as usual, comes the brandy-bottle — he is still a good j 
shot when his mouth is the mark ; and having emptied the I 
fatal flask, he staggers homewards, with the muzzles of his I 
double-barrel frequently pointed to his ear, both being on full I 
cock, and hia brains not blown out only by a miracle. Ha | 
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tries to read the newspaper — -just arrived — but cannot find liie 
Bpeotacles. Then, by way of variety, he attempts a tune on 
the fiddle ; but the bridge is broken, and her side cracked, 
and the bass-string snapped — and she is restored to her peg 
among the cobwebs. In comes a red-headed, Btockinglees 
lass, with her carrots in papers, aod lays the clotli for dinner 
— salt beef and greens. But the Major's stomach scunners 
at the Skye-stot — his eyes roll eagerly for the hot-wator — 
aud in a couple of hours he is dead-drunk in his chair, 
or Btoitering and staggering, in aimless dalliance with the 
acnllion, among the pots and pans of an ever- disorderly and 
dirty kitchen. Mean people, in shabby sporting velveteen 
dresses, rise up, as he enters, from the dresser, covered with 
cans, jnga, and quaichs, and take off their rusty and greasy 
napless hats to the Major; and, to conclude the day worthily 
and consistently, he squelches himself down among the re- 
probate crew, takes his turn at smutty jest and smuttier song, 
which drive even the jades out of tie kitchen — ^falls baott 
insensible, exposed to gross and indecent practical jokes from 
the vilest of the unhanged — and finally is carried to bed on a 
hand-barrow, with hanging head and heels, like a calf across 
a butcher's cart, and, with glazed eyes and lolling tongue, is 
tumbled upon the quilt — if eTcr to awake it is extremely 
doubtful ; but if awake he do, it is to the same wretched round 
of brutal degradation — a career, of which the inevitable close 
is an unfriended deathbed and a pauper's grave. hero ! 
ais feet high, and once with a brawn like Hercules — in the 
prima of life too — well bom and well bred — once bearing the 
king's commiBsion — and on that glorious morn, now forgotten 
or bitterly remembered, thanked on the field of battle by 
Picton, though he of the fighting division was a hero of few 
words — is that a death worthy of a man — a soldier — and a 
Christian? A dram-ilrinker ! Faugh 1 faugh 1 Look over 
— lean over that stile, where a pig lies wallowing in mire — 
and a voice, faint and feeble, and far off, as if it came from 
acme dim and remote world within your lost soul, will cry, 
that of the two beasts, that bristly one, agrunt in sensual 
sleep, with its snout snoring across the husk-trough, is, as a 
physical, moral, and intellectual being, superior to you, late 
Major in his Majesty's regiment of foot, now dram- 
drinker, drunkard, and dotard, and self-doomed to a diagraoa- 
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ful and diBguating deatli ero you shall have completed your 
thUtieth year. What a changed being from tbat day when 
yon carried the colours, and were found, the bravest of the 
brave, and the most beautiful of the beautiful, with the 
glorious tattors wrapped round your body all drenched in 
blood, your hand grasping the broken sabre, and two grim 
Frenchmen lying hacked and hewed at your feet 1 Your 
father and your mother saw your name jn the " Great Lord's " 
Despatch ; and it was as much as he could do to keep her 
from falling on the floor, for " her joy was like a deep af- 
fright 1 " Both are dead now ; and better so, for the sight of 
tbat blotched face and those glazed eyes, now and then 
glittering in fitful frenzy, would liave killed them both, nor, 
after such a apectacle, could their old bones have rested in 
the grave. 

Alas, Scotland — ay, well-educated, moral, religious Scot- 
land can show, in the bosom of her bonny banks and braes, 
oaaes worse than this; at which, if there be tears in heaven, 
the angels weep. Look at that greyheaded man, of threescore 
and upwards, sitting by the wayside 1 He was once an Elder 
of the Kirk, and a pious man he was, if ever piety adorned 
the temples — " the lyart haffets, wearing thin and bare," of 
a Scottish peasaut. What eye beheld the many hundred 
steps, tliat one by one, with imperceptible gradation, led him 
down — down — down to the lowest depths of shame, eufiering, 
and ruin I For years before it was bruited abroad through 
the parish that Gabriel Mason, was addicted to drink, hia wife 
used to sit weeping alone in the spence when her sons and 
daughters were out at their work in the fields, aud tha 
infatuated man, fierce in tlie excitement of raw ardent spirits, 
kept causelessly raging and storming through every nook of 
that once so peaceful tenement, which for many happy years 
had never been disturbed by the loud voice of anger or re- 
proach. His eyes were seldom turned on his unhappy wife 
except with a sullen scowl, or fiery wrath ; but when they 
did look on her with kindness, there was also a rueful self- 
upbraiding in their eipressicm, on account of his cruelty; 
and at sight of such transitory tenderness, her heart would 
overflow with forgiving affection, and her sunk eyes with 
unendurable tears. But neither domestic sin nor domestic 
sorrow will conceal from the eyes and the ears of men ; and 
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at last Gabriel Maaon's name waa a byword in the month of 
the scoifer. One Sabbath he entered the kirk in a state of | 
miflerable abandoameot, and from that day he was no longer I 
an elder. To regain liis character seemed to him, in his ; 
desperation, beyond the power of man, and againat the decree 
of God. So he delivered himaelf up, like a slave, to that one 
appetite, and in a few years bis whole honaehold had gone to I 
destruction. His wife was a matron, almost in the prime of I 
life, when she died; but as she kept wearing away to the J 
other world, her face told that she felt her years had been too t 
many in this. Her eldest son, unable, in pride and shame, 
to lift up his eyes at kirk or market, went away to the city, i 
and enlisted into a regiment about to embark on for£"_ 
aervioe. His two sisters went to take farewell of him, but 
never returned ; one, it is said, having died of a fever in the 
Infirmary — -just as if she had been a pauper ; and the other — 
for the eight of sin, and sorrow, and shame, and suiTering, is 
ruinous to the soul — gave herself up, in her beauty, an easy 
prey to a destroyer, and doubtless has run her course of 
agonies, and Js now at peace. The rest of the family dropt 
down, one by one, out of sight, into inferior situations in far- 
off places ; but there was a curse, it was thought, hanging 
over the family, and of none of them did ever a favourable 
report come to their native parish ; while he, the infatuated 
sinner, whose vice seemed to have worked all the woe, 
remained in the chains of hia tyrannical passion, nor seemed 
ever, for more than the short term of a day, to cease hugging 
them to his heart. Semblance of all that is most venerable 
in the character of Scotland's peasantry 1 Image of a perfect 
patriarch, walking out to meditate at eventide 1 What a noble 
forehead 1 Features how high, dignified, and composed 1 
There, sitting in the shade of rtiat old wayside tree, he seema 
some rehgioua Missionary, travelling to and fro over the face 
of the earth, seeking out sin and sorrow, that he may tame 
them under the word of God, and change their very being 
into piety and peace. Call him not a hoary hypocrite, for he 
cannot help that noble — that venerable — that apostoUc aspect 
— that dignified figure, as if bent gently by Time, loth to 
touch it with too heavy a hand—- that holy sprinkling over 
his furrowed temples of the silver-eofc, and the snow-white 
hail — these are the giits of gracious Nature all — and Nature i 
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will not reclaim them, but in the tomb. That is Gabriel 
Mason — the Drunkard 1 And in an hour you may, if your 
eyes can bear the sight, see and hear him staggering up and 
down the village, cursing, swearing, preaching, praying — 
stoned by blackguard boys and girls, wbo hoiind all the dogs 
and curs at his heels, till, taking refijge in the smithy or the 
pot-houae, he becomes the sport of grown clowns, and, after 
much idiot laughter, ruefully mingled with sighs, and groanB, 
and tears, he is suffered to mount upon a table, and urged, 
perhaps, by reckless foUy to give out a text from the Bible, 
which is nearly all engraven on his memory — so much and so 
many other things effaced for ever — and there, like a wild 
Itinerant, he stammers forth unintentional blasphemy, till the 
liquor he has been allowed or instigated to swallow smites 
him suddenly senseless, and, falling down, he is huddfed o£f 
into a comer of some lumber-room ; and left to sleep — better 
far for such a wretch were it to death. 

Let U3 descend, then, from that most inclement front, into 
the lown boundaries of the Holm. The farm-steading covers 
a goodly portion of the peninsula shaped by the bum, that 
here looks almost like a river. With its outhouses it forms 
three sides of a square, and the fourth is composed of a set of 
joUy stacks, tliat will keep the thrashing-fflachine at work 
dming all the wint«r. The interior of the square rejoices in 
a glorious dunghill (0, breathe not tlie name !) that will 
cover every field with luxuriant harvests — twelve bolls of oat6 
to the acre. There the cattle — oxen yet " lean, and lank, 
and brown as ia the ribbed sea-sand," will, in a few months, 
eat themselves up, on straw and turnip, into obesity. There 
turkeys walk demure — there geese waddle, and there tha 
feathery- legged king of Bantam struts among bis seraglio, 
keeping pertly aloof from double-combed Chanticleer, that 
squire of dames, crowing to his partlets. There a cloud of 
pigeons often descends among the corny chaff, and then whirrs 
off to the uplands. No chained mastiff looking grimly from 
the kennel's mouth, but a set of cheerful and sagacious collies 
are seen sitting on their hurdles, or " worrying ither in diver- 
sion." A shaggy colt or two, and a brood m; 
of blood, and a foal at her heels, know their shed, and evidently 
are favourites with the family. Out comes the master, 
cheeked carle, upwards of six feet high, broad- shouldered. 
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with a blue bonnet and ■velveteen breeches — a man not to be 
jostled on the crown o' the causey, and a match for any horse- 
coTiper from Bewcastle, or gypsy from Yetholm, But let bb 
into the kitchen. There's the wife — a bit tidy body — and 
pretty withal — more authoritatiye in her quiet demeanour 
than the most tyrannical mere housekeeper that ever thumped 
a servant lase with the beetle. These three are her daughters. 
First, Girzie, the eldest, seemingly older than her mother — 
for ahe is somewhat hard-favoured, and strong red hair dan- 
gling over a squint eye is apt to give an expression of ad- 
vanced years, even to a youthful virgin. Vaccination was 
not known in Girzie's babyhood, but she ie, nevertheless, a 
clean-skinned creature, and her full bosom is white as snow. 
She is what ia delicately called a strapper, rosy-armed as the 
morning, and not a little of an Aurora about the ankles. She 
makes her way, in all household affairs, through every impedi- 
ment, and will obviously prove, whenever the eaperiraent is 
made, a most excellent wife. Mysie, the second daughter, is 
more composed, more genteel, and sits sewing — with her a 
favourite occupation, for she has very neat hands ; and is, in 
fact, the milliner and mantua-maker for all tlie house. She 
could no more lift that enormous pan of boiling water off the 
fire than she could fly, which in the grasp of Girzie is safely 
landed on the hearth. Mysie has somewhat of a pensive loot, 
aa if in love — and we have heard that she is betrothed to 
yoimg Mr Eentoul, the divinity student, who lately made a 
speech before the Anti-patronage Society, and therefore may 
reasonably expect very soon to get a kirk. But look — there 
comes dancing in from the ewe-bughts the bright-eyed Bessy, 
the flower of the flock, the most beautiful girl in Almondale, 
and fit to be boaom-burd of the Gentle Shepherd himself 1 
that we were a poet, to sing the innocence of her bud- 
ding breast 1 But — heaven preserve us ! — what is the an- 
geho creature about ? Making rumbledethnmps 1 Now she 
pounds the potatoes and cabbages as with pestle and mortar I 
Ever and anon licking the butter off her fingers, and then 
dashing in the salt I Methinks her laugh is out of all bounds 
load — and, unless my eyea decisived me, that stout lout whis- 
pered in her delicate ear some coarse jest, that made the elo- 
quent blood mount up into her not undelighted countenance. 
Heavens and earth ! — perhaps an assignatioD in the bam, or 
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bjre, or bush aboon Traquair. Bnt iLe long dreaaer is set out 
witii dinner — tlie gudeman's bonnet is reverently laid aaide — 
and if any etomaob ausembled there be now empty, it is not 
likely, judging from appearances, that it will be in that state 
agaiu before next Sabbath — and it is now but the middle of 
the week. Was it not my Lord Byron who liked not to see 
women eat? Poo — poo — nonsense! We like to see them 
not only eat — but devour. Not a set of teeth round that 
kitchen- dresser that is not white as the driven snow. Breath 
too, in spite of syboes, eweet as dawn-dew — the whole female 
frame full of health, freshness, spirit, and animation I Away 
all delicate wooers, th rice -high-fantastical 1 The diet is 
wholesome — and the sleep will be sound ; therefore eat 
away, Bessy — nor fear to laugh, although your pretty mouth 
be full — for we are no poet to madden into misanthropy at 
your mastication ; and, in spite of the heartiest meal ever 
virgin ate, to us these lips are roses still ; " thy eyes are lode- 
stars, and thy breath sweet air." Would for thy sake we had 
been bom a shepherd-groom ! No — no — no 1 For some few 
joyous years mayest thou wear thy silken snood unharmed, 
and ailenoe with thy songa the linnet among the broom, at the 
sweet hour of prime. And then mayest thou plight thy troth 
— in all the warmth of inuocencfi — to some ardent yet thought- 
ful youth, who will carry his bride exultingly to his own low- 
roofed home — toil for her and the children at her knees, 
through summer's heat and winter's cold — and sit with her 
in the kirk, when long years bave gone by, a comely matron, 
attended by daughters acknowledged to be fair — but neither 
so fair, nor so good, nor bo pious, as their mother. ■ 

What a contrast to the jocund Holm is the Eowan-Teke* ■ 
Htjt — so still, and seemingly so desolate I It is close upon 
the public road, and yet so low, that you might pass it with- 
out observing ita turf-roof. There live old Aggy Eobinson, 
the carrier, and her consumptive daughter. Old Aggy has 
borne that epithet for twenty years, and her daughter is not 
much under sixty. That poor creature ia bed-ridden and 
helpless, and has to be fed almost like a child. Old Aggy 
has for many years had the same white pony — well named 
Samson — that she drives three times a-week, all the year 
round, to and from the nearest market-town, carrying all sorts 
af artiolBB to nearly twenty different families, living miles 
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apart. Every otlier day iti tlie week - — for there ii- 
Sabbath either to herself or Samson — she drives coals, or pea^ 
or wood, or lime, or stones for the roads. She is clothed 
man's coat, an old rusty beaver, and a red petticoat. Aggy 
never was a beauty, and now she is almost frightful, with a 
formidable beard, and a rough voice — and violent gestures, 
encouraging the overladen enemy of the Philistines. But as 
soon as she enters her hut, she is silent, patient, and affeo- 
tionate, at her daughter's bedside. They sleep on the same 
chaff-mattress, and she hears, during the dead of the night, 
her daughter's slightest moan. Her voice is not rough at all 
when the poor old creature ie saying her prayers ; nor, we 
may be well assured, is its lowest whisper unheard in heaven. 

Tour eyea are wandering away to the eastern side of the 
vale, and they have fixed themselves on the Cottage of the 
Sevek Oaks. The grove is a noble one ; and, indeed, those 
are the only timber-trees in the valley. There is a tradition 
belonging to the grove, but we shall tell it some other time ; 
now, we have to do with that mean-looking Cottage, all un- 
worthy of such magnificent shelter. With its ragged thatch 
it has a cold cheerless look — almost a look of indigence. The 
walls are sordid in the streaked ochre-wash — a wisp of straw 
sopphes the place of a broken pane — the door seems as if it 
were inhospitable — and every object about is in uateaded dis- 
order. The green pool in front, with its floating straws and 
feathers, and miry edge, is at once unhealthy and needless ; 
the hedgerows are full of gaps, and open at tlie roots ; the few 
garments spread upon them seem to have stiffened in the 
weather, forgotten by the persons who placed them there ; and 
half-starved young cattle are straying about in what once was 
a garden, Wretched sight it is ; for that dwelling, although 
never beautiful, was once the tidiest and best-kept in all the 
district. But what has misery to do with the comfort of its 
habitation ? 

The owner of that house was once a man well to do in the 
world ; but he minded this world's goods more than it was 
fitting to do, and made Mammon his god. Abilities he pos- 
sessed far beyond the common run of men, and he apphed 
them all, with all the energy of a strong mind, to the acciimu- 
lation of wealth. Every rule of his hfo had that for its ulti- 
mate end ; and he despised a bargain unless he outwitted hia 
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reigbbour. Witbont any acts of downright knavery, he waa 
not an honest man — bard to the poor — and a tyrannical mas- 
ter. He sought to wriug from the very soil more than it could 
produce ; hia servants, among- whom were his wife and daugh- 
ter, he kept at work, like slaves, from twilight to twilight ; 
and was a foreataller and a regrater — a character which, when 
Political Economy was unknown, waa of all the most odious 
in the judgment of airaple huabandmen. His spirits rose with 
the price of meal, and every handful dealt out to the beggar 
was paid like a tax. What could the Bible teach to such a 
man ? What good could he derive irom the calm air of the 
house of worship ? He sent hia only son to the city, with 
injunctions instilled into him to make the moat of all transac- 
tions, at every hazard but that of bis money ; and the conse- 
quence waa, in a few years, ahame, ruin, and expatriation. 
His only daughter, imprisoned, dispirited, enthralled, fell a 
prey to a vulgar seducer ; and being driven from her father's 
bouse, abandoned herself, in hopeless misery, to a life of proati- 
tution. His wife, heartbroken by cruelty and affliction, was 
never afterwarda altogether in her right mind, and now sits 
weeping by the hearth, or wanders off to distant places, lone 
honsea and villages, almost in the condition of an idiot — wild- 
eyed, loose-haired, and dresaed like a very beggar. Speoula- 
tion ail«r speculation failed — with farmyard crowded with old 
stacka, he had to curse three successive plentiful harvests — 
and hia mailing was now destitute. The unhappy man grew 
sour, stem, fierce, in hia calamity ; and, when his brain was 
inflamed with liquor, a dangerous madman. He ia now a sort 
of cattle-dealer — buys and aella miserable horses — and at faira 
associates with knaves and reprobates, knowing that no honest 
manwUl deal with him except in pity or derision. He has 
more than once attempted to commit suicide ; but palsy has 
stricken him — and in a few weeks he will totter into the 
grave. 

There is a Cottage in that hollow, and you see the smoke — 
even the chimney-top, but you could not see the Cottage itself, 
unless you were within fifty yards of it, so surrounded is it 
with knolls and small green eminences, in a den of its own, a 
shoot or acion from the main stem of the valley. It is called 
The Broom, and there is something singular, and not uninter- 
esting, in the history of ita o-wner. He married very early ii 
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life, indeed when quite a boy, which is not, by the way, veiy 
imnaual among the peasantry of Scotland, prudent and calcu- 
lating as is their geoeral character, Da^id Drysdale, before 
he waa thirty years of age, had a, family of seven children, and 
a pretty family they were as might be seen in all the parish. 
His life was in theirs, and his mind never wandered far from 
his fireside. His wife was of a consumptive family, and that 
insidioas and fatal disease never showed in her a single symp- 
tom during ten years of marriage ; but one cold evening awoko 
it at her very heart, and in less than two months it hurried 
her into the grave. Poor creature, such a spectre I When 
her husband used to carry her, for the sake of a little temporary 
relief, from chair to couch, and from her couch back again to 
her bed, twenty times in a day, he hardly could help weeping, 
with all his consideration, to feel her frame as light as a bundle 
of leaves. The medical man said, that in all his practice he 
never had known soul and body keep together in such utter 
attenuation. But her soul was as clear as ever while racking 
pain was in her fleshless bones. Even he, her loving Imsbaud, 
waa relieved from woe when she expired ; for no sadness, no 
sorrow, could be equal to the misery of groana from one bo 
patient and so resigned. Perhaps consumption is infectious — 
HO, at least, it seemed here ; for first one child began to droop, 
and then another — tlie elder ones first ; and, within the two 
following years, there were almost as many fnnerals irom this 
one house as from all the othera in the parish. Tes — they all 
died — of the whole family not one was spared. Two, indeed, 
were thought to have pined away in a sort of fearful foreboding 
— «nd a fever took off a third — but four certainly died of the 
same hereditary complaint with the mother; and now not a 
Toioe was heard in the house. He did not desert the Broom ; 
and the farm-work waa still carried on, nobody could tell how. 
The servants, to be sure, knew their duty, and oft«n performed 
it without orders. Soiuetimea the master put bis hand to the 
plough, but oftcner he led the Ufe of a shepherd, and was by 
himseK among the hills. He never smiled — and at every 
meal he still sat like a man about to be led out to die. But 
what will not retire away — recede — disappear from the vision 
of the aoula of ua mortals 1 Tenacious as we are of our griefs, 
even more than of our joys, both elude our grasp. We gaze 
after them with longing or self-upbraiding aspirations for their 
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return ; but they are ehadows, and like sliadowB vaniab. Thm-J 
human duties, lowly though they may be, have their BaoatiTB'j 
and salutary influence on our whole frame of being. Without. J 
their performance conscience cannot be etUl ; with it, c 
science hringa peace in estromity of evil. Then occupation ^ 
kills grief, and industry abates passion. No balm for 
lite the sweat of the brow poured into the furrows of the earth,r.j 
in the open air, and beneath the sunshiue of heaven. TbesQilj 
truths were felt by the childless widower, long before they* 
were understood hy him ; and when two years had gone 
drearily, ay dismally, almost despairingly, by — he began at 
times to feel something like happiness again when sitting 
among his friends in the kirk, or at their firesides, or in the 
labours of the field, or even on the market-day, among this 
world's concerns. Tims, they who knew him and hia Hufier- 
inga were pleased to recognise what might be called resigna- 
tion and its grave tranquillity ; while strangers discerned in 
him nothing more than a staid and solemn demeanour, which 
might be natural to many a man never severely tried, and 
offering no interruption to the cheerfulness that pervaded their 
ordinary life. 

He had a cousin, a few years younger than himself, who had 
also married when a girl, and when little more than a girl had 
been left a widow. Her parerits were both dead, and she had 
lived for a good many years as an upper servant, or rather 
companion and friend, in the house of a relation. As cousins, 
they had all their lives been familiar and afFectionate, and 
Alice Gray had frequently lived for months at a time at the 
Broom, taking care of the children, and in all respects one of 
the family. Their conditions were now almost equally deso- 
late, and a deep sympathy made them now more firmly attached 
than they ever could have been in better days. Still, nothing 
at all resembling love was in either of their hearts, nor did the 
thought of marriage ever pass across their imaginations. They 
foand, however, increasing salisfaction in each other's com- 
pany ; and looks and words of sad and sober endearment 
gradually bound them together in affection stronger far than 
either could have believed. Their friends saw and spoke of 
the attachment, and of its probable result, long before they 
were aware of its fuU nature ; and nobody was surprised, but, 
on the contrary, all ware well pleased, when it was understood 
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tliat they were to be man and wife. There was Bomething 
almost moumfnl in their marriage — no rejoicing — ^no merry- 
making — bat yet visible symptoms of gratitude, contentment^ 
and peace. An air of oheerfuhiess was not long of ini-esting 
the melancholy Broom — the very swallows twittered mora 
gladly from the window- ooniers, and there was joy in the 
cooing of the pigeons on the eanny roof. The farm awoke 
throngh all its fields, and the farm-servants once more sang 
and whistled at their work. The wandering beggar, who 
remembered the charity of other yeara, looked with no cold 
expression on her who now dealt out his dole ; and as hia old 
eyes were dimmed for the sake of those who were gone, gave 
a fervent blessing on the new mistress of the house, and prayed 
that she might long be spared. The neighbours, even they 
who bad best loved the dead, came in with cheerful oonnte- 
nances, and acknowledged in their hearts, that since change ia 
the law of life, there was no one, far or near, whom they could 
have borne to see sitting in that chair but Alice Gray. The 
husband knew their feelings from their looks, and his fireside 
blazed once more with a cheeifnl lustre. 

0, gentle reader, young perhaps, and inexperienced of this 
world, wonder not at this so great change I The heart is full, 
perhaps, of a pure and holy affection, nor can it die, even for 
an hour of sleep. May it never die but in the grave ! Yet die 
it may, and leave thee blameless. The time may come when 
that boaoin, now thy Eiysiunij will awaken not, with all its 
heaving beauty, one single passionate or adoring sigh. Those 
eyes, that now stream agitation and bliss into thy throhbing 
heart, may, on some not very distant day, be cold to thy 
imagination as the distant and unheeded stare. That voice, 
now thrilling through every nerve, may fall on thy ear a dis- 
regarded sound. Other hopee, other fears, other troubles, 
may possess thee wholly — and that wore than angel of 
Heaven seem to fade away into a shape of earth's most com- 
mon clay. But here there was no change — no forgetfulnesa 
— no oblivion — no faithlessnesa to a holy trust. The melan- 
choly man often saw hie Hannah, and all his seven sweet 
children — now fair in life — now pale in death. Sometimes, 
perhaps, the sight, the sound — their smiles and their voices 
— disturbed him, til! his heart quaked within him, and ho 
wished that he too was dead. But God it was who had 
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removed them from our earth — and waa it posaible to doubt that 
they were all in blesBednesB ? Shed jonr tears over change 
irom virtue to vice, happineea to misery ; but weep not for 
those still, sad, mysterious proceBsea by which gracious 
Nature alleviates the afflictions of our mortal lot, and enables 
UB to endure the life which the Lord our God hath given us. 
Ere long husband and wife could bear to speak of those who 
were now no more seen ; when the phantoms rose before them 
in the silence of the night, they all wore pleasant and approv- 
ing countenances, and the beautifnl family often came from 
Heaven to visit their father in his dreams. He did not wish, 
much less hope, in this life, for auoh happiness as had once 
been his — nor did Alice Gray, even for one hour, imagine 
that such happiness it waa in her power to bestow. They 
knew each other's hearts — what tliey had Buffered and sur- 
vived ; and, since the meridian of life and joy waa gone, they 
were contented with the pensive twilight. 

Look, there is a pretty Cottage — by name Leabide — one 
that might almost do for a painter — just sufficiently shaded 
by trees, and ahowing a new aapect every step you take, and 
each new aspect beautiful. There is, it is true, neither moas, 
nor lichens, nor weather -stains on the roof — but all ia smooth, 
neat, trim, deep thatch, from rigging to eaves, with a pic- 
tureaqne elevated window covered with the same material, 
and all the walls white as snow. The whole building is at 
all times aa freah aa if just washed by a vernal shower. Com- 
petence breathes from every lattice, and that porch haa been 
reared more for ornament than defence, although, no doubt, it 
is useful both in March and November winds. Every field 
about it ia like a garden, and yet the garden is brightly con- 
spicuous amidst all the surrounding cultivation. The hedge- 
rows are all clipped, for they have grown there for many 
and many a year ; and the shears were necessary to keep 
them down from abutting out the vista of the lovely vale. 
That is the dwelling of Adam Airlie the Elder. Happy old 
man 1 This life has gone unifonnly well with him and his ; 
yet, had it been otherwise, there is a power in his spirit that 
would have sustained the severest inflictions of Providenoe. 
His gmtitude to God is something solemn and awfiil, and 
ever accompanied with a profound sense of hia utter unworthi- 
nesB of all t^e long-contiaued mercies vouchsafed to his 
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family. His own happinees, prolonged to a great age, has 
not closed within his heart one source of pity or affection for 
hie brethren of mankind. In his own guiltless conaoience, 
guiltleas before mau, he yet feels incessantly the frailties of 
Ills nature, and is meek, humble, and penitent as the greatest 
sinner. He, bis wife, an old faithful female -servant, and an 
occasional granddaughter, now form the whole househcld. 
His three sons have all prosjjered in the world. The eldest 
went abroad when a mere boy, and many fears went with 
bim — a bold, adventurous, and somewhat rectless creature. 
Bat consideration came to him in a foreign climate, and tamed 
down his ardent mind to a thongbtful, not a selfish prudence. 
Twenty years he lived in India — and what a blessed day was 
the day of his return I Tet in the prime of life, by disease 
unbroken, and with a heart full to overflowing with all its 
old sacred affections, he came back to his father's lowly cot- 
tage, and wept as he crossed the threshold. His parents 
needed not any of his wealth ; but they were blamelessly 
proud, nevertheless, of bis honest acquisitions — proud when 
he became a landholder in his native parish, and employed the 
BOnB of his old companions, and some of his old companions 
themselves, in the building of his unostentatious mansion, or 
in cnltivating the wild but not unlovely moor, which was 
dear to him for the sake of the countless remembrances that 
clothed the bare banks of its lochs, and murmured in the 
little stream that ran among the pastoral braes. The new 
mansion is a couple of miles iirora bis parental Cottage ; but 
not a week, indeed seldom hetlf that time, elapses, without a 
visit to that dear dwelling. They likewise not unfrequently 
visit him — for his wife is dear to them as a daughter of their 
own ; and the ancient couple deUght in the noise and laughter 
of his pretty flock. Tet the son understands perfectly well 
that the aged people love best their own roof — and that its 
familiar quiet is every day dearer to their habituated afiections. 
Therefore he makes no parade of fiHal teudernese— forces 
nothing new upon them — is glad to see the unintorrupted 
t«nor of their humble happiness; and if they are proud of 
him, which all the parish knows, so is there not a child 
within its bounds that does not know that Mr Airlie, the rich 
gentleman from India, loves his poor father and mother as 
tenderly as if he bad never left their roof; and is prouder of 
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them, too, than if they were clothed in fine raiment, and 
fared eumptuouslj every day. Mr Airlie of the Mount has 
hia own seat in the gallery of the Kirk — his father, us an 
Eider, eita below the pulpit — but occasionally the pious and 
proud aon joins his mother in the pew, where he and hia 
brothers aat long ago ; and every Sabbath one or other of his 
cliildren takes ita place beside the venerated reatrou. The 
old man generally leaves the churchyard leaning on hia 
Gilbert's arm — and although the sight has long been so 
common as tfl draw no attention, yet no doubt there is always 
an under and unconscious pleasure in many a mind witueseing 
the saorectneaa of the bond of blood. Now and then the old 
matron is prevailed upon, when the weather is bad and roads 
miry, to take a seat home in the carriage — but the Elder 
always prefers walking thither with his aon, and he is stout 
and hale, although upwards of threescore and ten years. 

Walter, the aecoud son, is now a captain in the navy, 
having served for years before the mast. His mind is in has 
profeaaion, and he is perpetually complaining of being un- 
employed — a ship — a ship, is still the burden of his song. 
But when at home — which he often is for weeks together — 
he attaches himself to all the ongoings of rural life, as 
devotedly as if a jilougher of the soil instead of the sea, 
Hia mother wonders, with tears in her eyes, why, having a 
competency, he should still wish to provoke the daiigera of 
the deep ; and beseeches him sometimes to become a farmer 
in his native vale. And perliaps more improbable things have 
happened ; for the captain, it Is said, has faUen desperately in 
love with the daughter of the clergyman of a neighbouring 
parish, and the doctor will not give his consent to the marriage, 
unless he promise to live, if allowed, on shore. The political 
state of Europe certainly seeniB at present favourable to the 
consummation of the wishes of all parties. 

Of David, the third son, who has not heard, that has heard 
anytliing of the pulpit eloquence of Scotland? — Should his 
life be spared, there can bo no doubt that he will one day or 
other be Moderator of the General Assembly, perhaps Pro- 
fessor of Divinity in a College. Be that as it may, a better 
Christian never expounded the truths of the gospel, althoagh 
some folks pretend to say that he is not evangelical. He is, 
however, beloved by the pooE — the orphan and the vridow; 
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and liis miniBtratione, powerful in the kirk to a devoutly 
listening congregation, are so too at the eick-bed, when only 
two or three are gathered around it, and when the dying man 
feelfl bow a fellow- creature can, by scriptural aids, strengthen 
his tmst in the niercy of his Maker. 

Every year, on the birthday of each of their eons, the old 
people hold a festival — in May, in August, and at Christmas. 
The sailor alone looks disconsolate as a bachelor, bat that 
reproach will be wiped away before autumn; and should God 
grant the cottagers a few more years, some new faces will yet 
emile upon the holidays ; and there is in their unwithered 
hearts warm love enough for all thatmay join the party. We 
too — yes, gentle reader — we too siiall be there — as we have 
often been during the last ten years — and you yourself will 
judge, irom all you know of us, whether or no we have a heart 
to understand and enjoy such rare felicity. 

But let US be off to the moimtains, and endeavour to interest 
our beloved reader in a Highland Cottage — in any one, taken 
at bap-hazard, from a hundred. You have been roaming all 
day among the mountains, and perhaps seen no bouse except 
at a dwindling distance. Probably yoa have wished not to 
Bee any house, but a mined shieling — a deserted hut — or an 
unroofed and dilapidated Bhed for the outlying cattle of some 
remote farm. But now the sun has inflamed all the 
heaven, and darkness Mill soon descend. There ii 
muteness more stem and solemn than during unfaded day- 
light. List — the faint, far-off, subterranean sound of the 
bagpipe 1 Some old soldier, probably, playing a gathering 
or a coronach. The narrow dell widens and widens into a 
great glen, in which you just discem the blue gleam of a 
loch. The martial music is more distinctly heard — lond, 
fitfiil, fierce, like the trampliog- of men in battle. ^ 
the piper? In a cave, or within the Fairies' Knowe ? At tha 
door of a hut. His eyes were extinguished by ophtbali 
and there he sits, fronting the sunlight, stone-blind. Long 
silver hair flows down his broad shoulders, and you perceive 
that, when he rises, he will I'ear up a stately bulk. The 
music stops, and you hear the bleating of goats. There they 
come, prancing down the rocks, and stare upon the strangen 
The old soldier turns himself towards the voice of the Saa- 
aenach, and, with the bold courtesy of the camp, bids him enter 
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the hut. One minute's view Las sufficed to imprint the scene 
for ever on the memory — a hut whose tnrf walls and roof are 
incorporated with the Uving mountain, and seem not the 
work of man's hand, but the casnal architecture of some con- 
vulsion — the tumbling down of fragments from the mountain- 
side by raging toiTenta, or a partial earthquake ; for all the 
scenery about ia torn to pieces — like the scattering of some 
wide ruin. The imagination dreams of the earliest days of 
oar nice, when men hacboured, like the other creatures, in 
places provided by nature. But even here, there are visible 
traces of cultivation working in the spirit of a mountainous 
region — a few glades of the pnrest verdure opened out among 
the tall brackens, with a birch-tree or two dropped just where 
the eye of taste could have wished, had the painter planted 
the sapling, instead of the winds of heaven having wafted 
thither the seed — a small croft of barley, surrounded by a 
oaim-like wall made up of stones cleared from the soil, and a 
patch of potato g^und, neat almost as the garden that shows 
in a nook its iruit-busbes and a few flowers. All the blasts 
that ever blew must be unavailing against the briery rock 
that shelters the hut from tha airt of storms ; and the smoke 
may rise under its lee, unwavering on the windiest day. 
There is sweetness in all tho air, and the glen is noiseless, 
Bioept with the uncertain murmur of the now unswollen 
waterfalls. That is the croak of the raven sitting on his cUif 
half-way up Ben-Oura ; and Lark, the last belling of the red- 
deer, as the herd lies down in the miet among the last ridge 
of heather, blending with the shrubless atones, rocks, and 
cliffs that girdle the upper regions of the vast mountain. 

Within the dimness of the hut you hear greetings in the 
Gaelie tongue, in a female voice ; and when the eye has by- 
and-by become able to endure the smoke, it discerns the 
household — the veteran's ancient dame — a yonog man that 
may be hia son, or rather hia grandson, but whom you soon 
know to be neither, with black matted locks, the keen eye, 
and the light limbs of tlie hunter — a young woman, his wife, 
suckling a child, and yet with a girlish look, as if but one 
year before her silken snood had been untied — and a lassie of 
ten years, who had brought home the goats, and now sits 
timidly in a nook eyeing the stranger. The low growl of the 
huge brindled stag'hound had been hushed by a word on your 
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first ectrance, and the noble animal watches hia master's eye, 
which he obeys in his freedom throughout all the forest-chase. 
A napkin is taken out of an old worm-eaten chest, and spread 
over a strangely- carved table, that seems to have belonged 
onoe to a place of pride ; and the hnngry and thirsty stranger 
scarcely knows which most to admire, the broad bannocks of 
barley-meal and the huge roll of butter, or the giant bottle, 
whose mouth exhales tJie strong savour of conquering Glen- 
livet The board is epreati — why not fall to and eat ? First 
be thanks given to the Lord Gnd Almighty. The blind man 
holds up his hand and prays in a low chanting voice, and 
then breaks bread for the lips of the stranger. On such an 
occasion is felt the sanctity of the meal shared by human 
beings brought accidentally together — the salt is sacred — 
and the hearth an altar. 

No great travellers are we, yet have we seen something of 
this habitable globe. The Highlands of Scotland is but a 
small region, nor is its interior by any means so remote as the 
interior of Africa. Yet 'tis remote. The life of that very 
blind veteran might, in better hands than ours, make an inte- 
resting history. In his youth he had been a shepherd — a 
herdsraan — a hunter — something even of a poet. For thirty 
years he had been a soldier — in many climates and many con- 
flicts. Since first he bloodied his bayonet, how many of hia 
comrades had been buried in heaps 1 Flung into trenches 
dug on the field of battle 1 How many famous captains had 
shone in the blaze of their fame — faded into the light of com- 
mon day — died in obscnrity^ and been utterly forgotten I 
What fierce passions must have agitated the frame of that 
now calm old man I On what dreadful scenes, when forts 
and towns were talcen by storm, must those eyes, now withered 
mto nothing, have glared with all the fuiy of man's most , 
wrathful soul 1 Now peace is with him for evermore. No' 
thing to speak of the din of battle, but his own pipes wailing 
or raging among the hollow of the mountains. In relation to 
his campaigning career, his present life is as tiie life of another 
state. The pageantry of war has all rolled off and away for 
ever ; all its actions but phantoms now of a dimly-remembered 
dream. He thinks of his former self, as sergeant in 
Black Watch, and almost imagines he beholds another r 
In his long, long blindness, he has created another world to 
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liimfielf out of new voices — the voicea of new generations, 
and of torrents tliundering all year long round about his hut. 
Ahnost all the savage has beea tamed within him, aud an 
awful religion falls deeper aod deeper upon him, as he knows 
how he is nearing the grave. Often his whole mind is dim, 
for he is exceedingly old, and then he Beea only fragments of 
his youthful life — the last forty years are as if they had never 
been — and he hears shouts and huzzas, that half a centmy 
ago rent the air with victory. He ean still chant, in & hoarse 
broken voice, battle-hymns and dirges; and thus, strangely 
forgetful and strangely tenacious of the past, linked to this 
life by ties that only the mountaineer can know, and yet feel- 
ing himself on the brink of the nest, Old Blind Donald Koy, 
the Giant of the Hut of the Three Torrents, will not scruple 
to quaff the "strong waters," tUl his mind is awakened — 
brightened — dimmed — darkened — and seemingly extinguished 
— till the sunrise again amit«s him, as he lies in a heap 
anaong the heather ; and then he lifts up, unashamed and 
remorseless, that head, which, ■with its long quiet baira, a 
painter might choose for the image of a saint about to become 
a martyr. 

Wo leave old Donald asleep, and go with his son-in-law, 
Lewis of the light-foot, and Maida the stag-hound, sumamed 
the Tbrottler, _ 

" "Whara the hunter of deer and the warrior trod, ^H 

To his hills that encircle the sea." ^M 

We have been ascending mountain-range after mountain^ 
range, before sunrise ; and lo 1 night is gone, and nature 
rejoices in the day through all her solitudes. Still as death, 
yet as life cheerful — and unspeakable grandeur in the sudden 
revelation. Where is the vrild-deer herd? — where, ask the 
keen eyes of Maida, is the forest of antlers ! — Lewis of the 
light-foot bounds before, with his long gun pointing towards 
the mists now gathered np to the summits of Benevis. 

Nightfall— and we are once more at the Hnt of the Three 
Torrents. Small Amy is grown familiar now, and, almost 
without being asked, sings us the choicest of her Gaelic airs 

a few too of Lowland melody : all merry, yet all sad — if in 

B begun, ending in a shower — or at least a tender mist 

of tears. Heardst thou ever such a syren as this Celtic child? 

Did we not always tell yon that fairies were indeed realities 
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of the twilight or moonlight world ? Aod she is their Queen. 
Hark 1 what thunders of applause I The waterfall at the head J 
of the groat Corrie thuodera encore with a hundred echoes. 1 
But the Bongs are oyer, and the small singer gone to her j 
heather-bed. There is a Highland moon ! — The shield of aa | 
unfallen archangel. There are not many stars — but those 
two — ay, that One, is sufficient to sustain the glory of the 
night. Be not alarmed at that low, nide, solemn, and melan- 
choly sound. Eunlets, torrents, rivers, lochs, and seas— ■ I 
reeds, heather, forests, caves, and cUSs, all are somid, sonnd- J 
ing together a choral anthem. 

Gracious heavens 1 what mistakes people have fallen into 
when writing about SoUtude I A man leaves a town for a 
few months, and goes with his wife and family, and a travel- 
ling library, into some solitaiy glen. Friends are perpetually 
visiting hiia from afar, or the neighbouring gentry leaving 
their cards, while hia aervant-boy rides daily to the post- 
viiiage for his letters and newspapers. And call you that 
solitude ? The whole world is with you, morning, noon, and 
night. But go by yourself, without book or friend, and live 
a month in this hut at the head of Glenevis. Go at dawn 
among the cliffa of yonder pine-forest, and wait there till 
night hangs her moon-lamp in heaven. Commune with your 
own soul, and be still. Let the images of departed years rise, 
phantom-hke, of their own awful accord from the darkness of 
your memory, and pass away into the wood-gloom or the 
mountain- mist. Will conscience dread such spectres ? Will 
you quake before them, and how down your head on the mossy 
root of some old oak, and sob in the stern siienoe of the 
haunted place ? Thoughts, feelings, passions, spectral deeds, 
will come rushing around your lair, as with the sound of the 
wings of innumeroua birds — ay, many of them, like biids of 
prey, to gnaw your very heart. How many duties undia- 
oharged I How many opportnnities neglected I How many 
pleasures devoured 1 How many sins hugged 1 How many 
wickednesses perpetrated I The desert looks more grim — the 
heaven lowers — and the sun, like God's own eye, stares in I 
upon your conscience ! 

But such is not the solitude of our beautiful young shep- 
herd-girl of the Hut of the Three Torrenta. Her soul is aa 
clear, as calm as the pool pictured at times by the floating 
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clouds that let fall tlieir Bhadows through among the over- 
hanging birch-trees. What harm could she ever do ? What 
harm could she ever think ? She may have wept — for thera 
is sorrow without sin ; may have wept even at her prayers — 
for there is penitence free from guilt, aud innocence itself often 
kneels in contrition. Down the long glen she accompanies 
the stream to the house of God — -sings her psalms — and re- 
tuniB wearied to her heather-bed. She is, indeed, a, solitary 
child ; the eagle, aud the raTen, aud the red-deer see that she 
is so — and echo knows it when from her airy cliff she repeats 
the happy creature's song. Her world is within this one 
glen. In this one glen she may live all her days — be wooed, 
won, wedded, buried. Buried — said we? Oh, why think of 
burial when gazing on that resplendent head ? Interminable 
tracts of the shining day await her, the lonely darling of 
nature ; nor dare Time ever eclipse the lustre of those wild- 
beaming eyes I Her beauty shall be immortal, like that of 
her country's fairies. So, Flower of the Wilderness, we wave 
towards thee a joyful — though an everlasting farewell. 

Where are we now ? There is not on this round green 
earth a lovelier Looh than Achray. About a mile above Loch 
Veuaachar, and as we approach the Brigg of Turk, we arrive 
at the summit of an eminence, whence we descry the sudden 
and wide prospect of the mindinge of the river that issues 
from Loch Achray — and the Loch itself reposing — sleeping — 
dreaming on its pastoral, its sylvan bed. Achray, beiug in- 
terpreted, signifies the "Level Field," and gives its name to 
a delightful farm at the west end. On " that happy, rural 
seat of various view," could we lie all day long; and aa all 
the beauty tends towards the west, each afternoon hour 
deepens and also brightens it into mellower splendour. Not 
to keep constantly seeing the lovely Loch is indeed impos- 
sible — yet its still waters soothe the soul, without holding it 
away from the woods and nhffe, that, forming of themselves 
a perfect picture, are yet all united with the mountainous 
region of the setting sun. Many long years have elapsed — 
at our time of life ten are many — since we passed one delight- 
ful evening in the hospitable house that stands near the 
wooden bridge over the Teith, just wheehng into Loch 
Achray. Wliat a wilderness of wooded rocks, containing a 
thousand httie mossy gtena, each large enough for a faiiy's 
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kingdotu I Betweea and Loch Katrine is tlie Place of Boes 
— nor need the angler try to penetrate the underwood ; 
every shallow, every linn, every pool is overshailed by its o 
canopy, and the hying fly and moth alone ever dip their 
winga in the checkered waters. Safe there are all the littla 
Binging-birds from hawk or gled — and it is indeed an Aviary 
in the wild. Pine-groves stand here and there amid the 
Datnral woods — and among their tall gloom the cushat sits 
crooning in beloved sohtude, rarely startled by human foot- 
step, and bearing at hia own pleasure through the forest the 
sound of his flapping wings. 

But let us rise from the greensward, and before we pace 
along the sweet shores of Loch Acliray, for its nearest i 
mur is yet more thati a mile off, turn away up from the Brigg 
of Turk into Glenfinias. A strong mounlain-torrent, Jn 
which a painter, even with the soul of Salvator Koaa, might 
find studies inexhaustible for years, tumbles on the left of a 
ravine, in which a small band of warriors might stop the 
march of a numerous host. With what a loud voice it brawls 
throngh the silence, freshening the hazels, the birches, and 
the oaks, that in that perpetual spray need not the dew's 
refreshment. But the savage scene softens as you advance, 
and you corae out of that sylvan prison into a plain of mea- 
dows and cornfields, alive with the peaceful dwellings of 
industrious men. Here the bases of the mountains, and even 
their sides high up, are without heather — a rich sward, with 
here and there a deep bed of brackens, and a little sheep- 
sheltering grove. Skeletons of old trees of prodigious size 
lie covered with mosses and wildflowera, or stand with their 
barkless trunks and white limbs unmoved when the tempest 
blows. Glenfinias was anciently a deer-forest of the Kings 
of Scotland ; hut hunter's horn no more awakens the echoes 
of Benledi. 

A more beautiful vale never inspired pastoral poet in Arca- 
dia, nor did Sicilian shepherds of old ever pipe to each other 
for prize of oaten reed, in a lovelier nook than where yonder ' 
cottage stands, shaded, but scarcely sheltered, by a few birch- ■ 
trees. It is in truth not a cottage — but a very Shieling, part 
of the knoll adhering to the side of the mountain. Not 
another dwelling — even as small as itself — within a mile in 
any directioa Those goats, that seem to walk where there 
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is no footing along tbe side o€ the cUET, go of themselves tc 
be milked at evening to a house bevond the hill, without any 
barking dog to set them home. There are many footpaths, 
but all of sheep, except one leading throngh the coppice- 
wood to the diatant kirk. The angler seldom distorbs those 
shallows, and the heron has them to himself, watching oFcen 
with motionless neck all day long. Yet the Shieling is 
inhabited, and has been so by the same person for a good 
many years. You might look at it for hours, and yet see no 
one BO mnch as moving to the door. Bat a little smoke 
hovers over it — very faint if it be smoke at all — and nothing 
else tells that within is life. 

It is inhabited by a widow, who once was the happiest of 
wives, and hved far down the glen, where it is richly culti- 
vated, in a house astir with many children. It so happened, 
that in the course of natnre, withont any extraordinary 
bereavements, she outhved all the household, eicept one, on 
whom fell the saddt^st aSictioa that can befall a human being 
— the utter loss of reason. For some years after the death of 
her hnahand, and all her other children, this son was her sup- 
port ; and there was no occasion to pity them in thi " 
poverty, where all were poor. Her natural cheerfulness nei 
forsook her; and although fallen back in the world, 
obliged in her age to live without many comforts she 
bad known, yet all the past gradually was softened into peace, 
and the widow and her son were in that sliieling as happy as 
any family in the parish. He worked at all kinds of work 
withont, and she sat spinning from morning to night within 
— a constant occupation, soothing to one before whose mind 
past times might otherwiae have come too often, and that 
creates contentment by its undisturbed sameness and invisible 
progression. If not always at raeals, the widow saw her son 
for an hour or two every night, and throughout the whole 
Sabbath-day. They slept, too, under one roof; and she liked 
the stormy weather when the rains were on — for then hfi 
found some ingenious employment within the shieling, at 
cheered her with some book lent by a friend, or with tho 
lively or plaintive music of his native hills. Sometimes, in 
her gratitude, she said that she was happier now than when 
she bad so many other causes to be ao ; and when occasionally 
an acquaintance dropt in upon her, her faoe gave a welcome 



BUp- ^^ 




C0TTAOE9. 175 

that spoke more than resignation ; nor was abe averse to 
partake the eociality of the other huta, and sat sedate among 
yontbful merriment, when suiainer or winter fcBtival ci 
round, and poverty rejoiced in the riches of content and 
innocence. 

But her trials, great as they had been, wore not yet O" 
for tbia her only eon was laid prostrate by fever — and, when 
it left bis body, he survived hopeleasly stricken in mind. His 
eyes, bo clear and intelligent, "were now fixed in idiocy, 
rolled about unobservant of all objects Hving or dead. T 
him all weather seemed the same, and if suffered, he would 
have lain down like a creature void of understanding, in 
or on snow, nor been able to find his way back for many paoeB 
from the hnt. Aa all thongbt and feeling bad left him, ho 
had speech, all but a moaning as of pain or woe, which none 
but a mother could bear to hear without shuddering — but she 
heard it during nigbt as well as day, and only sometimes 
lifted up her eyes aa in prayer to God. An offer was made to 
send him to a place where the afflicted were taken care of; 
but she beseeched charity for the fii-st time for such alms as 
would enable her, along with the earnings of her wheel, to 
keep her son in the shieling ; and the means were given her 
from many quarters to do so decently, and with all the com- 
forts that other eyes observed, but of which the poor object ■ 
himself was insenaible and unconscious. Henceforth, it may 
almost be said, she never more saw the sun, nor heard the 
torrents roar. She went not to the kirk, but kept her Sabbath 
where the paralytic lay — and there she sung the lonely ps: ' 
and said the lonely prayer, unheard in Heaven as many re- 
pining spirits would have thought — biit it was not so ; fc 
two years there came a meaning to his eyes, and he foui 
few words of imperfect speech, among which was that of 
"Mother." Obi bow her heart burned within her, to know 
that her face was at last recognised! To feel that her kiss 
was returned, and to see the first tear that trickled from eyes 
that long had ceased to weep I Day after day, the darkness 
that covered bis brain grew less and less deep — to her that 
bewilderment gave the bleasednesa of hope ; for her son now 
knew that he had an immortal bouI, and in the evening joined 
faintly and feebly and erringly in prayer. For weeks after- 
wards he remembered only events and scenes long past and 
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I bdiered that bis btbtf, and all his brothcm 
ftod nten, were yet alive. He called, opcm them by their 
name* to come aod kiee him — on tham, who had all long been 
buried in the dnat. Bat hia ■ooi atniggled itself into iMSon 
and remembrance — and be at last aaid, " Mother I did some 
accident befall me jrestnda; at my wc^ down ibe gjen? — ^I 
feel weak, and sbont to die I" Tba shadom of death were 
indeed aroand him ; but he Ured to be told mnch of what had 
happened — and rendered np a perfectly untdooded spirit into 
the mercy of bis Savioor. His mother felt that all her piayera 
had been granted in that one boon — and, when the coffin was 
borne away from the fihieling-, she remained in it with a friend, 
asanred that in this world there could for her be no more 
grief. And there in that same shieling, now that years have 
gone by, she atiil lingers, visited as often aa she wishes by 
her poor neighboars — for to the poor sorrow is a sacred thing 
— who, by turns, send one of their daughters to stay with her, 
and cheer a life that cannot be long, but that, end when it 
may, will be laid down withont one impious mis^ving, and 
in the humility of a Christian's faith. 

The scene shifts of itself, and we areat theheadoFGIenelive. 
Who among all the Highland maidens that danced on the 
greenswards among the blooming heather on the mountains of 
Glenetive — who so fair as Flora, the only danghter of tl» 
King's Forester, and grandchild to the Bard famous for 
songs of Fairies in the Hill of Peace, and the Mermaid-Qt 
in her Palace of Emerald floating far down beneath the foam- 
waves of the sea? And who, among all the Highland youth 
that went abroad to the bloody wars from the base of Benevis, 
to compare with Ranald of the Tted-Cliff, whose Bires had been 
soldiers for centuries, in the days of the dagger and Lochaber 
axe — stately in his strength amid the battle as the oak in a 
storm, but gentle in peace aa the birch-tree, that whispers 
with all its leaves to the slightest eummer-breath? If their 
love was great when often fed at the light of each other's 
eyes, what was it when Ranald was far off among the sands of 
Egjqit, and Flora left an orphan to pine away in her nativa 
glen ? Beneath the shadow of the Pyramids he dreamt 
Dalness and the deer forest, that was the dwelling of his lova 
I — and she, as she stood by the munnurs of that sea-loch,. 
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longed for the wings of the oaprey, that she might flee away 
to the war-tents beyond the oceaa, and be at rest 1 

Bnt years — a few years — long and Ungeriug as they might 
seem to loving hearts separated by the roar of aeas — yet all 
too too short when 'tis thought how email a number lead from 
the cradle to the grave — brought Eanald and Flora once more 
into each other's arms. Alas ! for the poor soldier I for never 
more was he to behold that face from which he kissed the 
trickling tears. Like many another gallant youth, he had 
lost his eyesight from the sharp buroing sand — and was led 
to the shieling of his love like a wandering mendicant who 
obeys the hand of a child. Nor did his face bear that smile 
of resignation usuaUy so affecting on the calm countenances 
of the blind, Seldom did he speak — and bis sighs were 
deeper, longer, and more distturbed than those which almost 
any sorrow ever wrings from the young. Could it be that he 
groaned in remorse over some secret crime ? 

Happy — completely happy, would Flora have been to have 
tended him like a sister all his dark life long, or, like a 
daughter, to have sat beside the bed of one whose hair was 
getting fast grey, long before its time. Almost all her rela- 
tions were dead, and almost aU. her friends away to other 
glens. But he had returned, and blindness, for which there 
was no hope, must bind lias steps for ever within little room. 
But they had been betrothed almost from their childhood, 
and would she — if he desired it — fear to become his wife now, 
Bhrouded as he was, now and for ever, in the helpless dark ? 
From his lips, however, her maidenly modesty required that 
the words should come ; nor could she sometimes help wonder- 
ing, in half- upbraiding sorrow, that Eanald joyed not in his 
great affliction to claim her for bis wife. Poor were they to 
be sure — yet not ao poor as to lea vf> bfe without its comforts ; 
and in every glen of her native Highlands, were there not 
worthy families far poorer than they ? But weeks, months, 
passed on, and Kanald remahied in a neighbouring hut, shim- 
iiing the sunshine, and moaning, it was said, when he thought 
none were near, both night and day. Sometimes he had been 
overheard muttering to himself lamentable words — and, blind 
as his eyes were to all the objects of the real world, it waa 
rumoured up and down the glen, that he saw visions of woeful 
events about to befall one whom be loved. 
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One midnight he found hia way, ungnided, like a manwalfc-"' 
ing in his sleep — bat although in a hideous trance, he was yet 
broad awake — to the hut where Tlora dwelt, and called on her, 
in a dirge-like voice, to speak a few words with him ere ho 
died. They sat down together among the heather, on the 
very spot where the farewell embrace had been given tha 
morning he went away to the ware ; and Flora's heart died 
within her, when he told her that the Curse under which hia 
forefathers had suffered, had fallen upon him ; and that he had 
seen his wraith pass by in a shroud, and heard a voice whis- 
per the very day he was to die. 

And was it Ranald of the Bed-Cliff, the bravest of the 
brave, that thus shuddered in tLe fear of death like a felon at 
the tolling of the great priBOu-bell? Ay, death is dreadful 
when foreseen by a ghastly superstition. He felt the ahrood 
already bound round hia limbs and body with gentle folds, 
beyond the power of a giant to burst ; and day and night the 
same vision yawned before bim — an open grave in the comer 
of the hill burial-ground without any kirk. 

Flora knew that his days were indeed numbered ; for when 
had he ever been afraid of death — and could hia spirit havei 
quailed thus under a mere common dream ? Soon was she to 
be all alone in this world ; yet when Ranald should die, she 
felt tliat her own days would not be many, and there was 
sudden and strong comfort in the belief that they would be 
buried in one grave. 

Such were her words to the dying man ; and all at once ho 
took her in his arms, and asked her " If she had no fears of 
the narrow house ? " His whole nature seemed to undergo 
a change under the calm voice of her reply ; and he said, 
" Dost thou fear not then, my Flora, to hear the words of 
doom ? " " Blessed will they be, if in death we be not dis- 
united." "Thou too, my wife — for my wife thou now art on 
earth, and mayest be so in heaven — thou too. Flora, wert seen 
shrouded in that apparition." It was a gentle and graoiouB 
summer night — so clear, that the shepherds on the hills wero 
scarcely sensible of the morning's dawn. And there at 
earhest daylight, were Ranald and Flora found, on the green- 
award, among the tall heather, lying side by side, with their 
calm faces up to heaven, and never more to smile or weep ' 
this mortal world. 
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AN HOUR'S TALK AEOUT POETRY. 

OuKs is a poetical age ; but haa it produced one Great Poeni ? ' 
Not one. 

Juat look at them for a moment. There is " The Pleasures of 
Memory" — anelegant, graceful, beautiful, pensive, and pathetio | 
poem, which it does one's eyes good to gaze on — one's eara I 
good to listen to — one's very fingers good to touch, bo smooth | 
is the versification and the wire-wove paper. Never will " The 
Pleasures of Memory" be forgotten till the world ia in its 
dotage. But is it a Great Poem ? About as much so aa aa 
ant-hill, prettily grass-grown and leaf-strewn, is a mountain 
purple with heather and golden with woods. It is a symmetrical 
erection — in the shape of a cone — and the apex points heaven- 
wards ; but 'tis not a sky-piercer. Tou take it at a hop — and 
pursue your journey. Tet it endures. For the rains and the 
dews, and the airs and the sunshine, love the fairy knoll, and 
there it greens and blossoms delicately and delightfully ; yon i 
hardly know whether a work of art or a work of nature. 

Then there is the poetry of Crabbe. We hear it is not very 
popular. If 80, then neither ia human life. For of all our ' 
poeta, he has most skilfully woven the web and woven the 
woof of all his compositions with the materials of human life — 
homespun indeed ; but though often coarse, always strong — 
and though set to plain patterns, yet not unfrequently exceed-, 
ing fine ia the old weaver's workmanship. Ay — hold up the J 
product of his loom between your eye and the light, and it | 
glows and glimmers like the peacock's back or the breast of 
the rainbow. Sometimes it seems to be but of the " hodden 1 
grey ; " when sunbeam or shadow smites it, and lo 1 it is bur- 
niahed Kke the regal purple. But did the Eoroughm 
eTor produce a Great Poem ? You might as well ask if he 
built St Paul's. 
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Breatbee not the man with a more poetical temperament. 
than Bowlea, No wonder that his old eyes are atill so Ina-' 
trooB ; for they posseaa the sacred gift of beantifying creation, 
by shedding over it the cliarro of melancholy. " Pleasant but 
motinifdl to the eonl is the memoiy of joys that are past " — is 
the text we should choose were we about to preach on his 
genius. No vain repinings, no idle regrets, does liia spirit 
now breathe over the still receding Past, But time-aanctified 
are all the shows that arise before bis pensive imagination ; 
Bnd the common light of day, once gone, in his poetry seems 
to shine aa if it had all been dying sunset or moonlight, or tbe 
new-born dawn. His human eensibilities are so fine as to be 
in themselves poetical ; and his poetical aspirations so deli- 
cate as to be felt always haman. Hence bis Sonnets havfti 
been dear to poets — having in them " more than meets tb#| 
ear " — spiritual breathings that hang around the words liksi^ 
light around fair flowers; and hence, too, have they beM 
beloved by all natural hearts who, having not the "fecultl 
divine," have yet the "vision " — that is, the power of seeini 
and of hearing the Bights and Ibe souads which genius aloiw 
can awaken, bringing them from afar out of the dust and dii 
nesa of evanishment. 

Mr Bowles has been a poet for good fifty years ; and if 
genius do not bum quite ho bright as it did some lustres 
gone^ — yet we do not say there is any abatement even of 
brightness ; it shines with a mellower and also with a m 
cheerful light. Long ago, he was perhaps rather too pensive 
— too melancholy — too pathetic — toowoe-begone — in too great 
bereavement. Like the nightingale, he sang with a thorn at 
his breast — from which one wondered the point had not been 
broken off by perpetual pressure. Yet, though rather mono- 
tonous, Ilia strains were most mnsical as well as melancholy ; 
feeling was often relieved by fancy ; and one dreamed, in 
listening to his elegies, and hymns, and sonnets, of moonlit 
rivers flowing through hoary vroods, and of the yellow sands 
of dim-imaged seas munnuring round "the shores of old 
Romance." A fine enthusiasm too was his — in those youthful 
years — ^inspired by the poetry of Greece and Rome ; and in 
some of his happiest inspirations there was a delightful and 
original nnion — to be found nowhere else that we can re- 
member — of the spirit of that ajicient song, — the pure classic^ 
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spirit that murmured by the banks of the Eurotaa and Ilissus, 
with that of our own poetry, that hke a noble Naiad dwells 

the " clear well of English undefiled." In almost all hia 
strains yon felt the scholar; but hia was no affected or 
pedantic scholarship — intrusive most when least required; 
but the growth of a oon8umraa,te classical education, of which 
the career was not iuglorioua among the towers of Oxford. 
Bowles was a pupil of the Wartons — Joe and Tom — God 
bless their souls 1 — and his name may be joined, not un- 
worthily, with theirs — and with Mason's, and Gray's, and 
Collins' — academics all ; the works of them all showing a 
delicate and exquisite colouring of classical art, enrichiflg 
their own Eughsh nature. Bowles's muse is always loth to 
forget — wherever she roam or linger — Winchester and Oxford 
— ^tbe Itohin and the Isia, None educated ia those delightful 
and divine haunts will ever forget them, who can read Homer, 
and Pindar, and Sophocles, and Theocritus, and Bion, and 
Moschus, in the original; Rhedicyna's ungrateful or renegade 
sons are those alone who pursued their poetical studies — in 
translations. They never knew the nature of the true old 
Greek fire. 

But has Bowles written a Great Poem? If ho has, publish 
it, and we shall make him a Bishop. 

What shall we say of " The Pleasures of Hope?" Thatthft. 
harp from which that music breathed, was an ^olian hwp 
placed in the window of a high hall, to catch airs from heaven 
when heaven was glad, as well she might be with such moon 
and such stars, and strearaering half the region with a magni- 
ficent anrora-borealis. Now the music deepens into a majestio 
march — now it swells into a holy hymn — and now it dies 
away elegiac-like, as if moarning over a tomb. Vague, 
indefinite, uncertain, dream-ltke, and visionary all ; but never 
else than beautiful; and ever and anon, we know not why, 
sublime. It ceases in the hueh of night — and we awaken as 
if from a dream. Is it not even so? — In his youth Campbell 
lived where " distant isles could hear the lond Corbrechtan 
roar;" and sometimes Ids poetry is hke that whirlpool — the 
sound as of the wheels of many chariots. Yes, happy was it 
for him that he had hberty to roam along the many-based, 
hollow- rumbling western coast of that unaccountable coimty 
ArgyUshire. The sea-roar cultivated hia naturally fine mnsi- 
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cal ear, and it Bank too iiito liis heart. Hence is his prime Poom 
bright with hope as is the Bunny sea when Bailors' sweethear1« ' 
on the shore are looking out for ships; and from a foreign 
station down cornea the fleet before the wind, aiid the very ' 
sheila beneath their footsteps seem to sing for joy. 
Gertrude of Wyoming, we love her as if she were oi 
only daughter — filling our life with bliss, and then leaving it i 
desolate. Even now we see her glmst gliding throiigh those 
giant woods 1 As for " Lochiel'e Warning," tliere was heard 
the voice of the Last of the Seers. The Second Sight is now 
exfinguished in the Highland glooms — the Lament wails no 
more, 

" That man may not hide what God would reveal !" 

The Kavy owes much to " Ye Mariners of England." 
8heer hulks often seemed ships till that strain arose — but 
ever since in our imagination haTe they brightened the roar- 
ing ocean. And dare we say, after that, that Campbell haa 
never written a Great Poem? Tes — in the face even of the 
Metropolitan I 

It was said many long years ago in the Edinburgh Review, 
that none but maudlin raillinera and sentimental ensigns sup- j 
posed that James Montgomery was a poet. Then is Maga 
a maudlin milliner — and Christopher North a sentimental 
ensign. We once called Moutgoniery a Moravian ; and though 
he assures us that we were mistaken, yet having made an 
assertion, we aln'ays stick to it, and therefore he must remain 
a Moravian, if not in hia own belief, yet in ours. Of all reli- 
gious sects, the Moravians are the most simple-minded, pure- 
hearted, and high-souled — and these qualities si ' 
"The Pelican laland." In earnestnesa and fervour, that poem , 
is by few or none excelled ; it is embalmed in sincerity, and i 
therefore shall fade not away, neither shall it moulder- 
even although exposed to the air, and blow the 
rudely through time's mutations. Not that it is a mummy. 
Say rather a fair form laid asleep in immortality — its face i 
wearing, day and night, summer and winter, look at it 
when you will, a saintly — a celestial smile. That ia a true 
image ; but is " The Pelican Island " a Great Poem ? Wo 
panse not for a reply. 

lical Poetry, we opine, hath many branches — and one ol ' 
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them, "beautiful exceedingly " with bud, blossom, and fruit 
of balm and brightness, rouud which is ever heard the mur- 
mur of bees and of birds, hangs trailingly along the n 
greensward when the air is calm, and ever and anon, ■ 
blow the fitful breezes, it is uplifted in the sunshine, and 
glows waviugly aloft, as if it belonged even to the loftiest 
region of the Tree which is Amaranth. That is a fanciful, 
perhaps foolish form of expression, employed at present to 
signify Song-writing. Now, of all the song-writera that evf 
warbled, or chanted, or sung, the best, in our estimation, i 
verily none other than Thomas Moore. True that Robert 
Bnma has indited many songs that slip into the heart, justJ I 
like light, no one knows how, filling its chambers sweetly and ^ J 
silently, and leaving it nothing more to desire for perfect con- 
tentment. Or let us say, sometimes when he sings, it is like 
listening to a linnet in the broom, a blackbird in the brake, i 
laverock in the sky. They sing in the fulness of their joy, as 
nature teaches them — and so did he ; and the man, 
or child, who is delighted not with such singing, 
virtues what they may, must never liope to be in Heaven. 
GracioQB Providence pkced Burns in the midst of the & 
of Lyrical Poetry — when he was bom a Scottish j 
Now, Moore is an Iiishman, and was bom in Dublin, 
is a Greek scholar, and translated — after a fashion — 
And Moore has lived much in towns and cities — and in that 
society which will suffer none else to be called good, 
advantages he has enjoyed wliich Burns never did — but then , 
how many disadvantages has he undergone, from which the 
Ayrshire Ploughman, in the bondage of his poverty, was free 1 
Tou see all that at a single glance in their poetry. But alli ] 
in humble life is not high — all in high life is not low ; andj ' 
there is as much to guard against in hovel as in hall— 
"auld clay-bigging " as in marble palace. Burns sometiujes I 
wrote like a mere boor — Moore has too often written like a I 
mere man of fashion. But take them both at their best — and 
both are inimitable. Both are national poets — and who shall 
say, that if Moore had been bom and bred a peasant, as Burns 
was, and if Ireland had been such a land of knowledge, and 
virtue, and religion as Scotland is — and surely, without i 
offence, we may say that it never was, and never will be — 
though we love the Green Island well — that with his fine 
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fancy, warm heart, and exquiBite ssnaibilitiea, he might not 
have been ae natural a lyriitt aa Burns ; while, take bim as he 
is, who can deoy that in richness, in variety, in grace, and in 
the power of art, he is auperior to the ploiighman. Of " Lalla 
Rookh" and " The Loves of the Angela," we defy yon to read a 
page without admiration; but the question recm-a, and it is 
easily answered, we need not say in the negative, did Moore 
ever write a Great Poem ? 

Let us make a tour of the Lakea. Bydal Mount ! Words- 
worth ! The Bard I Here is the man who has devoted his 
whole life to poetry. It is his profession. He is a poet just 
aa his brother is a clergyman. He ia the Head of the Lake 
Bohool, just as his brother is Master of Trinity. Nothing in 
thia life and in this world has be had to do, beneath sunt i 
moon, and stars, but V 



What has been the result? Seven volumes (oh 1 why not 
seven more?) of poetry, as beautiful as ever charmed the ear^ 
of Pan and of Apollo. The earth — the middle air — the sky — 
the heaven — the heart, mind, and soul of man — are " the 
haunt and main region of his song." In describing external 
nature as she is, no poet perhaps has excelled Wordsworth — ' 
not even Thomson ; in imbuing her and making her pregnant 
with spiritualities, till the mighty mother teems with " beauty 
far more beauteous" than she had ever rejoiced in till such 
communion — he excels all the brotherhood. Therein hea his 
especial glory, and therein the immortal evidences of the 
might of his creative imagination. All men at times " muse 
on nature with a poet's eye," — but Wordsworth ever — and 
his soul has grown more and more rehgious from such worship. 
Every rock is an altar — every grove a shrine. We fear that 
there will be sectarians even in thia Natural Eeligion tiU the 
end of time. But he is the High Priest of Nature — or, to use 
his own words, or nearly so, he is the High Priest " in the 
metropolitan temple built in the heart of mighty poets." But 
has he — even he— ever written a Great Poem ? If he has — it 
is not "The Excursion." Nay, " TheEscursion" is not aPoem.' 
It ia a Series of Poems, aU swimming in the light of poetry; 
some of them sweet and simple, some elegant and graceful, 
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Bome beautiful and most lovely, some of " strength and state," 
some majestic, some magnificent, some subUme. But though 
it baa an opening, it has no beginning ; you can discover the 
middle only by the numerals on the page ; and the most 
serious apprehensions have been very generally entertained 
that it has no end. While Pedlar, Poet, and Solitary breathe 
the vital air, may "The Excursion," stop where itwill, be re- 
newed ; and as in ita present shape it comprehends but a 
Three Days' Walk, we have but to think of an Escuraion of 
three weeks, three months, or three years, to have some idea 
of Eternity. Then the life of man is not always limited to 
the term of threescore and ten years. What a Journal might 
it prove at last 1 Poetry in profusion till the land overflowed ; 
but whether in one volume, as now, or in filty, in future, not 
a Great Poem — nay, not a Poem at all — nor ever to be so 
esteemed, till the principles on which Great Poets build tha 
lofty rhyme are exploded, and the very names of Art and 
Science smothered and lost in tlie bosom of Nature from which 
they arose. 

Let the dullest clod that ever vegetated, provided only ha ' 
be alive and hear, bo shut up in a room with Coleridge, or in 
a wood, and subjected for a few minutes to the ethereal 
influence of that wonderful man's monologue, and he will 
begin to believe himself a Poet. The barren wUdemese may 
not blossom like the rose, but it will seem, or ratier feel to do 
ao, under the lustre of an imagination exhaustless as the aim. 
Ton may have seen perhaps rocks auddenly so glorified by 
sunlight with colours manifold, that tiie bees seek them, de- 
luded by the show of flowera. The sue, you know, does not 
always show his orb even in the daytime — and people are 
often ignorant of hia place in the firmament. But he keeps 
shining away at hia leisure, as you would know were he to 
Buffer eclipse. Perhaps he — tlie sun — is at no other time a 
more dehghtful luminary than when he is pleased to diapenae 
his influence tlirough a general haze, or mist — softening all ths 
day till meridian ia almost like the afternoon, and the grove, 
antioipating gloaming, bursts into "dance and minstrelsy" 
ere the god go down into the sea. Clouds too become him 
well — whether thin and fleecy and braided, or piled up all 
round about him castle-wise and cathedral-fashion, to say 
nothing of temples and other metropolitan struoturea ; 
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it reasonable to fiud ftkult with liiin, wlieu, as naked aa the I 
lionr he vias born, " he flameB on the forehead of the mornings I 
sky." The grandeur too of hia appearance on si ' ' _ 
become quite pioverbial. Now in all tliis he resembles Cole- I 
ridge. It is easy to talk — not very difficult to s 
hard to speak; but to "discourse" is a gift rarely bestowed ] 
by Heaven on mortal man. Coleridge has it in perfection. 1 
While he is discoursing, the world loses all its oommonplacea, 1 
and you and your wife imagine jouraelf Adam and Eve listen- 
ing to the affable archangel Raphael in the Garden of Eden. ] 
You would no more dream of wishing him to be mute for I 
a while, than you would a river that " imposes silence with a I 
stilly sonud." Whether you understand two consecutive I 
sentences, we shall not stop too curiously to inquire ; bat yoa f 
do something better, you feel the whole just like any other' I 
divine music. And 'tis your own fault if you do not 

" A wiser and a better man arise to-morrow'a mom." 
Reason is said to he one faculty, and Imagination another- 
but there cannot be a grosser mistake; they are one and 
indivisible ; only in most cases they live Hke cat and dog, in 
mutual worrying, or haply sue for a divorce ; whereas in the 
case of Coleridge they are one spirit as well as one fleah, and 
keep billing and cooing in a perpetual honeymoon. Then 
his mind is learned in all the learning of the Egyptians, aa 
well as the Greeks and Romans ; and though we have heard 
aimpletons say that he knows nothing of science, we have 
heard him on chemistry puzzle Sir Humphrey Davy — and 
prove to his own entire satisfaction, that Leibnitz and Newton, 
thougli good men, were but indifferent astronomers. Beaides,- 
he thinks notliing of inventing a new science, with a com- 
plete nomenclature, in a twinkling — and should yon seem 
sluggish of appreliension, he endows you with an additional 
sense or two, over and above the usual seven, till you are no 
longer at a loss, be it even to scent the music of fragrance, or 
to hear the smell of a balmy piece of poetry. All the faculties, 
both of soul and sense, seem atnicahly to interchange their 
functions and their provinces; and you fear not that the dret 
may dissolve, persuaded that you are in a future state 
permanent enjoyment. Nor are we now using any esagger- 
ation ; for if you will but think how unutterably dull are all 
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the ordinary sayings and doings of this iife, spent as it ia ivith 
ordinary people, you may imagine Low in sweet delirium you 
may be robbed of yourself by a seraphic tongno that has fed 
since first it lisped on " honey -dew," and by lipa that have 
" breathed the air of Paradise," and learned a seraphic lan- 
guage, which, all the while that it is English, is as grand as 
Greek and as soft as Italian, We only know this, that Cole- 
ridge is the alchymist that in his cruoible melts down hours 
to moments — and lo ! diamonds sprinkled on a plate of gold. 

What a world would this be were all its inhabitants to 
fiddle like Paganiui, ride like Ducrow, discourse like Cole- 
ridge, and do everything else in a style of equal perfection 1 
But pray, how does the man write poetry with a pen upon 
paper, who thus is perpetually pouring it from his inspired 
lips? Kead " The Ancient Mariner," " The Nightingale," and \ 
" Greoevieve." In the first, you shudder at the superstition i 
of the sea — in the second, you thrill with the melodies of the v 
woods — in the third, earth is like heaven ; — for you are made 
to feel t!iat 

" All thoughts, all pasaiona, all delights, 

Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are bat ministers of Lore, 

And feed his sacred flame !" 
Has Coleridge, then, ever written a Gfreat Poem? No; for.' 
besides the Eegions of the Fair, the Wild, and the Wonder- 
ful, there is another up to which his wing might not soar ; 
thoogh the plumes are strong as soft. But why should he 
who loveth to take " the winga of a dove that he may flee 
away " to the bosom of beauty, though there never for a 
moment to be at rest — why should he, like an eagle, soar into 
the storms that roll above this visible diurnal spliere in peals 
of perpetual thunder ? 

Wordsworth, somewhere or other, remonsti-ates, rather 
angrily, with the Public, against her obstinate ignorance 
ahown in persisting to put into one class himself, Coleridge, 
and Southey, as birds of a feather, that not only flock together 
but warble the same sort of song. But he elsewhere tells us 
that he and Coleridge hold the same principles in the Art 
Poetical ; and among his Lyrical Ballads he admitted the 
three finest compositions of his illustrious Compeer. The 
Public, therefore, is not to blame in taking him at hia word, 
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even if eha had discerned no family likeness in their genias. 
Sonthey certainly resembles Wordsworth less than Coleridge 
does ; but he lives at Keswick, which ia but some dozen miles 
from Bydal, and perhaps with an imphilosophical though pen- 
sive Public that link of connection sliould be allowed to be 
anfBoient, even were there no other less patent and material 
than the Macadamised turnpike road. But true it is and of 
verity, that Southey, among our living Poets, stands aloof and 
"alone in his glory;" for ho alone of them all has adventured 
to illustrate, in Poeois of magnitude, the different characters, 
customs, and manners of nations. " Joan of Arc " is an 
English and French story — " Thalaba," Arabian — "Eehama," 
Indian — "Madoc," Welsh and American — and "Roderick," 
Spanish and Moorish ; nor would it be easy to say (setting 
aside the first, which was a -very youthful work) in which of 
these noble poems Mr SouLhey has moat successfiilly per- 
formed an achievement entirely beyond the power of any but 
the highest genius. In " Madoc," and especially in " Rode- 
rick," he has relied on the truth of nature^as it is seen in 
the history of great national transactions and events. In 
"Thalaba" and in " Kehama," though in them, too, he has 
brought to bear an almost boundless lore, he follows tlie lead- 
ing of Fancy and Imagination, and walks in a world of won- 
ders. Seldom, if ever, has one and the same Poet exhibited 
such power in such differeat kinds of Poetry — in Truth a 
Master, and in Fiction a Magician. 

It is easy to assert that he draws on his vast stores of 
knowledge gathered from hooks — and that we have but to 
look at the multifarious accumulation of notes appended to 
his great Poems to see that they are not Inventions. The 
materials of poetry indeed are there— often the raw materials 
— seldom more ; but the Imagination that moulded them into 
beautiful, or magnificent, or wondrous shapes, is all his own 
— and has shown itself most creative. Southey never was 
among the Arabians nor Hindoos, and therefore had to tmst 
to travellers. But had he not been a Poet he might have 
read tiU he was blind, nor ever seen 

" The pBlm-grove inlanded amid the waste," 
where with Oiieiza in her Father's Tent 



How happily the years of Thalaba went by 
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In what guidance but that of liis own genius did he descend 
with the Destroyer into the Domdaniel Caves ? And who 
showed him the Swerga's Bowers of Bliss ? Who bailt for 
him with all its palaces that submarine City of the Dead, safe 
in its far-down alence from the superficial thunder of the sea ? 
The greatness as well as the originality of Southey's genius 
is seen in the conception of every one of his Five Chief 
Works — with the exception of " Joan of Arc," which was 
written in very early youth, and is chiefly distinguished by a 
fine enthusiaBin, They are one and all National Poems— 
wonderfully true to the customs and characters of the inhabit- 
ants of the countries in which are laid the scenes of all their 
various adventures and enterprises — and the Poet has entirely 
succeeded in investing with an individual interest each repre- 
aentative of a raoe. Thalaha is a true Arab — Madoc a true 
Briton — King Roderick indeed the Last of the Groths. Kehama 
is a personage whom we can be made to imagine only in Hin- 
doatan. Sir Walter confined himself in liis poetry to Scotland 
—except in " Eokehy " — and his might then went not with 
him across the Border ; though in bis novels and romances he 
was at home when abroad — and nowhere else more gloriously 
than with Saladin in the Desert. " Lalla Kookh " is full of 
brilliant poetry ; and one of the series— the " Fire- Worship- 
pers " — is Moore's highest effort ; but the whole is too elabo- 
rately Oriental — and often in pure weariness of all that 
accumulation of the gorgeous imagery of the East, we shut 
up the false glitter, and thank Heaven that we 
the bleakest and barest corners of the West. But S 
magic is more potent — and he was privileged to exclaim— 

" Come, listen to a tale of times of old ! 
Come, for ye know me. I am he who framed 
Of Thalaba the wild and wondrous song. 
Coma listen to my lay, and ye ahull hear 
How Madoc from the Bhorea of Britain spread 
The adventurous sail, explored the ocean path, 
And quell'd barbaric power, and overthrew 
The bloody altars of idolatry. 
And planted on its fanes triumphantly 
The Cross of Christ. Come, listen to my lay." 

Of all his chief Foeme the oonoeptiou and the exeontiun 
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are original ; in much faulty and imperfect both ; but bearing 1 
throughout the iaipresa of original power; and breathing a ] 
moral charm, in the midat of the wildest and sometimeB e 
extravagant imaginings, that shall preserve them for ever ] 
from oblivion, embalming them in the spirit of delight and of 
love. Fairy Tales, or tales of witchcraft and enchantment, 
seldom stir the holiest and deepest feelings of tlie heart ; but 
" Thalaba " and "Eehama" do so; "the still sad music of ^ 
humanity" is ever with ns among all most wonderful and 
wild ; and of all the spells, and charms, and talismans that 
are seen working strange effects before our eyes, the strongest 
are ever felt to be Piety and Virtue. What exquisite pictures i 
of domestic affection and bliss I what sanctity and devotion I 
Meek as a child is Innocence in Southey's poetry, but mightier 
than any giant. Whether matron or maid, mother or daughter 
— in joy or sorrow — as they appear before us, doing or suffer- 
ing, "beautiful and dutiful," with Faith, Hope and Charity 
their guardian angola, nor Fear ever once crossing their path 1 i 
We feel, in perusing such pictures — " Purity ! thy n 
woman 1 " and are not these Great Poems ? We are silent 
Bat should you answer " yea," from us in our present mood ' 
you shall receive no contradiction. 

The transition always Beema to us, we scarcely know why, 
as natural as delightful from Southey to Scott. They alone 
of all the poets of the day have produced poems in which are J 
pictured and narrated, epicly, national characters, and events, j 
and actions, and catastrophes. Southey has heroically i 
vaded foreign countries ; Scott as heroically brought hia power 
to bear on his own people ; and both have achieved immortal 
triumphs. But Scotland is proad of her great national min- 
strel — and as long as she is Scotland, will wash and wi 
laurels round his brow, with raina and winds that will for | 
ever keep brightening their glossy verdure. Whereas Eng- J 
land, ungrateful ever to her men of genius, already often for- 
gets the poetry of Sonthey ; while Little Britain abuses his ' 
patriotism in his politica. The truth is, that Scotland had I 
forgotten her own history till Sir Walter burnished it all u 
till it glowed again — it is hard to say whether in hia poetry * 
or in hia prose the brightest — and the past became the pre- 
sent. We know now the character of our own people as it 
showed itself in war and peace — in palace, castle, hall, hut, J 
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Ijovel, and eLieling — through centuries of advancing civili- 
Bation, from the tinio when Ediiiburgli was first ycleped Anld 
Beetle, down to the period when the bright idea first occurred 
to lier inhabitants to call her the Modem Athena, This he 
has effected by means of about one hundred voluniee, each 
exhibiting to the life about fifty characters, and each character 
not only an individual in himself or herself, but the represen- 
tative—so we offer to prove if you be sceptical — of a distinct 
class or order of human beings, from the Monarch to the Men- 
dicant, from the Queen to the Gypsy, from the Bruce to tlie 
MonipUes, from Mary Stuart to Jenny Dennison. We shall 
never say that Scott is Shakespeare : but we shall Bay that he 
has conceived and created^ — you know the raeaning of these 
words — as many characters — real living flesh- and -blood 
human beings — naturally, truly, and consistently, as Shake- 
speare ; who, always trans cendently great in pictures of the 
passions — out of their range, wliich surely does not compre- 
hend all rational being — was — nay, do not threaten to murder 
US — not seldom an imperfect delineator of human life. All 
the world believed that Sir Walter had not only exhausted hia 
owa genius in hia poetry, but that he had exhausted all the 
matter of Scottish life — be and Bums together — and that no 
more ground untumed-up lay on this side of the Tweed. 
Perhaps he thought so too for a while — and shared in the 
general and natural delusion. But one morning before break- 
fast it occurred to him, that in all his poetry he had done little 
or nothing — though more for Scotland than any other of her 
poets, except the Ploughman — and that it would not be much 
amiss to commence a New Century of Inventions, Hence the 
Prose Tales — Novels — and Romances- — ^fresh floods of light 
pouring all over Scotland — and occasionally illumining Eng- 
land, France, and Germany, and even Palestine — whatever 
land bad been ennobled by Scottish enterprise, genius, valour, 
and virtue. 

Up to the era of Sir Walter, living people had some vague, 
general, indistinct notions about dead people mouldering 
away to nothing centuries ago, in regular kirkyards and 
chance burial-places, " 'mang muirs and mosses many 0," 
somewhere or other in that difEcuUly -distinguished and very 
debatable district called the Borders. All at once he touched 
their tombs with a divining-rod, and the turf streamed out 
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ghoata — aome in woodmen's dresses — most in warrior's mail 
green archera leaped forth with yew-bow and quivers — am 
giants stalked shaking speara. The grey chronicler amiled 
and, taking tip hia pen, wrote in linca of hght the anuals ot 
the chivalrous and heroic daja of auld feudal Scotland. The 
nation then, for the first time, knew the character of its 
anceatora ; for those were not apectrea — not they indeed — nor 
phantoms of the hrain — hut gaunt flesh and blood, or glad 
and glorioua ; — baae-boni cottage churls of the olden time, 
because Scottish, became familiar to the love of the nation's 
heart, and so to its pride did the high-born Hnoage of palace- 
kinga. The worst of Sir Walter is, that he has harried all 
Scotland. Never was there such a freebooter. He harries 
all men's cattle — kills themsclv'ea oS'-hand, and makea bonfires 
of their caatlea. Thus has he disturbed and illuminated all 
the laud as with the blazes of a million beacons. Lakes lie- 
with their islands distinct by midnight aa by mid-day ; wide. 
woods glow gloriously in the gloom ; and by the stormy 
dour you even see ships, with all sails set, far at sea. 
favourite themes in prose or numerous verse are still " Kuights 
and Lords and mighty Earls," and their Lady-loves, chic " 
Scottish — of kings that fought for fame or freedom — of fatfd 
Flodden and bright BaunockbuTu — of the nELivEREB. If that 
be not national to the teeth, Homer was no Ionian, Tyrtaaus 
not apning from Sparta, and Christopher North a Cockney. 
Let Abbotsford, then, be oognomed by those that choose it, 
the Ariosto of the North — we shall continae to call him plain 
Sir Walter. 

Now, we beg leave to decline answering our own question 
— has he ever written a Great Poem ? We do not care one, 
straw whether he has or not; for bo has done this — ^he has 
exhibited human life in a greater variety of forms and lights, 
all definite and distinct, than any other man whose name has 
reached our ears ; and therefore, without fear or trembling, 
tell the world to its face, that he is, out of all sight, the 
;reateBt genius of tlie age, not forgetting Goethe, the Devil, 
id Dr Faustus. 

What? Scott a greater genius than Byron I" Yes — be- 
yond compare, Byron had a vivid and strong, but not a wide, 
imagination. He saw things as they are, occasionally stand- 
ing pn)minently and boldly out from tho flat surface of this 
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world ; and in general, when his eoul waa up, be described 
them with a master's might. We speak now of the estemal 
world — of nature and of art. Now observe how he dealt 
nature. In his early poems he b-etrayed no passionate love of 
nature, though we do not doubt that he felt it ; and even in 
the first two cantos of "Childe Harold" he was an unfrequent 
and no very devout woi'shipper at her sbrine. We ai 
blaming hia lukewarmness ; but simply stating a fact. He 
had something else to think of, it would appear ; and proved 
himself a poet. But in the third canto, " a change came over 
the spirit of his dream," and ha " babbled o' green fields," 
floods, and moantaina. Unfortunately, however, for his origina- 
lity, that canto is almost a oonto — hia model being Words- 
worth. His merit, whatever it may be, is limited therefore to 
that of imitation. And observe, the imitation ia not merely 
occasional or verbal ; but all the deHcriptions are conceived 
in the spirit of Wordsworth, coloured by it and shaped — from 
it they live, and breathe, and have their being ; and that so en- 
tirely, that had "The Excursion" and "Lyrical Ballads" never 
been, neither had any composition at all resembling, either in 
conception or execution, the third canto of "Childe Harold." 
Hia soul, however, having been awakened by the inspiration 
of the Bard of Nature, never afterwards fell asleep, nor got 
drowsy over her beauties or glories ; and much fine descrip- 
tion pervades most of his subseciuent works. He afterwards 
made much of what he saw his own — and even described it 
after his own fashion ; hut a greater in that domain was hia 
instructor and guide — nor in bis noblest efforts did he ever 
make any close approach to those inspired passages, which ho 
had manifestly set as models before bis imagination. With 
all the fair and great objects in the world of art, again, Byron 
dealt like a poet of original genius. They themselves, and 
not descriptions of them, kindled it op; and thus "thoughts 
that breathe, and words that burn," do almost entirely com- 
pose the fourth canto, which is worth, ten times over, all the 
rest. The impetuosity of his career is astonishing; never 
for a moment does his wing flag ; ever and anon be stoops 
but to soar again with a more majestic sweep ; and you see 
bow he glories in his flight — that he is proud as Lucifer. 
The first two cantos are frequently cold, cumbrous, atiS', heavy, 
and dull ; and, with the eaception of perhaps a dozen stanzas, 
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and these far from being of first-rate excelleoce, they are 
fuiiad woefully wanting in the true fire. Many passagee are 
but t!iB baldest prose, Byron, after all, was right in thinldng 
— at first — but poorly of these cantos ; and bo was the friend, 
not Mr Hobhouse, who threw cold water upon them in mana- 
BCript. True, they " made a prodigious sensation," but bitter- 
bad stuff has often done that ; while often nnheeded or un- 
heard has been an angel's voice. Had they been suffered to 
stand alone, long ere now had they been pretty well forgotten; 
and bad they been followed by other two cantos no better 
than themselves, then had tba whole four in good time been 
most certainly damned. But, fortunately, the poet, in bis 
pride, felt himself pledged to proceed ; and proceed he did in 
a superior style ; borrowing, stealing, and robbing, with a 
face of aristocratic assurance that must have amazed the plun- 
dered ; but intermingling with the spoil riches fairly won by 
his own genius from the exhauatlesa treasury of nature, who 
loved her wayward, her wicked, and her wondrous son. Is 
"Childe Harold," then, a Great Poem? Whatl with one-half of 
it little above mediocrity, one quarter of it not original in con- 
ception, and in eiecntion Bwarming with faults, and the re- 
mainder glorious? Aa for bis tales — the "Giaour," "Coreair," 
"Lara," "Bride of Abydos," "Siege of Corinth," and so forth — 
they are all spirited, energetic, and passionate performances — 
sometimes nobly and sometimes meanly versified — but dis- 
playing neither originahty nor fertility of invention, and 
assuredly no wide range either of feeling or of thought, though 
over that range a supreme dominion. Some of hie dramas are 
magnificent — and in many of his smaller poems pathos and 
beauty overflow. Don Juan exhibits almost every kind of 
talent ; and in it the degradation of poetry is peifect. 

But there is another glory belonging to this age, and almost 
to this age alone of our poetry — the glory of Female Genius, 
We have heard and seen it seriously argued whether or not 
women are equal to men ; as if there could be a moment's 
doubt in any mind unbesott&d by sex, that they are infinitely 
superior ; not in understanding, thank Heaven, nor in intellect, 
but in all other " impulses of soul and sense " that dignify and 
adorn human beings, and make them worthy of living on this 
delightful earth. Men for the most part are such worthless 
vrretohes, that we wonder how women condescend to allow the 
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I world to be carried on ; and we attribute tbat phenomennn ^^H 

P Botely to tbe ballowed yearnings of maternal affection, which ^^H 

breathes as strongly io maid as in matron, and may be beauti' ^^H 

folly Been in the child fondling' its doll in its blissfnl boBom. ^^H 

Fhiloprogemtiveness I But not to pursue that interesting ^^| 

speoulation, eufBce it for the preBent to say, that bo far from ^^| 



speoulation, sufBce it for the preBent to say, that » 
having no souls — a whim of Mahomet's, who thought but of 
their bodies — women are the sole spiritual beings that walk 
tbe earth not unseen ; they alone, without pursuing a compli- 
cated and acientifio system of deception and hypocrisy, are 
privileged from on high to write poetry. We — men we mean 
— may affect a virtue, though we have it not, and appear to be 
inspired by the divine afflatus. Nay, we sometimes — often — 
are truly so inspired, and write like gods, A few of ua are 
Bubject to fits, and in them utter oracles. But tbe truth is 
too glaring to be denied, that all male rational creatures are, 
in the long run, vile, corrupt, and polluted ; and that the best 
man that ever died in his bed within the arms of his distracted 
wife, is vriokeder far than the worst woman that was ever 
iniqnitously hanged for murdering what was called her poor 
husband, who in all cases righteously deserved his fate. 
Purity of Blind is incompatible with manhood ; and a monk is 
a monster- — so is every Fellow of a College, and every Boman 
CathoHc Priest, from Father O'Leary to Dr Doyle. Confes- 
Bions, indeed I Why, had Joseph himself confessed all he ever 
felt and thought to Potiphar's wife, she would have frowned 
him from her presence in all the chaste dignity of virtuous 
indignation, and so far from tearing off bia garment, would not 
have touched it for the whole world. But all women — till 
men by marriage, or by something, if that be possible, worse 
even than marriage, try in vain to reduce them nearly to their 
own level — are pure as dewdrops or moonbeams, and know 
not the meaning of evil. Their genius conjectures it; and in 
that there is no sin. But their genius loves beat to image 
forth good, for 'tis the blessing of their life, its power, and its 
glory; and hence, when they write poetry, it is religious, 
Bweet, soft, solemn, and divine. 

Observe, however — to prevent all mistakes — that we speak 
but of British women — and of British women of the present 
age. Of the German Fair Sex we know little or nothing ; but 
daresay that the Baroness la Motte Fouq^uS isa worthy woman, 
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and aa vapid (is tlie Baron. Neither make we auj allusion to 
Madame Genlia, or other illuBtrious LetuanB of the French 
Boliool, who charitably adopted their own natural daughters, 
while other less pious ladies, who had become mothers without 
being wives, sent theirs to Foondling Hospitals. We restrict 
ourselves to the Maids and Matronsof this Island — and of this 
Age ; and aa it is of poetical genius that we speak — we name 
the names of Joanna Baillie, Mary Tighe, Felicia Hemans, 
Caroline Bowles, Mary Howitt, Letitia Ehzabeth Landon, and 
the Lovely Norton ; while we pronounce several other sweet- 
Bouoding Christian sumameB in whispering under-tones of 
affection, almost as inaudible as the sound of the growing of 
grass on a dewy evening, 

Corinna and Sappho must have been women of transcendant 
genina so to move Greece. For though the Greek character 
was most impressible and combustible, it was so only to the 
finest finger and fire. In that delightful land dunces were all 
dumb. Wbere genius alone spoke and sung poetry, how hard 
to excel 1 Corinna and Sappho did excel — the one, it is said, 
conquering Piudar — and the other all the world but Phaon. 

But our own Joanna has been visited with a still loftier 
inspiration. She has created tragedies which Sophocles — or 
Euripides — ^nay, even .^schylus himself, might have feared, 
in competition for the crown. She is our Tragic Queen ; bnt 
she belongs to all places as to all times ; and Sir Walter truly 
said — let them who dare deny it — that he saw her Genius in 
a sister shape sailing by the side of the Swan of Avon. Tet 
Joanna lovea to pace the pastoral mead ; and then we are 
Eoade to think of the tender dawn, the clear noon, and the 
bright meridian of her life, passed among the tall cliffs of the 
silver Calder, andinthelonesomeheartof the dark Strathaveu 

Plays on the Passions 1 " How absurd 1 " said one philo- 
sophical vmter. " This will never do ! " It has done — per- 
fectly. What, pray, is the aim of all tragedy ? The Stagy- 
rite has told us — to purify the passions by pity and terror. 
They ventilate and cleanse the soul — till its atmosphere is like 
that of a calm, bright summer day. All plays, therefore, must 
be on the Passions. And all that Joanna intended — and it 
was a great intention greatly effected — was in her Series of 
Dramas to steady her purposes by ever keeping one great end 
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I in view, of which the perpetual perception could not fail to 
I make all the meanB harmonious, and therefore majeEtic. One 
I passion was, therefore, constituted sovereign of the soul in 
I each glorions tragedy — sovereign BometimeB by divine right 
I — sometimes an usurper — geneially a tyrant. In De Mon- 

■ fort we behold the horrid reign of Hate. But in his sister — 

■ the seraphic sway of Love. Da-rkness and light sometimes 

■ opposed in sublime contrast — and sometimes the light swal- 
P lowing up the darkness —or " smoothing its raven down till 

it smiles." Finally, all is black as night and the grave — for 
the light, unextinguished, glides away into some far-off world 
of peace. Count Basil 1 A woman only could have imagined 
that divine drama. How different the love Basil feels for 
Victoria from Antony's for Cle&patra I Pure, deep, high as 
the beaven and the sea. Yet on it we see him borne away to 
shame, destruction, and death. It is indeed his ruhug pae- 
eion. But up to the day he first saw her face his ruling pas- 
sion had been the love of glory. And the hour he died by 
Lis own hand was troubled into madness by many passions ; 
for are they not all mysteriously linked together, sometimes 
a dreadful brotherhood ? 

Do you wonder how one mind con have such vivid ooo- 
Bciousness of the feelings of another, while their characters 
are cast in such different moulds? It ia, indeed, wonderful — 
but the power is that of sympathy and genius. The dramatic 
poet, whose heart breathes love to all living things, and whose 
overflowing tenderness diffuses itself over the beauty even of 
unliving nature, may yet paint vrith his creative hand the 
steeled heart of lum who sits on a throne of blood — the lust 
of crime in a mind polluted with wickedness — the remorse of 
acta which could never pass in thought through bis imagina- 
tion as his own. For, in the act of imagination he can sup- 
press in his mind ita own peculiar feelings — its good and 
gracious affections — call up from their hidden places those 
elements of our being, of which the seeds were sown in him 
as in all — give them unnatural magnitude and power — con- 
ceive the disorder of passions, the perpetration of crimes, the 
tortures of remorse, or the scorn of that human weakness, from 
which his own gentle bosom and blameless life are pure and 
free. He can bring himself, in short, into an imaginary and 
momentary sympathy with the wicked, just as his mind falls 
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of iteelf into a natural and true Bjmpatbj with thoBS whose 
character ia accordant with hia own [ and watching the emo- 
tioQB and worMngB of his mind in the spontaneons and in the 
forced aympathy, he knows and understands for himself what 
passes in the minds of others. What is done in the highest 
degree by the highest genius, is done hy alt of ourselves in 
leaser degree, and unconsciously, at every moment in our in- 
tercourse with one another. To this kind of aympathy, bo 
essential to our knowledge of the human mind, and without 
which there can be neither poetry nor philoaophy, are necea- 
sary a largeness of heart which willingly jrielda itself to con- 
ceive the feelings and statea of others whose character ia 
utterly unlike its own, and freedom from any inordinate over- 
powering passion which quenches in the mind the feelings of 
nature it has already known, and places it in habitual enmity 
to the affections and happiness of ita kind. To paint bad 
passions ia not to praise them ; they alone can paint them 
well who hate, fear, or pity them ; and therefore Bailhe has 
done so — nay start not — better than Byron, 

Well may our land he proud of such women. None such 
ever before adorned her poetical annals. Glance over that 
most interesting volume, " Specimens of British Poetessea," 
by that amiable, ingenious, and erudite man, the Reverend 
Alexander Dyce, and what effnlgence begins to break towards 
the close of the eighteenth century 1 For ages on ages the 
genius of English women had ever and anon been shining 
forth in song; but faint though fair was the lustre, aud 
stmggliug imprisoned in clouds. Some of the sweet aingers 
of those days bring tears to our eyes by their simple pathos 
— for their poetry breathes of their own sorrows, and shows 
that they were but too familiar with grief. But their straina 
are mere melodies " sweetly played in tune." The deeper 
harmonies of poetry seem to have been beyond their reach. 
The range of their power was Hmited. Anne, Countess of 
Wiochilsea — Catherine Phillips, known by the name of 
Orinda — and Mrs Anne Killigrew, who, as Dryden says, was 
made an angel, " in the last promotion to the skies " — 
showed, as they sang on earth, that they were all worthy to 
sing in heaven. But what were their hymns to those that 
are now warbled around ua from many sister spirits, pure in 
Uieir lives as they, but brighter far in their genius, and mora 
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fortunate in ita nurture? Poetry from female lips was then 
half a wonder, and half a reproach. But now 'tis no longer 
rare — not even the liighest — yes, the highest — for Innocence 
and Purity are of the highest hierarchies ; and the thoughts 
and feelings they inspire, thoagh breathed in words and 
toaes, "gentle and low, an excellent thing in woman," are 
yet lofty as the stars, and hurohle too as the flowers beneath 
ir feet. 

We have not forgotten an order of poeta, pectJiar, we 
believe, to our own onhghtened land — a high order of poets 
sprung irom the lower orders of the people — and not only 
Bpnmg from them, but bred aa well as born in " the huts 
where poor men be," and glorifying their condition by the 
light of song. Such glory belongs — we believe — exclusively 
to this country and to this age. Mr Southey, who in his own 
high genius and fame is never insensible to the virtues of his 
fellow-men, however humble and obscure the sphere in which 
they may move, has sent forth a volume — and a most inter- 

ing one — on tlie uneducated poeta ; nor shall we presume 
to gainsay one of his benevolent words. But this we do say, 
that all the verse-writera of whom he there treats, and all Iha 
verae-writera of the same sort of whom he does not treat, 
that ever existed on the face o£ the earth, shrink up iuto a 
lean and shrivelled bundle of dry leaves or sticks, compared 
with these Five — Bums, Hogg, Cunningham, Bloomfield, and 
Clare. It must be a strong soil — tlie soil of this Britain — 
which sends up such products ; and we must not complain of 
the clime beneath which they grow to such height, and bear 
such fruitage. The spirit of domestic life must be sound — 
the natural knowledge of good and evil high — the rehgion 
true— the laws just — and the government, on the whole, good, 
methinks, that have all conspired to educate those children of 
genius, whose aoula Nature had framed of the finer clay. 

Such men seem to us more -clearly and certainly men of 
genius, than many who, under different oiroumatancea, may 
have effected higher achievements. For though they enjoyed 
' 1 their condition ineffable bleasiogs to dilate their spirits, 
and touch them with all tenderest thoughts, it ia not easy to 
imagine, on the other hand, the deadening or degrading influ- 
ences to which by that condition they were inevitably ex- 
posed, and which keep down the heaven- aspiring flame of 
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genius, or estingniBh it wholly, or bold it smouldering under 
ftll BortB of rubbish. Only look at the atteropta in verse of 
the common run of clodhoppers. Buy a few ballade from the 
wall or stall — and you groaa to think that you hav» 
bom — such is the mess of mire and filth which often, 
out the slightest intention of offence, tliose rural, otty, 
suburban harda of the lower orders prepare for boys, virgins, 
and matrons, who all devour it greedily, without suspicion. 
Strange it is that even in that mural minstrelsy, occasionally 
occurs a phrase or line, and even stanza, sweet and simple, 
and to nature true; but consider it in the light of poetry 
recited, and sung by the people, and you might well b 
palled by the revelation therein made of the tastes, feelingly 
and thoughts of the lower orders. And yet in the midst of 
all the popularity of such productions, the beat of Bums's 
poems, his " Cottar's Saturday Night," and most delicate of his 
songs, are still more popular, and read by the same olasses 
with a still greater eagerness of delight. Into this mystery 
WB shall not now inquire ; but we mention it now merely to 
show how divine a thing true genius is, which, burning 
within the bosoms of a few favourite sons of nature, guards 
them from all such pollution, lifts them up above it all, puri- 
fies their whole being, and without consuming their feinily 
affections or friendships, or making them unhappy with their 
lot, and disgusted with all about them, reveals to them all, 
that is fair and bright and beautifnl in feeling and in imaginar; 
tion, makes them very poets indeed, and should fortune fev-. 
our, and chanoe and accident, gains for them wide over thtt. 
world the glory of a poet's name. 

From all such evil influences incident to their condition— 
and we are now speaking but of the evil — the Five emerged 
and first and foremost — Bums. Ouv dearly beloved Thomas 
Carlyle ia reported to have said at a dinner given to Allan 
Cunningham in Dumfries, that Bums was not only one of 
the greatest of poets, but likewise of phUoeophers. We hope 
not. What he did may be told in one short sentence. His 
genius purified and ennobled in his imagination and in his 
heart the character and condition of the Scottish peasantry — 
and reflected them, ideally true to nature, in the living watais 
of Song. That is what he did ; but to do that, did not re- 
quire the highest powers of the poet and the philosopher. 
Nay, had he marvellously possessed them, lie never would 
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h»Te written a single line of the poetry of the late Eobert 
Bmns. Thank Heaven for not having made him eiich a 
man — ^but merely the Ayrshire Ploughman. He .was called 
into esistence for a certain work, for the fulness of time was 
come — but he was neither a Shakespeare, nor a Scott, nor a 
Goethe ; and therefore he rejoiced in writing the " Saturday 
Night," and " The Twa Dogs," and " The Holy Fair," and 
" 0' a' the Airts the Win' can blaw," and eke " The Vision." 
But forbid it, all ye Gracious Powers 1 that we should quarrel 
with Thomas Carlyle — and that, too, for calling Robert Buma 
one of the greatest of poets and philosophers. 

Like a strong man rejoicing to run a race, we behold 
Bums in his golden prime ; and glory gleams from the Pea- 
sant's head, far and wide over Scotland. See the shadow 
tottering to the tomb ! frenzied with fears of a prison — for 
some five-pound debt — existing, perhaps, but in his diseased 
imagination — for, alas 1 sorely diseased it was, and he too, 
at last, seemed somewhat insane. He escapes that disgrace 
in the grave. Buried with his bones be all remembrances of 
bis miseries I But the spirit of song, which was his true 
spirit, unpolluted and nnfallen, lives, and breathes, aod has 
ita being, in the peasant-life of Scotland ; his songs, which. 
are as household and sheepfold words, consecrated by the 
charm that is in all the heart's purest afFectiona, love and 
pity, and the joy of grief, shall never decay, till among the 
people have decayed the virtues which they celebrate, and 
by which they were inspired ; and should some dismal change 
in the shies ever overshadow the sunshine of our national 
character, and savage storms end in sullen stillneaB, which 
is moral death, in the poetry of Burns the natives of hap- 
pier lands will see how noble was once the degenerated 
race that may then be looking down disconBolately on the 
dim grass of Scotland with the unuplifted eyes of cowards 

The truth ought always to be spoken ; and therefore we 
say that in fancy James Hogg — in spite of his name and hia 
teetli — was not inferior to EobeTt Bums — and why not ? The 
Forest is a better schoolroom for Fancy than ever Bums 
studied in ; it overflowed with poetical traditions. But i 
parisons are always odious ; and the great glory of James is, 
that he is as unlike Eobert as ever one poet was unlike 
another. 
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Among hilla that once were a forest, and still bear tliat 
name, and by the eide of a rivor not unknown in song, lying 
in his plaid on a brae among the " woolly people," behold 
that true son of genius — Tha Ettrick Shepherd. We are 
never ho happy as when praiaing James ; but pastoral poeta 
are the most incomprehensible of God'a creatures ; and here 
is one of the best of them all, who confesaes the " Chaldee" 
and denies tha " Noctea I" 

"The Queen's Wake" is a garland of fair forest flowers, 
bound with a band of rushes from iho moor. It is not a 
poem — not it — nor was it intended to be bo ; you might as 
well call a bright bouquet of flowers a flower, which, by the 
by, we do in Scotland, Some of the ballads are very beauti- 
ful ; one or two eyen splendid ; most of them spirited ; and 
the worst far better than the best that ever was written by 
any bard in danger of being a blockhead. " Kilraeny" alone 
places our (ay, our) Shepherd among the Undying Ones. 
London soon loses all memory of lions, let them visit her in 
the shape of any animal they please. But the Heart of the 
Forest never forgets. It knows no such word as absence. 
The Death of a Poet there is but the beginning of a Life of 
Fame. Hie songs no more perish than do flowers. There 
are no Annuals in the Forest. All are perennial ; or if they 
do indeed die, their fadings away are invisible in the con- 
stant Buccession — the sweet unbroken series of everlasting 
bloom. So will it be in his native haunts with the many 
songs of the Ettrick Shepherd. The lochs may be drained — 
com may grow where once the Yarrow flowed — nor is saoh 
change much more unlikely than in the olden time would 
have been thought the extirpation of all the vast oak-woods, 
whore the deer trembled to fall into the den of the wolf, 
and the wild boar farrowed beneath the eagle's eyrie. All 
extinct now 1 But obsolete never shall be the Shepherd's 
plaintive or pawky, his melancholy or merry, lays. The 
ghost of " Mary Lee " will be seen in the moonlight coming 
down the hills ; the " Witch of Fife " on the clouds will still 
bestride her besom ; and the " GEude Grey Cat " will mew in 
imagination, were even the last mouse on his last legs, 
the feline species swept off by war, pestilence, and famine, 
and heard to pnrr no more ! 

It is here where Bums was weakest, that the Shepherd 
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world of shado-ws. The airy beings that to 
the impaaaioned soul of Burns aeemed cold, bloodless, un- 
attractive, rise up lovely in thair own silent domaicB, before 
the dreaming fancy of the tender-hearted Shepherd. The 
atill green beauty of the pastoral hills and vales where h 
passed all hie days, inspired him with ever-brooding visior 
of Fairy Land, tiU, as he lay musing on the brae, the world 
of shadows seemed, in the clear depths, a softened reflection 
of real life, like the hills and heavens in the water of his 
native lake. When he speaks of Fairy Land, his language 
becomes aerial as the very voice of the fairy people, serenest 
images rise up with the rausio of the verse, and we almost 
believe in the being of those unlocalised realms of peace, and 
of which he sings Hke a native minatrel. 

Yes, James — thou wert but a poor shepherd to the last — 
poor in this world's goods — though Altrive Lake is a pretty 
little bit farmie — given thee by the best of Dukes — with its 
few laigh sheep-braes^ — its somewhat stony hayfield or two^ 
its pasture where Crummie might unhungered graze — nyuck 
for the potato's bloomy or ploomy ehaws — and path-divided 
firora the porch the garden, amoii g whose flowers " wee Jamie " 
played. But nature had given tliee, to console thy heart in 
all disappointments from the " false smiling of fortune he- 
gniling," B boon which thou didst hug to thy heart with 
transport on the darkest day — the " gift o' genie," and the 
power of immortal song. 

And has Scotland to tlie Ettrick Shepherd heen just — been 
generous — as she was — or was not — to tiie Ayrshire peasant ? 
— has she, in her conduct to him, shown her contrition for 
her sin — whatever that may have been — to Burns ? 
hard to tell. Fashion tosses tLe feathered head — and 
tility turns away her painted cheek from the Mountain Bard; 
but when, at the shrine of true poetry, did ever such votaries 
devoutly worship ? Cold, false, and hollow, ever Las been 
their admiration of genius — and different, indeed, irom their 
evanescent ejaculations, has ever been the enduring voice of 
fame. Scorn be to the scorners ! But Scott, and Words- 
worth, and Southey, and Byron, and otlier great bards, have 
all loved the Shepherd's lays — and Joanna the palm-crowned, 
and Felicia the muse's darling, and CaroHue the Christian 
ISB, and all the other fan- female spirits of song. And in 
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hia native land, all hearts that love ber streams, and bet hilli 
and iier cottages, and her kirka, tlio bee-humming gardei 
and the primrose-circled fold, the white hawthorn and 1 
green I'airy-knowe, all delight in " Kilmeny" and "Mary Lee,''( 
and in many another vision that visited the Shepherd i 
Forest. 

And what can sarpaBS mruiy of the Shepherd's songB H 
The moat undeiinable of all undefinable kinds of poetical ii 
spiration are surely — Songs. They seem to start np iadee 
from the dew-sprinkled soil of a poet's soul, like flowe 
first stanza being root, the aecood leaf, the third bud, and 
aU. the rest blossom, till the song is like a stalk laden with 
its own beanty, and laying itself down in languid delight on 
the soft bed of moss — song and flower alike having the same 
"dying fall 1" 

A fragment 1 And the more piteous because a fragment. 
Go in search of the pathetic, and you will find it tear-steeped, .| 
sigb-breathed, moan-muttered, and groaned in fragmeDtb.n 
The poet seems often struck dumb by woe — his heart feel<^a 
that Buffering is at its acme — and tliat he should break off 
and away from a sight too sad to be longer looked on — haply 
too humiliating to be disclosed. So, too, it sometimes is 
with the beautiful. The soul in its delight seeks to escape 
from the emotion that oppresses it — is speechless— and the 
song fttUs mute. Such is frequently the character — and the 
origin of that character — of our auld Scottish Sangs. In their 
monmfulneas are they not almost like the wail of some bird 
distracted on the bush from which its neat has been harried, 
and then suddenly flying away for ever into tlie woods? 
In their joyfulneas, are they not almost like the hymn of 
some bird, that love-stricken suddenly darts from the tree- 
top down to the caresses that flutter through the spring? 
And such, too, are often the airs to which those dear auld 
sangs are sung. From excess of feeling — fragmentary ; or 
of one divine part to wUoh genius may be defied to conceive 
another, because but one hour in all time could have given it 
birth. 

You may call thia pure nonsense — but 'tis so pure that 
you need not fear to swallow it. All great song-writers, 
nevertheless, have been great thieves. Those who had the 
blessed fate to flourish first — to be bom when " this auld oloak 
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waft new," — tbe cloak we mean wliich nature wears — scrupled 
not to creep upon her as she lay asleep beneath the shadow 
of some single tree among 

" Tlie grace of forest woods decay'd, 
Aud pastoral melancholy," 
and to steal the very pearls out of her Lair — out of the silken 
Bnood which enamoured Pan himself had not untied in' the 
Golden Age. Or if she ventured, as sometimes she did, to 
walk along the highways of the earth, they robbed her in the 
face of day of her dew-wrought reticule — without hurting, 
however, tlie hand from which they brushed that net of 



Then came the Silver Age of Song, the age in which wa 
now live — and the song-singers were thieves still — steaUog 
and robbing from them who had stolen and robbed of old ; 
yet, how account you for this phenomenon — all parties remain 
richer than ever — and Nature, especially, after all this thieving 
and robbery, and piracy and plunder, many million times richer 
than the day on which she received her dowry, 
" The bridal of the aarth and sky ;" 
and with " golden store " sufficient in its scatterings to enable 
all the sons of genius she will ever bear, to " set up for them- 
selves " in poetry, accumulating capital upon capital, till each, 
is a CrcesnB, rejoicing to lend it out without any other interest 
than cent per cent, paid in sighB, smiles, and tears, and with- 
out any other security than the promise of a quiet eye, 
" That broods and sleeps on its own heart ! " 

Amongst the most famous thieves in oar time have been 
Rob, James, and Allan. Burns never saw or heard a jewel or 
tune of a thought or a feeling, but he immediately made it his 
own — that is, stole it He was too honest a man to refrain 
from such thefts. The thoughts and feelings — to whom by 
divine right did they belong? To Nature. But Burns beheld 
them " waif and stray," and in peril of being tost for ever. He 
seized then on those "snatches of old songs," wavering away 
into the same oblivion that lies on the graves of the nameless 
barda who first gave them being ; and now, spiritually inter- 
fused with bis own lays, they are secured against decay — and 
like them immortal. So hath the Shepherd stolen many at 



30G AECREATIOSS Of CHBIBTOFQEB yORTB. 

tlM Flo<re» of tbe Forect — wfaoee beauty bad breatbed tbere 
erer once Ftodden'a &t&I oTerthron; bat they had been long 
foding and pining sway in the solitary places, wherein so 
many of tbeir kindred bad atterly disappeared, and beneath 
the restoring light of his geoina their bloom and their balm 
were tot ever renewed. Bat the thief of all thieves is the 
Mthsdale and Galloway thief — called by Sir Walter, most 
cfaaracteriBtically, " Honest Allan 1 " Thief and forger aa he 
is — we often wonder why he is permitted to live. Maoy is 
the sweet stanza he baa stolen from Time — that silly old carle 
wbo kens not even his owa — many tbe lifelike line — and 
many the strange single word that seems to poaeess the 
power of all the parts of speech. And, having stolen them, 
to what Bse did he turn the treaanres ? Why, unable to give 
bock eveiy man bis own — for they were all dead, buried, and 
forgotten — by a potent prayer be evoked from bia Pool-Palace, 
overshadowed by the Dalswinton woods, the Genius of the 
Kitb, to preserve the gathered flowers of song for ever un- 
witbered, for that they all bad grown ages ago beneath and 
around the green shadows of Criffel, and longed now to be 
embalmed in the pnrity of th« purest river that Scotland sees 
flowing in nnsnllied silver to the sea. fiut the Genius of the 
Nith — frowning and smiling — as he looked upon bia son 
alternately in anger, love, and pride — refused the votive 
offering, and told him to be gone ; for that he — the Genins — 
was not a Cromek — and could distingnish with half an eye 
what belonged to antiquity, from what bad undergone, in 
Allan's bands, change into " sometliing rich and rare;" and 
above all, from what had been blown to life that very year by 
tlie breath of Allan's own genius, love-inspired by "his ain 
lassie," the "lass that be loe'd beat," springing from seeds 
itself bad sown, and cherished by the dews of the same 
gracious skies, that filled with motion and music the trans- 
parency of the river-god's never-failing um. 

We love Allan's "Maid of Elvar." It beats with a fine, 
free, bold, and healthful spirit. Along with the growth of the 
mutual love of Eustace and Sybil, he paints peasant-life with 
a pen that reminds us of tbe pencil of Wilkie. He is aa 
familiar with it all as Bums; and Bums would have perused 
with tears many of these pictures, even the most cheerful — 
for the flood-gates of Bobin's heart often suddenly flung them- 
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bbIvbs open to a toucli, while a ruabing gush — wondering 
gazera knew not why — bediramed the lustre of his large black 
eyes. Allan givea us descriptiona o£ Washings and Watchings 
o' claee, as Homor has done before him in the Odjasey, and 
that other Allan in the G-eutle Shepherd — of Kirks, and 
Christenings, and Halloweecs, and other Festivals. Nor has 
be feared to string his lyre — why shonld he ? — to Buch themes 
as the Cottar's Saturday Night — and the simple ritual of our 
faith, sung and said 

"In some small kirk upon the sunny brae, 
That Btanda all by itself on some aweet Sabbath-day." 

Ay, many are the merits of this "Kustic Tale." To 
appreciate them properly, we must carry along with ns, during 
the perusal of the poem, a right understaDdiBg and feeling 
of that pleasant epithet — Eustic. Eusticity and Urbanity are 
polar opposites — and there lie between many million modes of 
Manners, which you know are Minor Morals. But not to 
puzzle a subject in itself BufSciently simple, the same person 
may bo at once rustic and urbane, and that too, either in his 
character of man or of poet, or in hia twofold capacity of both ; 
for observe that, though you may be a man without being a 
poet, we defy you to be a poet without being a man, A Kua- 
tic is a clodhopper ; an Urbane is a paviour. But it is obvioua 
that tbe paviour in a field hops the clod ; that the clodhopper 
in a street paces the pav^. At the same time, it ia equally 
obvious that the paviour, in hopping the clod, performs the 
feat vrith a sort of city amoke, which breathes of bricks ; that 
the clodhopper, in pacing the pave, overcomes tbe difficulty 
with a kind of country air, that is redolent of broom. !" 
bably, too, XJrbanua through a deep fallow is seen ploughing 
bis way in pumps ; Eusticus along the shallow stones ia heard 
clattering on clogs. But to cease pursuing the subject through 
all its variations, suffice it for the present (for we perceive 
that we must resume the discussion another time), to say, that 
Allan Cunningham is a living example and bvely proof of the 
truth of avr Philosophy — it being universally allowed in 
the beat circles of town and country, that be is an Urbane 
EiraTEc. 

Now, that is the man for our love and money, when the work 
to be done is a Foem on Scottish Life. 
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We can Mj of ABaa wlist AUsn aja of Eustace, — 

' Fv &w the pHtnra moor 
~ ; the fragnan of tte dsfe and wood 

n Bad good." 
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Tbenmltmagaju&sibaadbir; not copied CockneTwise, 
&om pictures in oQ <n' water-ooloDra — from mezzotintAeB or liue- 
engtSTUigs — bat (ma the free open &ce of day, or the dim re- 
tiring &ce of eve, or the ttxx, *' black bat oomely," of night — by 
sonligbt or moonlight, ever Nature. Sometimes he gives ns — 
Stodies. Sm&ll, sweet, eniinjr spots of still or dancing day — 
Btreatn-gleain — groTe-glow — sky-glimpee — or cottage-roof, in 
the deepdell sending op its amoke to the high heavens. But 
uenally Allan pttinta with a aweepicg pencil. He lays down his 
landscapes, stretching wide and far, and fills them with woods 
and rivers, hills and monntains, Socks of sheep and herds of cat- 
tle; and of all sights in life and nature, none so dear to his eyes 
aa the golden gmin, ebbing like tideof sea before a close long line 
of glancing sickles ; no sonnd so sweet as — rising up into the 
pure harvest-air, frost-toncbed though suony — beneath the sh ade 
of hedge row- tree, after their mid-day meal, the song of the jolly 
reapers. But are not his pictures sometimeB too crowded? 
No. For there lies the power of the pen over the pencil. The 
pencil can do much, the pen everything ; the Painter is im- 
prisoned within a few feet of canvass, the Poet commands the 
horizon with an eye that circumnavigates the globe ; even that 
glorious pageant, a painted Panorama, is circumscribed by 
bonnds, over which imaginarion, feeling them all too narrow, 
is oneasy till she soars ; but the Poet's Panorama is commen- 
surate with the Bouls desires, and may include the Universe. 

This Poem reads as if it bad been written during the " dewy 
hoar of prime." Allan must be an early riser. But, if not so 
now, some forty years ago be was up every morning with the 
lark, 

" Walking to labour by that cheerful song," 
away up the Nith, through the Dalswinton woods ; or, for any- 
thing we know to the contrary, intersecting with stone-walls, 
that wanted not their scientific coping, the green pastures of 
Sanquhar. Now he is familiar with Chantrey'a form-fall statues ; 
then, with the shapeless caim on the moor, the rude headstone 
on the martyr's grave. And thas it is that the present 1 
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given him power over the past — that a certain grace and deli- 
cacy, inspired by the pursuits of his prime, blend with the 
creative dreams that are peopled with the lights and shadows 
of his youth — that the spirit of the old ballad breathes still in 
its strong eiraplicity through tbe composition of his " New 
Poem " — and that art is seen harm oniou sly blending there with 
nature. 

We have said already that we delight in the story ; for it 
belongs to an " order oi fables grey," which has been ever dear 
to Poeta, Poets have ever loved to bring into the pleasant 
places and paths of lowly life, persons (we eschew all manner 
of personages and heroes and heroines, especially with the 
epithet " our" prefised) whose native lot lay in a higher sphere; 
for they felt that by such contrast, natural though rare, a beau- 
tiful light was mutually reflected from each condition, and 
that sacred revelations were thereby made of human charac- 
ter, of which all that is pure and profound appertains equally 
to all estates of this our mortal being, provided only that hap- 
piness knows from whom it comes, and that misery and mis- 
fortune are alleviated by religion. Thus Electra appears 
before us at her Father's Tomb, the virgin-wife of the peasant 
Anturgus, who reverently abstains from the intact body of the 
daughter of the king. Look into Shakespeare. Eosalind was 
not so lovable at court as in the woods. Her beauty might 
have been more brilliant, and her conversation too, among lords 
and ladies ; but more touching both, because true to tenderer 
nature, when we see and hear her in dialogue with the neat- 
herdesa — Rosalind and Audrey f And trickles not the tear 
down thy cheek, fair reader — burns not the heart within thee, 
when thou thinkeet of Florizel and Perdita on the Farm in 
the Forest? 

Nor from those visions need we fear to turn to Sybil Lesley. 
We see her in Elvar Tower, a high-born Lady — in Dalgonar 
Glen, a humble bondmaid. The change might have been the 
reverse — as with the lassie beloved by the Gentle Shepherd. 
Both are best. The bust that gloriously set off the burnish- 
ing of the rounded silk, not less divinely shrouded its enchant- 
ment beneath the swelling russet. Gracoftil in bower or ball 
were those anna, and delicate those fingera when moving white 
along the rich embroidery, or across the strings of the sculp- 
tured harp ; nor leas so when before the cottage door they 

VOL. I. O 



210 RECREATIONS OK CHRISTOPHER NORTH. 

woke the homely mnaic of the humming wheel, or when on the 
brae beeide the Pool, they playfully intertwined their softnesB 
with the aew-waehed fleeces, or when among the laughing 
losses at the Linn, not loth were they to lay out the coaree 
linen in the bleaching sanshine, conspicuous She the wliile 
among the rustic beautiee, els was Nausicaa of old among her 
nymphs at the Fountain. 

We are in love with Sybil Lesley. She is full of spunk. 
That is not a vulgar word ; or if it have been so heretofore, 
henceforth let it cease to be so, and be held synonymous vrith 
spirit. She shows it in her defiance of Sir Ralph on the shore 
of Solway — in her flight from the Tower of Elvai ; and the 
character she displays then and there, prepares us for the part 
she plays in the peasant's cot in the glen of Dalgonar. We 
are not surprised to see her take so kindly to the duties of a 
rustic service ; for we call to mind how she sat among the 
humble good-folks in the hall, when Thrift and Waste figured 
in that rude but wise Morality, and how the gracious lady 
showed she Bympathised with the cares and contentments of 
lowly life. 

England has singled out John Clare from among her humble 
sons {Ebenezer Elbott belongs altogether to another order) — 
as the most conspicuotis for poetical genius, next to Eobert 
Bloomfield. That is a proud distinction— whatever critics 
may ohoose to say ; and we cordially sympathise with the 
beautiful expression of his gratitude to liie Eural Muse, 
when he says — ^^ 

" Like aA the little lark from off its nest, ^^U 

Beside the mossy hill, awakea in glee, ^^M 

To seek the moming'B throne, a merry guest— ^^| 

So do I seek thy shrine, if that may he, 
To win by new attempts another smile from thee." 

Now, England ia out of all sight the most beautiful country 
in the whole world — Scotland alone excepted — and, thank 
heaven, they two are one kingdom — divided by no line, either 
real or imaginary — united by the Tweed. We forget at this 
moment — if ever we knew it-— the precise number of her 
counties ; but we remember that one and all of them — " alike, 
but oh 1 how different " — are fit birthplaces and abodes for 
Some of them, we know well, are flat — and we in Soot- 
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land, with hills or moantains for ever before our eyes, are 
BOmetimea disposed to find fatilt with them on that groncd — 
as if nature were not at liberty to find her own level. Flat 
indeed 1 So is the sea. Wait till you have walked a few miles 
in among the Pens — and you will be wafted along like a little 
aail-boat, up and down undulations green and gladsome as 
waves. Think ye there is no scenery there ? Why, you are 
in the heart of a vast metropolis I — yet have not the sense to 

e the silent city of mole-hills sleeping in the sun. Call that 
pond a lake — and by a word how is it transfigured ? Now you 
discern flowers unfolding on its low banks ant! braes — and the 
rustle of the rushes is like that of a tiny forest — how appro- 
priate to the wild 1 Gaze — and to your gaze what colouring 
grows I Not in green only, or in russet brown, dotli nature 
choose to be apparelled in this her solitude — nor ever again 
will you call her dreary here — for see how every one of those 
fifty flying showers lightens up its own line of beauty along 
the plain — instantaneous as dreams — or stationary as wak- 
ing thought — tin, ere you are aware that all was changing, 
the variety has all melted away into one harmonious glow, 
attempered by that rainbow. 

Let these few words suffice to show that we understand and 
eel the flattest — dullest — tamest places, as they are most 
ignorantly called — that have yet been discovered in England. 
Not in such did John Clare abide — but many such he hath 
traversed ; and his atudies have been from childhood upwards 
among scenes which to ordinary eyes might seem to afford 
small scope and few materials for contemplation. But his are 
not ordinary eyes — but gifted ; and in every nook and comer 
of his own county the Northamptonshire Peasant has, during 
soma twoscore years and more, every spring found without 
seeking either some lovelier aspect of " the old familiar faces," 
or some new faces smiling upon him, as if mutu^ recognition 
kindled joy and amity in their hearts. 

John Glare often reminds us of James Girahame. They are 
two of our most artless poets. Their versification is mostly 
very sweet, though rather flowing forth according to a certain 
fine natural sense of melody, than constructed on any princi- 
ples of music. So, too, with their imagery, which seems sel- 
dom selected with much care ; so that, while it is always true 
to nature, and often possesses a oharm from its appearing to 
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rise up of itself, and with little or no effort on the poet's part 
to form a picture, it is not onfreqaently chargeable with repe- 
tition — sometimes, perhaps, with a BameneES which, but for 

the inherent interest in the objects themselves, might be felt 
a little wearisome — there is so ranch still life. They are 
both most affectionately disposed towards all manner of birds. 
Orahame's " Birds of Scotland " is a delightful poem ; yet its 
best passages are not sapeiior to some of Clare's about the 
same ohanning creatures — and they are both omithologiala 
after Audubon's and our own heart. Were all that bas been 
well written in English T«rse about birds to be gathered 
together, what a sweet sot of volames it would make I And 
how many, think ye — three, six, twelve ? That would be in- 
deed an aviary — the only one we can think of with pleasure 
— out of the hedgerows and the woods. Tories as we are, 
we never see a wild bird on the wing without inhaling in silence 
"the Cause of Liberty al! over the woridi" We feel then 
that it is indeed " like the air we breathe — without it we die." 
So do they. We have been, reading lately, for a leisure hour 
or two of an evening — a volume by a worthy Qermau, Doctor 
Bechstein — on Cage Birds. The slave-dealer never for a 
moment suspects the wickedness of kidnapping young and 
old — crimping them for life — teaching them to draw water — 
and, oh nefaa I to sing I He seems to think that only in con- 
finement do they fulfil the ends of their existence — even the 
skylark. Tet he sees thena, one and all, subject to the most 
miserable diseases — and rotting away within the wires. Why 
could not the Doctor have taken a stroll into the country once 
or twice a-week, and in ona morning or evening hour laid in 
sufficient muaio to serve him during the intervening time, 
without causing a single bosom to be ruffled for his sake ? 
Shoot them — spit them — pie them — pickle them — eat them — 
but imprison them not; wa speak as Conservatives — murder 
rather than immure them — ^for more forgivable far it is to cut 
short their songs at the height of glee, than to protract them 
in a rueful simulation of music, in which you hear the same 
sweet notes, but if your heitrt thinks at all, " a voice of weep- 
ing and of loud lament," all unlike, alas 1 to the congratulation 
that from the free choirs is ringing so exultingly in their 
native woods. 

How prettily Clare writes of the " insect youth." 
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" These tiay loiterera on the barley's beard. 
And happy nnita of a numerous herd 
Of playfellows, the laughing Summer brmga, 
MoekiDg the aunahine on their glittering wings, 
How merrily they creep, and run, and fly ! 
No kin they bear to labour's- drudgery, 
Smoothing the velvet of the jaie hedge-rose. 
And where they fly for dinner no one knows— 
The dewdrops feed them not — they love the ahina 
Of noon, whose sons may bring them golden wine. 
All day they're playing in their Sunday dress — 
When night repose, for they can do no less ; 
Then to the heathbell's purple hood they fly, 
And like to princes in their alumbera lie, 
Secure from rain, and dropping dews, and all, 
In silken beds and roomy painted hall. 
So merrily tiiey spend their summer-day. 
Now in the cornfields, now in the new-mown hay. 
One almost fancies that sncli happy things, 
With colour'd hoods and rickly-bumish'd wings, 
Are titiry folk in ^lendid masquerade 
Di^uised, as if of mortal folk afraid. 
Keeping their joyous pranka a mystery still, 
I*at glaring day should do their sacrets ilL" 
Time has been — nor yet very long ago — when such unpre- 
tending poetry as this— humble indeed in every sense, but 
nevertheless the product of genius vphich speaks for itself 
audibly and clearly iu lowliest strains — would not have pe^aed 
by unheeded or uubeloved ; nowadays it may, to many who 
, hold their heads high, seem of no more worth than an old 
ig. But as Wordsworth says, 

" Pleasures newly found are sweet, 

Though they lie about our feet ;" 

and if stately people would but etoop and look about their 

paths, which do not always ran along the heights, they would 

I often make discoveries of what concerned them more than 

speculations among the stars. 

It is not to be thought, however, that the Northamptonshire 

Peasant does not often treat earnestly of the common plea- 

Bnres and pains, the cares and occupations, of that condition 

of life in which he was bom, and has passed all hia days. 

I He knows them well, and has illustrated them well, though 



214 BECKEATIO>S or CBRtSTOPBEB SOBTH. ^H 

•eldotner in his later than in his eariier poems ; uid we can- 
not help thlsking that he might greatl; extend his popnlari^, 
which in England is considerable, b; devcFting hia Bniil 
Muse to subjects lying within hid ken, and of everlasting in- 
terest. BlooroSeld's reputation rests on his " Fanner's Boy" 
— on some eiqaiaite passages in " News from the Farm" — 
and on some of the tales and pictorea iu hia " May-day with 
the Knsee." His smaller poems are Tery inferior to those of 
Clare— but the Northamptonshire Peasant has written nothing 
in which all honest English hearts must deligh^ at all com- 
parable with those Injy rural compositionB of the Sofiolk shoe- 
maker. It is in his power to do so — would he bat earnestly set 
himself to the work. He most be more familiar with all the 
ongoings of rnral life than hia compeer could have been; 
nor need he fear to tread again the same ground, for it is as 
nen as if it had never been touched, and will continue to be 
so till the end of time. The soil in which the native virtues 
of the English character grow, is unexhausted and inexhaust- 
ible ; let him break it up on any spot he chooses, and poetiy 
will spring to light like clover from lime. Nor need he fear 
being an imitator. His mind is an original one, his most 
indifferetit verses prove it ; for though he must have read 
much poetry since bis earlier day— doubtlesa all oar best 
modem poetry — he retains his own style, which, though it be 
not marked by any very strong characteristics, is yet suffi- 
ciently peculiar to show that it belongs to himself, and is a 
natural gift. Pastorals — eclogues — and idyls — in a hundred 
forms — remain to be written by such poeta as he and his 
brethren ; and there can be no doubt at all that, if he will 
scheme something of the kind, and begin upon it, without 
waiting to know fully or cleariy what he may be intending, 
before three winters, with their long nights, are goae, be 
will find liiitjself in posseBsion of more than mere materialfl 
for B volume of poems that will meet with general acceptation, 
and give him a permanent place by the side of him he loves 
80 well — Robert Bloomfield, 

Ebenezer Elliott (of whom more another dayj* claims with 
pride to bo the Poet of the Poor — and the poor might well be 
proud, did they know it, that they have such a poet. Not a 
few of them know it now, and many will know it in future ; 
• Prqfemr WOton'i Wort), voL vi., page 224. 
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ffor a muse of fire like his will yet send its illumination "into 
darfe deep holds." May it consnmD all the noxious vapours 
that infest euch regione — and purify the atmosphere — till the 
air breathed there be the breath of life. But the poor have 
other poets beBides him — Crabbe and Bums. We again men- 
tion their names — and no more. Kindly spirita were they 
both ; but Bums had experienced all his poetry — and there- 
fore his poetry is an embodiment of national character. We 
say it not in disparagement or reproof of Ebenezer — con- 
spicuous over all — for let all men speak as they think or feel 
— but how gentle in all his nobloet inspirations was Bobin 1 
He did not shun sins or sorrows ; but he told the truth of the 
poor man's life, when he showed that it was, on the whole, 
virtuous and happy — bear witness those immortal strains, 
" The Twa Dogs," " The Vision," " The Cottar's Saturday 
Night," the sangs voiced all braicl Scotland thorough by her 
boys and virgins, Bay rather faor lads and lasses — while the 
lark sings aloft and the linnet below, the mavis in the golden 
broom accompanying the music in the golden cloud. We 
desire — not in wilful delusion, but in earnest hope, in devout 
trust — that poetry shall show that the paths of the peasant 
poor are paths of pleasantness and peace. If they should 
seem in that light even pleasanter and more peaceful than 
they ever now can be below the sun, think not that any evil 
can arise " to mortal roan who liveth here by toil " irom such 
representations — for imagination and reality are not two dif- 
ferent things — they blend in life ; but there the darker 
ahadowB do often, alas ! prevail — and sometimes may be felt 
even by the hand ; whereas in poetry the lights are triumphant 
■ — and gazing on tlie glory men's hearts burn within them — 
and they cany the joy in among their own griefs, till despon- 
dency gives way to exultation, and the day's darg of this 
Worky world is lightened by a dawn of dreams. 

This is the effect of all good poetry — according to its 

power — of the poetry of Eobert BloomSeld as of the poetry of 

Eobert Burns. John Clare, too, is well entitled to a portion 

of such praise ; and therefore bis name deserves to become a 

household word in the dwellings of the rural poor. Living in 

t leisure among the scones in which he once toiled, may he 

I once more contemplate them all without disturbance. Having 

H lost none of his sympathies, he has learnt to refine them all 
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and Bee into their source — and wiser in hia simplicity than 
they who were formerly his yoke-fellowa are in theira, he knows 
many things well which tliey know imperfectly or not at all, 
and is priTJleged therein to be their teacher. Surely in «n 
age when the smallest contribution to science is duly esti- 
mated, and useful knowledge not only held in honour but 
diffused, poetry ought not to be dcapised, more especially 
when emanating from them who belong to the very condition 
which they seek to illustrate, and whose ambition it is to do 
justice to its natural enjoyments and appropriate virtueB. In 
Bpite of all they have suffered, and still suffer, the peasantry of 
England are a race that may be regarded with better feelings 
than pride. We look forward confidently to the time when 
education — already in much good — and, if the plana of the 
wisest counsellors prevail, about to become altogether good — 
will raise at once their condition and their character. The 
Government has its duties to discharge — clear aa day. And 
what is not in the power of the gentlemen of England ? Let 
tliem exert that power to the utmost — and then indeed they 
i^ill deserve the noble name of " Ariatooracy." We speak 
not thus in reproach — for tbey better deserve that name than 
the same order in any other country ; but in no other country 
are such interests given to that order in trust — and as they 
attend to that trust is the glory or the shame, the blessing or 
the curse, of their high estate. 

But let us retrace oar footsteps in moralising mood, not 
unmixed with sadness — to the Mausoleum of Bums. Scot- 
land is abused by England for having starved Bums to death, 
or for having suffered him to drink himself to death, out of a 
cup filled to the brira with bitter disappointment and black 
despair. England hes. There ia our gago-glove, let her 
take it up, and then for mortal combat with sword and spear 
— only not on horseback — for, for reasons on which it would 
be idle to be more explicit, we always fight now on foot, and 
have sent our high horse to graze all the I'est of his life on 
the mountains of the moon. Well then, Scotland met Bums, 
on his first sunburst, with one exulting acclaim, Scotland 
bought and read his poetry, and Bums, for a poor man, became 
rich — rich to his heart's desire — and reached the summit ot 
his ambition, in the way of this world's life, in a — Farm. 
Blithe Eobin would have scorned "an awmous" from any 
hands but from thoae of nature ; nor in those days needed he . 
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help from womaa-bom. True, that times began by-and-by 
to go ratber hard with hira, and he with them ; for hia mode 
of life was not 

" Such as grave livera do in Scotland uae," 
and as we sow we muat reap. His day of life began to darken 
ere meridian — and the darkness doabtleaB had bronght dis- 
turbance before it had been perceived by any eyes but his 
own — for people are always looking to tbemselvea and their 
own lot ; and how much mortal misery may for years be daily 
depicted in the face, figure, or manners even of a friend, 
without our seeing or suspecting it ! Till all at once he 
makes a confession, and we then know that he has been long 
numbered among the most wretched of the wretched — the 
Blave of his own sins and sorrows — or thralled beneath those 
of another, to whom fate may have given sovereign power 
over hie whole life. Well, then — or rather ill, then — Bums 
behaved as most men do in misery, — and the farm going to 
ruin — that is, crop and stock to pay the rent — he desired 
to be, and was made — an Esoiseman, And for that — you 
ninny — you are whinnying scornfully at Scotland I Many a 
better man than yourself — beg your pardon — has been, and is 
now, an Exoisemeu. Nay, to ba plain with you — we doubt if 
your education has been sufficiently intellectual for an Excise- 
man. We never heard it said of you, 

" And even the story ran that he could gauge." 
Bums then was made what he desired to be — what he was fit 
for, though you are not — and what was in itself respectable — 
an Esoiseman. His salary was not so large certainly as that 
ot the Bishop of Durham — or even of London — but it was 
certainly larger than that of many a curate at that time doing 
perhaps double or treble duty in tijose dioceses, without much 
audible complaint on theh part, or outcry from Scotland 
against blind and brutal Enghab bishops, or against beggarly 
England, for starving her pauper-curates, by whatever genius 
or erudition adorned. Bums died an Exciseman, it is true, at 
the age of thirty-seven ; on the same day died an English 
curate we could name, a surpassing scholar, and of stainless 
virtue, blind, palsied, " old and miserably poor " — without as 
much money as would bury him ; and no wonder, for he n 
had the salary of a Scotch Exciseman. 
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Two blacks — nay twenty — ^won't make a white. Tnie-- 
but one black is as black as another — and tbe Southern Pot, 
brazen as it is, must not abuse with impunity the Northern 
Pan. But now to the right nail, and let us knock it on tbe 
head. What did England do for ber own Bloomfield ? He 
was not in genius to be spoken of in the same year with 
Bums — but he was beyond all compare, and out of all sight, 
the best poet that had arisen produced by England's lower 
orders. He wivs tbe most spiritual shoemaker that ever 
bandied an awl. The " Farmer's Boy " is a wonderful poem 
— and will Uve in tbe poetry of England. Did England, then, 
keep Bloomfield in comfort, and ecatter flowers along the 
smooth and sunny path that led him to tbe grave P No. He 
bad given him by some minister or other, we believe Lord 
Sidmonth, a paltry place in some office or other — most uncon- 
genial with all his nature and all bis habits — of which the 
shabby salary was insufficient to purchase for his family even 
the bare Eeccssariea of life. He thus dragged out for many 
long obscure years a sickly existence, as miserable as the ex- 
istence of a good man can be made by narrowest circum- 
stances — and aU the while Englishmen were scofBngly scorn- 
ing, with haughty and bitter taunts, the patronage that at his 
own earnest desire made Bums an Escisemau. Nay, when 
Southey, late in Bloomfield'e life, and when it was drawing 
monrufuUy to a close, proposed a contribution for bis behoof, 
and put down his own five pounds, how many purse-strings 
were untied ? how ranch fine gold was poured out for the 
indigent son of genius and virtne ? Shame shuffles the snm 
out of sight — for it was not sufficient to have bought the 
manumission of an old negro slave. 

It was no easy matter to deal rightly with such a man as 
Burns. In those disturbed and distracted times, still more 
difficult was it to carry into execution any designs for his good 
— and much was there even to excuse his countrymen then in 
power for looking upon him with an evil eye. But Bloom- 
field led a pure, peaceable, and blameless life. Easy, indeed, 
would it have heen to make him happy — but be was as much 
forgotten as if he had been dead ; and when he died — did 
England mourn over him — or, after having denied him bread, 
give him so much as a stone ? No, He dropt into the grave 
with no other lament we ever heard of but a few copies of 
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pooriBh versea in some of the Araiuals, and Beldom or never 
now does one hear a whisper of hia najne. fie ! well may 
the white rose blush red — and the red rose turn pale. Let 
England then leave Scotland to her shame about Burns ; and, 
thinking' of her own treatment of Bloomfield, cover her own 
fece with both her hands, and confess that it was pitifiil. At 
least, if she will not hang down her head in hnmjliation for 
her own neglect of her own " poetic child," let her not hold 
it high over Scotland for the neglect of hers — paUiated ae 
that neglect was by many things — and since, in some mea- 
BTue, expiated by a whole nation's tears shed over her great 
poet's grave. 

What I not a word for Allan Raraeaj? Theocritus was a 
pleasant Pastoral, and Sicilia sees liim among the stars. But 
all his dear Idyls together are not equal in worth to the 
" Gentle Shepherd." Habhie's Howe is a hallowed place now 
among the green airy Pentlands, Sacred for ever the solitary 
murmur of that watcrfa' 1 

" A fiowerja howm, between t'wa venJant braes, 
Where laasies nse to wash and bleach their olaea ; 
A trotting biunie, wimpling through the grounil, 
Its ehannel pebbles, shining, smooth, acd roand ; 
Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean and clear, 
"Twill please your eye, then gratify your ear ; 
While Jenny what she wishes discommendB, 
And Meg, with better sense, true love defends ! " 

" About them and siclite " is the whole poem. Yet " faithfiil 
love shall memorise the song." Without any scenery hut 
lliat of rafters, which overhead fancy may suppose a grove, 
'tis even yet sometimes acted by rustics in the ham, though 
nothing on this earth will ever persuade a low-born Scottish 
1m8 to take a part in a play ; wliile deUghtfu! is felt, even by 
the lords and ladies of the land, tbe Rimple Drama of humble 
life ; and we ourselves have seen a high-bom maiden look 
''beautiful exceedingly" as Patis's Betrothed, kilted to the 
knee in the feirtle of a Shepherdess, 

We have been gradually growing national overmuch, and 
are about to grow even more ao, therefore ask you to what 
OTft, pray, did Thomson belong? To none. Thomson had 
no precursor — and till Cowper no follower. He efiulged all 
-»t onoo Bunlike — ^Uke Scotland's storm-loving, mist- enamoured 
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8iin, which till you have aean on a day of thunder, you cannot 
be said ever to have seen the sun, Cowper followed Thomson 
merely in time. We should have Iiad " The Task," even had 
we never had " The SeasonB." These two were " heralds of a 
mighty train ensoing ; " add them, then, to the worthies of onr 
own age, and they belong to it — and all the rest of the poetty 
of the modern world — to which add that of the ancient — if 
multiplied by ten in quantity — and by twenty in quality — 
would not BO variously, so vigorously, and so truly image the 
form and presauie, the life and spirit of the mother of us all — 
Nature. Are then " The Seasona " and " The Task " Great 
Poems? Yes. — Why? What 1 Do you need to be told that 
that Poem must be great, which was the first to paint the roll- 
ing mystery of the year, and to show that all its Seasons are 
but the varied God? The idea was original and sublime j 
and the fulfilment thereof so complete, that some six thousand 
years having elapsed between the creation of the world and 
of that poem, some sixty thousand, we prophesy, will elapse 
between the appearance of that poem and the publication of 
another equally great, on a subject external to the mind, 
equally magnificent. We further presume, that you hold 
sacred the "hearth." Now, in " The Task," the "hearth" 
18 the heart of the poem, just as it is of a happy house. No 
other poem is so full of domestic happiness — humble and 
high ; none ia so breathed over by the spirit of the Christian 
religion. 

Poetry, which, though not dead, had long been sleeping in 
Scotland, was restored to waking life by Thomson. Hia 
genius was national ; and so, too, was the suhject of hia firat 
and greatest song. By saying that his genius was national, 
we mean that its temperament was enthusiastic and passionate, 
and that, though highly imaginative, the sonrcee of its power 
lay iu the heart. "The Castle of Indolence" is distinguished by 
purer taste and finer fancy ; but with all its exquisite beauties, 
that poem is but the vision of a dream, " The Seasona " are 
glorious realities ; and the c-barni of the strain that sings the 
" rolling year " is its truth. But what mean we by saying 
that "The Seasons" are a national suhject? — do we assert that 
they are solely Scottish ? That would be too bold, even for 
ua; but wo scruple not to assert, that Thomson has made 
them so, as far as might be without insult, injury, or injustice, 
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to t!ie rest of the globe. Hia suns rise and set in Scottisli 
heavens ; his " deep-fermenting tempests are brewed in grim 
evening " Sootfish akies ; Scottiah is hia thunder of clond and 
cataract ; hia " vapours, and snowa, and storms " are Scottish ; 
and, strange aa the assertion would have sounded in the ears 
of Samuel Johnson, Scottish are hia woods, their sugh, and 
their roar ; nor less their stillness, more awful amidst the 
Tast multitude of steady stems, than when all the sullen piae- 
tope are swinging to the hurricane, A dread love of his 
native land was in his heart when he cried in the solitude — 
" Hail, kindred glooms ! congenial horrors, hail I " 
The genius of Home was national — and so, too, was the 
anbject of his justly famous Tragedy of " Douglas." He had 
studied the old Ballads ; their simphcities were sweet to him 
as wallflowers on ruins. On the story of Gill Morice, who 
was an Earl's son, he founded the Tragedy, which surely no 
Scottiah eyea ever witnessed without tears. Are not these 
most Scottiah lines? — 

" Ye woods and wilda, whose melancholy gloom 
Accords with my soul's aadneaa ! " 

" Red came the river down, and loud and oft 
The angry Spirit of the watsr shriek'd 1 " 
The Scottish Tragedian in an evil hour crossed the Tweed, 
riding on horseback all the way to London. His genius got 
Anglified, took a consumption, and perished in the prime of 
life. But nearly half a century afterwards, on seeing the 
Siddona in Lady Randolph, and hearing her low, deep, wild, 
woe-begone voice exclaim, " My beautiful 1 mj brave 1 " " tlie 
aged harper's soul awoke," and his dim eyes were again 
lighted op for a moment with the Area of genius — say ratlier 
for a moment bedewed with the tears of sensibility re-awakened 
from decay and dotage. 

The genius of Beattie was national, and ao was the subject of 
his charming song — " The Minstrel." For what is ita design? 
He tells us, to trace the progress of a poetical genius born in 
a rude age, from the first dawning of reason and fancy, till that 
period at which he may be supposed capable of appearing in 
the world as a Scottish Minstrel ; that is, aa an itinerant poet 
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and musiciaa — a charaoter which, aocording to the notions 
of our forefathers, was uot only respectable, but eacred. 

"Here lived lo Gothic (bija, m legends tell, 

A shepherd swain, a man of low degree ; 
Whose aires perchance in Fiurjland might dwell, 

Sicilian groves and vales of A ready ; 
But he, I weeo, waa of the North Conntrie ; 

A nation famed for song and beaat/'s chaJms ; 
Zealous, yet modest ; innocent, though free ; 

Patient of toil, sereoQ amid slarma ; 

lufieiible in fitlth, inTiucible in arms. 
The shepherd swain, of whom I mention made. 

On Scotia's mountains fed hia little flock ; 
The sickle, acytlie, or plough ha never away'd ; 

An honest heart was almoat sll his stock ; 
Hia drink the living waters from the rock ; 

The milky dama supplied hia board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter'a shock ; 

And he, though oft with dust and sweat besprent, 

Did guide and guard their wanderings, wheresoe'er they 

Did patriotism ever inspire genius with Bentiment more 
Scottish than that J Did imagination ever create eoenery 
more Soottieb, Manners, Morals, Life? 




" Lo ! where the stripling rapt in wonder roves 
Beneath the precipice o'erhung with pine ; 
And sees, on high, amidst th' eucircling groves 
From cliff lo cliff the foaming torrents ahiue : 
While waters, woods, aad winds, in concert join, 
And echo awella the chorna to the skies ! " 



I 



Beattie chants there like a naan who had been at the Lion of 
Dae. He wore a wig, it is true ; but at times, when the fit 
was on him, he wrote like the unshorn Apollo. 

Tlie genius of Grahams waa national, and so too was the 
subject of his first and best poem — " The Sabbath." 
" How still the morning of the hallow'd day ! " 
is a line that could have been uttered only by a holy Scottish 
heart, For wo alooe know w^hat is indeed Sabbath silence — 
an earnest of everlasting reat. To our hearts, the very birds 
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of Scotland sing holily on that day. A sacred smilo is on the 
dewy flowers. The lilies look whiter in their loveliness ; the 
blniji-rose reddens in the sun with a diviner dye ; and with e. 
more celeatiai scent the hoary hawthorn Bweet«D8 the wilder- 
neaa. Sorely disturbed of yore, over the glens and hills of 
Scotland, was the Day of Peace ! 

" O, the great goodneaa of the SahUs of Old I " 
the Covenanters. Listen to the Sabbath bard, — 

"With them each day was holy ; but that mom 
On which the angel said, ' See where the Lord 
Was laid,' joyoua aroae ; to die that day 
Waa blisB, Long ere the dawD by devioua ways, 
O'er hills, through woods, o'er dreary waataa, tliey sought 
The upland muirs, where rivers, there but brooks. 
Dispart to different seas. Fast by sach brooka 
A little glen is sometimes scoop'd, a plat 
With greensward gay, and flowers that atrangera aeem 
Amid the heathery wild, that all around 
Fatigues the eye : in solitudes like these, 
Thy persecuted children, Scotia, foil'd 
A tyrant's and a bigot's bloody laws. 
There, leaning on hia spear (one of the array 
Whose gleam, in former days, had scathed the rose 
On England's banner, and had powerless struck 
The infetuate monarch, and hia wavering host I ) 
The lyart veteran heard the word of God 
By Cameron thunder'd, or by Eenwick pour'd 
In gentle stream ; then rose the song, the loud 
Acclaim of praise. The wheeling plover ceased 
Her plaint ; the sohtary place was glad ; 
And on the distant cairn the watcher's ear 
Caught doubtfully at times the breoEe-borne note. 
But years more gloomy follow'd ; and no more 
The assembled people dared, in lace of day, 
To worship God, or even at the dead 
Of night, save when the wintry storm raved fierce, 
And thunder-peals compell'd the men of blood 
To couch within their dens ; then dauntleaaly 
The scatter'd few would meet, in some deep dell 
By rocks o'ercanopied, to bear the voice, 
Their feitiful pastor's voice. He by the gleam 
Of sheeted lightiuug oped the sacred book, 
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And words of comfort spake ; over their bouIb 
His accents soothing come, aa to her joung 
Tha heathfowl's plumes, when, at the close of eve, 
She gathers in, moumfol, her brood dispersed 
By murderouB sport, an-d o'er the remnant spreads 
FoDdl; her wlngg ; close nestling 'neath her breast 
They cherish'd cower amid the purple bloom." 



1 



Not a few other eweet eingers or strong, natdve to this nook 
of our isle, might we now in these humble pages lovingly 
commemorate ; and " four ahall we mention, dearer than the 
rest," for sake of that virtue, among many virtues, which we 
have been lauding all along, their nationality; — Theae are 
AiKD and Mothebwell {of whom another hour), Moib and 

PoLLOK. 

Of Moir, our own " delightful Delta," as we iove to call 
him — and the epithet now by right appertains to his name — 
we shall now say simply this, that he baa produced many 
original pieces which will possess a permanent place in the 
poetry of Scotland. Delicacy and grace characterise hia hap- 
piest compositions ; some of them are beautiful in a cheerful 
Bpirit that has only to look on nature to be happy ; and others 
breathe the simplest and purest pathos. Hia scenery, whe- 
ther sea-coast or inlaud, is always truly Scottish ; and at 
times his pen drops touches of light on minute objects, that 
till then had slumbered in the shade, but now " shine well 
where they stand" or lie, aa component and characteristio 
parts of our lowland landscapes. Let others labour away at 
long poems, and for their paina get neglect or oblivion ; Moir 
is seen as he ia iu many short ones, which the Scottish Muses 
may "not willingly let die." And that must be a pleasant 
thought when it touches the heart of the mildest and most 
modest of men, as he sits by hia family-fire, beaide those 
most dear to liim, after a day past in smoothing, by his 
skill, the bed and the brow of pain, in restoring sickness f*n 
health, in alleviating sufferings that cannot be cured, or in 
mitigating the pangs of deatli. 

PoUok had great original genius strong in a sacred sense of 
religion. Such of his short compositions aa we have seen, 
written in early youth, were but mere copies of verses, and 
gave little or no promise of power. But his soul was work- 
ing in the green moorland solitudes round about his father's 
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house, in the wild and beautiful parishes of Eaglosham and 
Mearne, separated by thee, Yeai'n ! sweetest of pastoral 
Btreams that murmnr through the west, as under those broomy 
and birken banks and trees, where the grey-linties sing, is 
formed the clear junction of the rilla, issuing, the one from 
the hill-spring above the Black- waterf'all, and the other from 
the Brother-loch. The poet in prime of youth (he died in his 
twenty- seventh year) embarked on a high and adventurous 
emprise, and voyaged the illimitable Deep. His spirit ex- 
panded its wings, and in a holy prida felt them to be broad, 
as they hovered over the dark abyss. " The Course of Time," 
for so young a man, was a vast achievement. The book he 
loved best was the Bible, and his style is often Scriptural. 
Of our poets, he had studied, we believe, but Milton, Toung, 
and Byron, Ho had much to learn in composition ; and, had 
he lived, he would have looked almost with humiliation on 
much that is at present eulogised by his devoted admirers. 
But the soul of poetry is there, though often dimly developed, 
and many passages there are, and long ones too, that heave, 
and hurry, and glow along in a divine enthusiasm. 

" Ilia ears he closed, to listen to the strains 
That Sion'a barda did conaecratfl of old, 
And fli'd his Pindus upoa Lebanon." 

Let us fly again to England, and leaving for another hour 
Shelley and Hunt and Keats, £bnd Croly and Milman and 
Heber, and Sterling and Milnes and Tennyson, with some 
younger aspirants of our own day; and Gray, Coilins, and 
Goldsmith, and leaser stars of that constellation, let us alight 
verge of that famous era when the throne was occupied 
by Dryden, and then by Pope — searching still for a Great 
Poem. Did either of them ever writ« one ? No — never. 
Sir Walter says finely of glorious John, 






" And Dryden in immortal Btrain, 
Had raiaeO. the Table Bound agfun, 
But that a ribald King an-d Court, 
Bade him play on to make them sport. 
The world defrauded of the high design, 
Proianed the God-given strength, and marr'd (ho 
lofty line," 
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Bat why, we ask, did Drydeo suffer a ribald king aud 
court to debase and degrade him, and strangle hie immortal 
strain ? Becanee he was poor 1 But could he not have died 
of cold, thirst, and hunger — of starvation ? Have not 
EiillionB of men and womoii done so, rather than sacrifice 
their conscience ? And shall we grant to a great poet that 
indulgence which many a humble hind would have flung with 
Bcorii in our teeth, and rather than have availed himself of it, 
faced the fagot, or the baiter, or the stake Bet within the sea- 
Sood ? But it is satisfactory to know that Dryden, though still 
glorious John, was not a Great Poet. He was seldom visited 
by the pathetic or the sublime — else had his genius held fast 
its integrity — been ribald to no ribald — and indignantly 
kicked to the devil both court and king. But what a master 
of reasoning in verse I And of verse what a volume of fire 1 
"The long-resounding march and energy divine." Pope, 
again, with the common fi-ailtiea of humanity, was an ethereal 
creature — and played on his own harp with finest taste, and 
wonderful execution. We doubt, indeed, if such a finished 
style has ever been heard since from any one of the King 
Apollo's muaicians. His versification may ba monotonous, 
but without a sweet and potent charm only to ears of leather. 
That his poetry has no paBsion is the creed of critics "of 
Cambyses' vein ; " " HelolBe" and " The TJnfortnnato Lady" 
have made the world's heart to throb. As for Imagination, we 
shall continue till such time as that Faculty has been distin- 
guished from Fancy, to see it shining in " The Kape of the 
Look," with a lambent lustre ; if high intellect be not dominant 
in hia " Epistles" and his " Essay on Man," you will look for 
it in vain in the nineteenth century ; all other Satires seem 
complimentary to their victims when read after "TheDunciad" 
— and could a man, whose heart was not heroic, have given 
us another Iliad, which, all unlike as it is to the Greek, may 
be read with transport, even after Homer's ? 

We have not yet, it would seem, found the object of our 
search — a Great Poem, Let us extend our quest into the 
Elizabethan age. We are at once sucked into the theatre. 
With the whole drama of that age we are conversant and 
familiar ; but whether we Tinderstand it or not, is another 
question. It aspires to give representations of Human Life 
in all its infinite varieties, and inconsistencies, and conflicts, 
and turmoils produced by the Passions. Time and space are 
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not suffered to intorpoae their unitiea between the Poet and 
his vast design, who, provided he can satisfy the spectators 
by the pageant of their own passions moving across the stage, 
may exhibit there whatever he ivills from life, death, or the 
grave. 'Tis a sublime conception — and soiaetimes has given 
e to sublime performance ; but has been crowned with full 
:oeaa in no hands but those of Shakespeare, Great as was 
the genius of many of the dramatists of that age, not one of 
them has produced a Great Tragedy. A Great Tragedy in- 
deed 1 What 1 without haniiouy or proportion in the plan — 
with all puzzling perplexities and inextricable entanglements 
in the plot — and with disgust and horror in the catastrophe ? 
As for the characters, male and female — saw ye ever such a 
Bet of swaggerers and rantipoles as they often are in one act 
— Methodist preachers and demure young women at a love- 
feast in another — absolute heroes and heroines of high calibre 
in a third — and so on, changing and shifting name and natnre, 
according to the laws of the Romantic Drama forsooth — bnt 
in hideous violation of tho laws of nature — till the curtain 
falls over a heap of bodies huddled together, without regard 
to age or sex, as if they had been overtaken in liquor. We 
admit that there is gross exaggeration in the picture ; hut 
there is always truth in a tolerable caricature — and this is one 
of a tragedy of Webster, Ford, or Massiuger, 

It is satisfactory to know tbat the good sense, and good 
feeling, and good taste of the people of England, will not sub- 
mit to be belaboured by editors and critics into unqualified 
admiration of such enormities. The Old English Drama lies 
buried in the dust with all ita tragedies. Never more will 
they move across the stage. Scholars read them, and often 
with delight, admiration, and wonder ; for genius is a strange 
spirit, and has bogott«n strange children on the body of the 
Tragic Muse. In the closet it is pleasant to peruse the coun- 
tenances, at once divine, human, and brutal, of the incompre- 
hensible monsters — to scan their forms, powerful though mis- 
shapen — to watch their movements, vigorous though dis- 
torted — and to hold up one's hands in amazement on hearing 
them not seldom discoui-se most excellent music. But we 
should shudder to see them on the stage enacting the parts 
of men and women — and call for the manager. All has been 
done for the least deformed of the tragedies of the Old Eng- 
lish Drama that humanity could do, enlightened b^ *^*' 
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Cliristian religion ; but nature liaa risen up to vindicate henrfl 
selfagaiuBt each misrepreBentations as theyaQbiil; and HOme-S 
times finds it all sbe can do to etomacL Sliakespeare. 

But tUe raonstrowtiRB we have mentioned are not the w 
to be found in tlie Old English Drama. Others there ate tha^fl 
tiU civilised Christendom fall Tjack into barbaroue Heathen- T 
doni, must for ever he nnendurable to human ears, whethQCl 
long or short — we mean tiie obscenities. That sin is batt- I 
ished for ever from our literature. The poet who might dan < 
to commit it, would he immediately hooted out of society, 
and sent to rooat in barna among the owls. But the Old 
Eughsh Drama is stuffed wilh ineffable pollutions ; and full 
of passages that the 8trcet- walker would be aebained to read 
in the atewa. We liave not seen that volume of the Family 
Dramatists which contains Hassinger. But if made fit for 
female reading, iiis plays must he mutilated and mangled out 
of all likeness to the original wholes. To free them even 
from the grossest imparities, without destroying their veiy 
life, is impossible ; and it would be far better to make a selec- 
tion of fine passages, after the manner of Lamb's Specimens 
— ^but with a severer eye — thau to attempt in vain to preeeive 
their character as plays, and at the same time to expunge all 
that is too disgusting, perhaps, to be dangerous to' boya and 
virgins. Full-grown men may read what they choose — per- 
haps without suffering from it ; hut the modesty of the young 
clear eye must not be profaned — and we cannot, for our own 
part, imagine a Family Old English Dramatist. 

And liore again bursts upon ua the glory of the Greek 
Drama. The Athenians were as wicked, as Hcentaous, as 
polluted, and much more so, we hope, than ever were the 
English; but they debased not with their gross vices their 
glorious tragedies. Nature in lier higher moods alone, and 
most majestio aspects, trod their stage. Buffoons, and ribalds, 
and zanies, and "rude indecent clowns," were confined to 
comedies ; and even there they too were idealised, and re- 
sembled not the obscene samples that so often sicken as in 
the midst of " the acring of a dreadful thing " in our old 
theatre. They knew that " witii other ministrations, then, 
Nature 1 " teachest thy handmaid Art to soothe the sonls of 
thy congregated children — congregated to behold her noble 
goings-on, and to rise up and depart elevated by the trans- 
cendent pageant. The Tragic muse was in those days a 
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PneetesB — tragedies were reljgioua ceremonieB ; for all the 
aooeetral stories they celebrated were under consecration — 
the spirit of the ages of heroes and demigods descended over 
the vast amphitheatre ; and thus -were ^schylus, and Sopho- 
cles, and Euripides, the guardians of the national character, 
which, we all know, was, in spite of all it suffered under, for 
ever passionately enamoured of all the forms of greatneaa, 

, Forgive us — spirit of Shakespeare [ that seem'st to animate 
that high-hrow'd bust — if indeed we have offered any show of 
irreverence to thy name and nature ; for now, in the noiseless- 
nesa of midnight, to our awed bat loving hearts do both ap- 
pear divine I Forgive tis — we beseech thee — that on going 
to bed — which we are just about to do — we may bo able to 
oompoae ourselves to sleep — and dream of Miranda and 
Imogen, and Desdemona and Cordelia. Father revered of 
that holy family ! by the strong light in the eyes of Inno- 
cence we beseech theo to forgive us 1 — Ha ! what old ghost 
art thou — clothed in the weeds of more than mortal misery 
— mad, mad, mad — come and gone — was it Lear ? 

■ We have found then, it seems — at last — the object of our 
search — a Great Poem — ay — four Great Poems — "Lear*' — 
" Hamlet" — " Othello" — " Macbeth." And was the revealer 
of those high mysteries in his youth a deer-stealer in the parks 
of Warwickshire, a linkboy in London streets ? And died he 
before his grand climacteric in a dimmish sort of a middle- 
sized tenement in Stratford- on- Avon, of a surfeit from an over- 
dose of home-brewed humming ale ? Such is the tradition. 

Had we a daughter — an only daughter — we should wish 
ber to be like 

" Heavenly Una with her milk-white lamb." 

I In that one line has Wordsworth done an unappreciable sei'- 
I vice to Spenser, He has improved upon a picture in "The 
Fairy Queen"~making " the beauty still more beauteous," by 
a single touch of a pencil dipped iu moonlight, or in sunlight 
[ tender as Luna'a smiles. Through Spenser's many nine- 
I lined stanzas the lovely lady glides along her own world — 
I and our eyes follow in delight the sinless wanderer. In 
I Wordsworth's one single celestial line we behold her neither 
I in time nor space — an immortal omnipresent idea at one gaze 
I occupying the soul 
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And is not " The Fairy Qu«en " a Great Poem ? Like " The 
ExcuTBion," it is at all eveats a long one — " alow to begin, 
and never ending." That fire was a fortunate one in which bo 
many books of it were burnt. If no auch fortunate fire ever 
took place, then let us truet that the moths drillingly de- 
voured the manuscript — and that 'tia all safe. Purgatorial 
pains — unless indeed they should prove eternal — are insuffi- 
eient punishment for the impious man who invented Allegory. 
If you have got anything to say, sir, out with it — in one or 
other of the many forms of speech employed naturally by 
creatures to whom God has given the gift of " discourse of 
reason." But beware of misspending your life in perversely 
attempting to make shadow substance, and substance shadow. 
Wonderful analogies there are among all created things, 
material and immaterial — and millions so fine that Poets 
alone discern them — and sometimes succeed in showing them 
in words. Most spiritual region of poetry — and to be visited 
at rare times and seasons — nor all life long ought bard there 
to abide. For a while let the veil of Allegory be drawn 
before the face of Truth, tliat the light of its beauty may 
shine through it with a softened charm — dim and drear — like 
the moon gradually obscuring in its ovm halo on a dewy 
night. Such air-woven veil of Allegory is no human inven- 
tion. The soul brought it with her when ^m 



Sometimes, now and then, in moods strange and high — 
obey the bidding of the soul — and allegorise ; but live not 
all life-long in an Allegory — even as Spenser did — Spenser 
the divine ; for with all his heavenly genius — and brighter 
visions never met mortal eyes than his — what is he but a 
"dreamer among men," and what may save that wondrous 
poem from the doom of oblivion ? 

To this conclusion must we come at last — that in the Eng- 
lish language there is but one Great Poem, What 1 Not 
"Lear," Hamlet, "Othello," "Macbeth?" — "Paradise Lost," 
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Oh ! for tlie plumes aud pinions of tlie poiaecl Eagle, that 
we might now hang over Loch Lomond and all her isles I 
From what poiot of tbe compaBS would we come on our rush- 
ing vans ? Up from Leven-banka, or down from Glenfallooh, 
or over the hill of Luss, or down to Eowardennan ; and then 
up and away, as the chance curreiits in the sky might lead, 
with tha Glory of Scotland, blue, bright, and breaking into 
foam, thousands on thousanda of feet below, with every 
Island distinct in the peculiar beauty of its own youthful or 
ancient woods ? For remember, that with the eagle's wing 
we must also have the eagle's eye ; and all the while our 
own soul to look with such lens and such iris, and with its 
own endless visious to invest the pinnacles of aU the far-down 
ruins of church or castle, encompassed with the umbrage of 
Tindying oaks. 

We should as soon think of pennicg a critique on " Mil- 
ton's Paradise Lost" as on Loch Lomond. People there are 
in the world, doubtless, who think them both too long ; but 
to our minds, neither the one nor the other exceeds the due 
measure by a leaf or a league. Tou may, if it bo pleaseth 
you, think it, in a mist, a Mediterranean Sea. For then yoa 
behold many miles of tumbling waves, with no land beyond ; 
and were a ship to rise up in full sail, she would seem voyag- 
ing on to some distant ahore. Or you may look on it as a 
great arm only of the ocean, stretched out into the moun- 
tainous mainland. Or say, rather, some river of the first 
order, that shows to tlie sun Islands never ceasing to Etdom 
his coarse for a thousand leagues, in another day, about to 
be lost in the dominion of the sea. Or rather look < 
is, as Loch Lomond, the Loch of a hundred lalee — of shores 
laden with all kinds of beauty, throughout the infinite 
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ceasioa of bays and haiboure — buta and houfleB sprinkled 
over the sides of ita green hills, that ever and anon Bend up a 
wider smoke from villages clustering round the church-tower 
hooeath the wooded rocks — halls half-hidden in groves, for 
centuries the residence of farailiea proud of their Gaehc 
blood — forest that, however wide be the fall beneath the ase 
when their hour is come, yet, far as the eye can reach, go 
circling round the mountain's base, inhabited by the roe and 
the red-deer; — but we have got into a sentence that threatens 
to be without end — a dim, dreary, sentence, in the middle of 
which the very wril«r himself gets afraid of ghosts, and fer- 
vently prays for the period when he shall be again chatting 
with the reader on a shady seat, under his own paragraph 
and his own pear-tree. 

Oh ! for our admimble friend Mr Smith of JovdanhiU'a 
matchless cutter, to glide thi-ougli among the glittering archi- 
[lelago I But we must be contented with a somewhat clumsy 
four-oared barge, wide and deep enough for a cattle feny- 
Imat. This morning's sunrise found us at the mouth of the 
Goblin's Cave on I^och Katrine, and among Lomond's lovely 
isles shall Hnnset leave us among the last glimmer of the 
softened gold. To which of all those lovely islea shall we 
diift before the wind on tlie small heaving and breaking 
waves? To Inch-Murrin, where the fallow-deer repose — or 
to the yew-shaded Inch-Caillaoh, the oemetery of Clan-Alpin 
— the Holy Isle of Nans ? One hushing afternoon hour may 
yet be ours on the waters — another of the slowly- walking 
twilight — that time which tlie gazing spirit is too wrapt to 
measure, while "sinks the Day-star in the ocean's bed" — 
and 80 on to midnight, the reign of silence and shadow, 
the resplendent Diana with her hair-halo, and all her star- 
nymphs, rejoicing round their Queen. Let the names of all 
objects be forgotten — and imagination roam over the works ot 
nature, aa if they lay in their primeval majesty, without one 
trace of man's dominion. Slow-sailing Heron, that cloudlike 
seekest thy nest on yonder lofty mass of pines — to ua thy 
flight seems the very symbol of a long lone life of peace. As 
thou foldest thy wide wings on the topmost bough, beneath 
thee tower the unguarded Euins, where many generations 
sleep. Onwards thou floatest like a dream, nor ohangest thy 
gradually descending course for the Eagle, that, far above 
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thj line of travel, comes rualiing unwearied from his prey in 
distant Isles of the sea. The Osproy ! off — off — to Inoh- 
Loning — or the dark cliffs of Glenfalloch, many leagues 
away, which he wil! reach almost like a thought ! Close your 
eyes but for a moment— and when yon look again, where i 
the Cloud-Cleaver BOW? Gone in the sunshine, and haply 
seated in his eyrie on Ben Lomond's head. 

But amidst all this splendour and magnificence, our eyes 
are drawn against our will, and by a sort of sad fascination 
which we cannot resist, along the glittering and dancing 
waves, towards the melancholy shores of Inch-Crnin, 
Island of the Afflicted. Beautiful is it by nature, with its 
bays, and fields, and woods, as any isle that sees its shadow 
in the deeps ; but human sorrows have steeped it in eternal 
gloom, and terribly is it haunted to our imagination. Here 
no woodman's hut peeps from the glade — here are not seen 
the branching antlers of the deer moving among the boughs 
that stir not — no place of peace is this where the world- 
wearied hermit sits penitent in his cell, and prepares bis soul 
for Heaven. Its inhabitants are a woeful people, and all its 
various charms are hidden from their eyes, or seen in ghastly 
tranafigoration ; for here, beneatl the yew-tree's shade, sit 
moping, or roam about with mefiil lamentation, the soul-dis- 
tracted and the insane I Ay — these sweet and pleasant 
murmurs break round a Lunatic Asylum ! And the shadows 
that are now and then seen among the umbrage are laughing 
or weeping in the eclipse of reason, and may never know 
again aught of the real character of tliis world, to which, 
exiled as they are from it, they are yet bound by the ties of 
a common nature that, though sorely deranged, are not 
wholly broken, and still separate them by an awful depth of 
darkness from the beasts that perish. 

Thither love, yielding reluctantly at last to despair, has 
consented that the object on which all its wise solicitudes had 
for years been unavailably bestowed both night and day, 
should be rowed over, perhaps at midnight, and when asleep, 
and left there with beings like itself, all dimly conscious of 
their doom. To many such the change may often bring 
little or no heed — for outward things may have ceased to 
impress, and they may be living in their own rueful world, 
Afferent Irom all that we hear or behold. To some it may 
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seem thftt they have been epirited away to another state of 
exiatenco — beautiful, indeed, and fair to see, with all those 
lorely trees and shadows of trees ; but still a miserable, a 
moat miserable place, without one face they ever saw before, 
and haunted by glaring eyes that shoot forth fear, suspicion, 
and hatred. Others, again, there are, who know well the 
misty head of Ben Lomond, which, with joyful pleasure- 
parties set free from the city, they had in o&er years exult- 
ingly Ecuied, and looked down, perhaps, in a solemn pause of 
their youthful ecstasy, on tbe far-off and melancholy Inch- 
Cruin I Thankful are they for such a haven at last — for 
they are remote from the disturbance of the incomprehensible 
life that bewildered them, and from the pity of familiar faces 
that was more than could be borne. 

So let US float upon our oars behind the shadow of this 
rock, nor approach nearer the sacred retreat of misery. Let 
us not gaze too intently into the glades, for we might see 
some figure there who wished to be seen nevermore, and 
recognise in the hurrying shadow the living remains of a 
friend. How profound the hush 1 No sigh — no groan — no 
shriek — no voice — no tossing of arms — no reatlesB chafing of 
feet ! Gfod in mercy has for a while calmed the congregation 
of the afflicted, and the Isle is overspread with a sweet 
Sabbath- silence. What medicine for them like the breath of 
heaven — the dew — the sunshine — and the murmur of the 
wave I Nature herself is their kind physician, and sometimes 
not unfrequently brings them by her holy skill back to the 
world of clear intelligence and serene affection. They listen 
calmly to the blessed sound of the oar that brings a visit of 
friends — to sojourn with them for a day-^^r to take them 
away to another retirement, where they, in restored reason, 
may sit around the board, nor fear to meditate during the 
midnight watches on the dream, which, although dispelled, 
may in all its ghastliness return. There was a glorious burst 
of sunshine I And of all tbe Lomond Isles, what ono rises np 
in the sudden illumination so bright as Incb-Cmin? 

Methinks we see sitting in his narrow and low-roofed ceil, 
careless of food, dress, sleep, or shelter alike, him who in tbe 
opulent mart of commerce was one of the most opulent, and 
devoted heart and soul to show and magnificence. His bouse 
was like a palace with its pictured and mirrored walls, and 
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the nights wora away to dance, revelry, and song. Fortune 
poured riches at his feet, which he had only to gather up ; 
and every enterprise io which he took part proBpered beyond 
the reach of imagination. But all at once — as if lightning 
had struck the dome of his prosperity, and earthquake let 
down its foundations, it sank, crackled, and disappeared — 
and the man of a millioQ was a houseless, infamous, and 
bankrupt heggar. In one day his piond face changed into 
the ghastly smiling of an idiot — lie dragged his limbs in 
paralysis — and slavered out umneamng words foreign to all 
the pursuits in which his active intellect had for many yeara 
been plunged. All hia relations — to whom it was known he 
had never shown kindness — were persons in humble condi- 
tion, Kuined creditors we do not expect to be very pitiful, 
and people asked wliat was to become of him till be died. A 
poor creature, whom he had seduced and abandoned to want, 
but who had succeeded to a small property on the death of a 
distant relation, remembered her first, her only love, when all 
the rest of the world were willing to forget him ; and she it 
was who had him conveyed thither, herself sitting in the 
boat with her arm round the unconscious idiot, who now 
vegetates on the charity of her whom he betrayed. For 
fifteen years he has continued to exist in the same state, and 
you may pronounce his name on. the busy Exchange of the 
city where he flourished and fell, and haply the person you 
speak to shall have entirely forgotten it. 

The evils genius sometimes brings to its possessor have 
often been said and sung, perhaps with exaggerations, but not 
alwaya without truth. It is found frequently apart from 
prudence and principle ; and in a world constituted like ours, 
how can it fail to reap a harvest of misery or death ? A fine 
genins, and even a high, had been bestowed on One who is 
now an inmate of that cottage-cell, peering between these 
two rocks. At College he outstripped all hia compeers by 
powers equally versatile and profound — the first both in intel- 
lect and in imagination. He was a poor man's son — the only 
Bon of a working carpenter — and his father intended him for 
the church. But the youth soon felt that to him the trammels 
of a strict faith would be unbearable, and he lived on from 
year to year, uncertain what profession to choose. Mean- 
while hia friends, all inferior to him in talents and acquire- 
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ments, followed the plain, open, and beaten patli, tbat leada 
Boorer or later to respectability and independence. He was 
left alone in Iiis genius, uaelesa, altliough admired — while 
those who had looked in high hopes on his early career, began 
to have tlieir feara that they might never be realised. His 
first attempts to attract the notice of the public, although not 
absolute failures — for some of hia compositions, both in proae 
and verse, were indeed beautiful — were not triumphantly suc- 
cessful, and he began to taste the bitterness of disappointed 
ambition. His wit and colloquial talents carried him into tie 
society of the dissipated and the licentious ; and, before he 
was aware of the fact, he had got the character of all others 
the most humihating — that of a man who knew not how to 
estimate his own worth, nor to preserve it from pollution. 
He found himself silently and gradually excluded from the 
higher circle which he had once adorned, and sunk inextri- 
cably into a lower grade of social life. Hia whole habitg 
became loose and irregular ; his studies were pursued but by 
fits and starts ; his knowledgfe, instead of keeping pace with 
that of the times, became clouded and obscure, aud even 
diminished; his dieas was meaner ; hia manners hurried, and 
reckless, and wild, and ere long he became a slave to drunken- 
ness, aud then to every low and degrading vice. 

His father died, it was said, of a broken heart — for to him 
his son had been all in all, and the unhappy youth felt that 
the death lay at hia door. At last, shunned by most — toler- 
ated but by a few for the sate of other times— domiciled in 
the haunts of infamy — loaded with a heap of paltry debts, and 
pursued by the hounds of the law, the fear of a prison drove 
him mad, and his whole mind was utterly and hopelessly 
overthrown. A few of the friends of hia boyhood raised a 
subscription in his behoof — and within the gloom of these 
woods he has been shrouded for many years, but not unvis- 
itfid once or twice a summer by some one, who knew, loved, 
and admired him in the morning of that genius that long 
before its meridian brightness had been so fatally eclipsed. 

And can it be in cold and unimpassioned words like these 
that we thus speak of Thee and thy doom, thou Soul of fire, 
and once the brightest of the free, privileged by nature to 
walfe along the mountain -range a, aud mix their spirits with 
the stare I Can it be that all thy glorious aspirations, byliy* 
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flelf forgotten, have no dwelling-place ia the memory of one 
who loved thoe so well, and had his deepest affection so pro- 
foundly returned ! Thine was a heart once tremblingly alive 
to all the noblest and finest sympathies of our nature, and the 
humblest human sensibilities became beautiful when tinged 
by the hght of thy imagination. Thy genius invested the 
most ordinary objects with a charm not their own ; and the 
vision it created thy lips were eloquent to disclose. What 
although thy poor old father died, because by thy liaud all his 
Lopes were shivered, and for thy sake poverty stripped even 
the coverlet from his dying-bed — yet we feel as if some 
dreadful destiny, rather than thy own crime, blinded thee to 
his last decay, and closed thine ears in deafiiess to liis beseech- 
ing prayer. Oh 1 charge not to creatures such as we all the 
fearful couBequeuces of our misconduct and evil ways I We 
break hearts we would die to heal — and huny on towards the 
grave those whom to save we wonld leap into the devouring 
fire. Many wondered in their auger that thou couldst be so 
callous to the old man's grief — and couldat walk tearless at 
his coffin. The very night of the day he was buried thou wert 
among thy wild companions, in a house of infamy, close to the 
wall of the churchyard. Was not that enough to tell us all 
that disease was in thy brain, and that reason, struggling with 
insanity, had changed sorrow to despair. But perfect for- 
giveness — forgiveness made tender by profoundest pity — was 
finally extended to thoe by all thy friends — frail and erring 
like thyself in many things, although not so fatally misled 
and lost, because in the mystery of Providence not so irresis- 
tibly tried. It seemed as if thou hadst offended the Guardian 
Genius, who, according to the old philosophy which thou 
kneweat so well, is given to every human being at his birth ; 
and that then the angel left thy side, and Satan strove to drag 
thee to perdition. And hath any peace come to thee — a youth 
no more — but in what might have been the prime of manhood, 
bent down, they say, to the ground, with a head all floating 
with silver hairs — hath any peace come to thy distracted soul 
in these woods, over which there now seems again to brood a 
holy horror ? Yes — thy fine dark eyes are not wliolly without 
intfilligenoe as they look on the sun, moon, and stars ; although 
all their courses seem now confused to thy imagination, once 
ngular and ordered in their magnificence before that intellect 
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which science claimed as her own. The faarmoaies of oature 
aro not all lost on thy ear, poured forth ihronghout all sea- 
Hons, over the world of soand and sight. GlimpseB of heanty 
startle thee as thon wandereat along the shores of thy prison- 
iale ; and that fine poetical geniua, not yet extinguished alto- 
gether, although faint and flickenng, gives vent to something 
like snatches of songs, and broken elegiea, that seem to wail 
o»er the ruins of tljy own sool I Such peace aa ever visits 
them fifHictod as thou art, be witli thee in cell or on shore ; 
nor lost to Heaven will be the wild moanings of — to ua — thy 
iinintfUigible prayers ! 

But hark to the spirit-stirring voice of the bugle scaling 
the sky, itnd leaping up and down in echoes among the dis- 
tant mountains 1 Suoh a strain animates the voltigeur, akir- 
inishiiig in front of the line of battle, or sending flashes of 
audden death from the woods, Alas for him who now de- 
ludns his yet high heart with a few notes of the music that 
■o often was accompanied by his sword waving on to glory 1 
Unappalled was he ever in the whizzing and hissing fire — 
nor did hin bold broad breast ever shrink from the bayonet, 
that with the finished fencer's art he has often tamed aside 
when red with death. In many of the pitched battles of the 
8[»nitili campaigns his plume was conspicuous over the dark 
green lines, that, breaking asunder in fragments like those of 
ilio Howing sea, only to re-advance over the bloody fields, 
oleanxl the ground that was to be debated between the great 
armaments. Yet in all such desperate service he never re- 
coivei) one single wound. But on a mid-day march, as he 
was gaily singing a love-song, the sun smote him to the very 
brain, and from that moment hia right hand grasped the 
Bword no more. 

Not on the face of all the earth — or of all the sea — is there 
a spot of profounder peace ttian that isle that has long been 
hia abode. But to him all the scene is alive with the pomp 
of war. Every far-off precipice is a fort, that has its own 
Spanish name — and the oloud above seems to his eyes the 
tricolor, or the flag of his own viotorioas country. War, that 
dread game that nations play at, is now to the poor insane 
soldier a mere child's pastime, from which sometimes he him- 
self will turn with a sigh or a smile. For sense assails him 
in his delirium, for a moment and no more ; and he feels tbajj.^ 
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he ia far away, and for ever, from all hia oompaniona in glory, 
in an asylam that must be left bat for the grave 1 Perhaps 
in Buch momenta he may have remembered the night, when 
at Badajos he led the forlorn hope ; but even forlorn hope 
" now hath he none, and he sinka away back into his delueiona, 
at which even his brother snfferers emile — bo foolish does the 
restless campaigner seem to these men of peace I 

Lol a white ghost-like figure, slowly issuing from tlie 
trees, and sitting herself down on a stone, with face fixed on 
the waters 1 Now she is bo perfectly still, that had we not 
Been her motion thither, she and the rock would have seemed 
but one ! Somewhat fantastically dressed, even in her ap- 
parent despair. Were we close to her, we should bbb a face 
yet beautiful, beneath hair white as snow. Her voice too, 
but seldom heard, is stil! sweet and low; and eometimes, 
when aU are asleep, or at least silent, she begins at midnight 
to sing! She yet touches the guitar — an instrument in 
fashion in Scotland when she led the fashion — with infinite 
grace and delicacy — and the songs she lovea beat are those 
in a foreign tongue. For more than thirty yeara hath the 
unfortunate lady come to the water's edge daily, and hour 
after hour continue to sit motionless on that self-same stone, 
looking down into the loch. Her story is now almost like a 
dim tradition from other ages, and the history of those who 
come hero often fades away into nothing. Everywhere else 
they are forgotten — here there are none who can remember. 
Who once ao beautiful as the " Fair Portuguese?" It was 
said at that time that she was a Nun — but the sacred veil was 
drawn aside by the hand of love, and she camo to Scotland 
with her deliverer 1 Yes, her dehverer 1 He delivered her 
from the gloom—often the peaceful gloom that hovers round 
the altar of Superstition — and after a few years of love and 
life and joy — she sat where you now see her sitting, and the 
world she had adorned moved on in brightness and in music 
I as before ! Since there has to her been so much suffering — 
I was there on her part no sin? No — all behoved her to he 
I g;uiltleas, except one, whose jealousy would have seen falae- 
I hood lurking in an angel's eyes; but she was utterly de- 
I sorted ; and being in a strange country, worse than an orphan, 
I her mind gave way ; for say not — oh say not — that innocence 
fc can always stand against shame and despair ! The hymns she 
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BJngH at midnight are hymDB to tlie Virgm ; but all her Bongs 
are eoixga about love, and chivalry, and knights that went 
oruaadiiig to the Holy Land. Ue who brought her from 
another aauctuary into the one dow berore us, has been dead 
many yoara. He perished in shipwreck — and 'tJa thought 
that aho sits there gazing down into the loch, as on the place 
where he sank or was buried ; for when told that he was 
drowned, she ehrieked, and made the aign of the croaa— and 
ainoe that long-ago day that stone has iii all weathers been 
her ooustaut seat. 

Away we go westwards — like lire- worshippers devoutly 
gazing on the setting sun. And another isle seems to shoot 
across our path, separated suddenly, as if by magic, from the 
mainland. How beautiful, with its many crescents, the low- 
lyiug shores, carrying here and there a single tree quite into 
the water, and with verdant shallows guarding the lonely 
BecluaioQ even from the keel of canoe ! Round and round we 
row, but not a single laoding-place. Shall wa take each of 
us a fiLir burthen in his arms, aud bear it to that knoLl, whis- 
pering and quivering through the twilight with a few birches 
whose Bto^QB glitter like silver pillars in the shade ? No — 
let us not disturb the silent people, now donning their 
green array for nighfly revelries. It is the " Isle of Fairies," 
and on that knoll hath the fishermen often seen their Queen 
sitting on a throne, surrounded by myriads of creatures no 
taller than harebells; one splash of the oar — aud all is 
vanished. There, it is said, lives among the Folk of Peace, 
the fair child, who, many years ago, disappeared from her 
parents' shieling at Inversnayde, and whom they vainly wept 
over as dead. One evening she had floated away by herself 
in a small boat — while her parents heard, ivithout fear, the 
clank — dnller and duller — of the oars, no longer visible in the 
distant moonshine. In an hour the returning vessel touched 
the beech — but no child was to be seen — and they listened 
in vain for the music of the happy creature's songs. For 
weeks the loch rolled and roared like the aea — nor was the 
body found anywhere lying on the shore. Long, long after- 
wards, some little white bones were interred in Christian 
burial, for the pai'ents believed them to be the remains of 
tJieir child — all that had been left by the hili of the raven. 
But not BO thought many dwellers along the mountain-ahorefl 
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—for had not lior very voice been often heard by the shepherdfi, 
when the unseen flight of Fairies sailed singing along up the 
Bolitary Glenfalloch, away over the moors of Tynedium, and 
down to the sweet DalmaUy, where the shadow of Cruachan 
darkens the old ruins of melancholy Kilchum. The lost 
child's parents died in their old age — but she, 'tis said, is 
unchanged in shape and features — the same fair thing she 
was the evening that she disappeared, only a shade of sadness 
is on her pale face, as if she were pining for the sound of human 
■voices, and the gleam of the peat-fire of the shieling. Ever, 
when the Fairy-court is seen for a moment beneath the 
glimpses of the moon, she is sitting by the side of the gracious 
Qneen. Woids of might there are, that if whispered at right 
season, would yet recall her fium tbe shadowy world, to which 
she has been spirited away ; but s mal! sentinels stand at their 
Etations all round the isle, and at neaiing of human breath, a 
shrill wEiming is given from sedge and water-lily, and like 
dewdrops melt away the phantoms, while, mixed with peals 
of little laughter, overhead is heard the winnowing of wings. 
I"or the hollow of the earth, and the hollow of the air, is their 
Invisible Kingdom ; and when they touch the herbage or 
flowers of this earth of ours, whose lonely places they love, 
then only are they revealed to human eyes — at all times else 
to our senses unexistont as 
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Old and gouty, we are confined to onr chair; and oocaision- 
ally, during an hour of rainless Eunehine, are wheeled by 
female hands along the gravel-walks of our Policy, an nnre- 
pining and philosophical valetudinarian. Even the Crutch 
is laid up in ordinary, and is encircled vdtii cobwebs. A 
Moustroua spider has there set op his reel ; and our still study 
ever and anoo bearketis to tbe ebrill buzz of some poor fly 
expiring between those formidable forceps — ^just as so many 
human ephemerals have breathed tbeir last beneath the bite 
of liis indulgent master. 'Tis pleasure to look at Doinitian — 
BO we love to call liim — sallying irom the centre against a 
wearied wasp, lying, like a, silkworm, circumvoluted in the 
inextricable toils, and then seizing the sinner by the nape of 
the neck, like Christopher with a Cockney, to see the emperor 
haul lum away into the cbaroel-house. But we have often 
less savage recreations — such as watching our bee-hives 
when about to send forth colonies — feeding onr pigeons, a 
purple people that dazzle the daylight — gathering roses 
as they cboke our small cliariot-wheels with their golden 
orbs — eating grapes out of vine-leaf- draperied baskets, 
beautifying beneath the gentle fingers of the Gentle into fairy 
network graceful as the gossamer — drinkiug elder-flower 
frontignac from invisible glasses, so transparent in its yellow- 
ness seems tbe liquid radian-ce — at one moment eyeing a page 
of " Paradise Lost," and at another of " Paradise Regained ;" 
for what else is the face of her who often visitetb our Eden, and 
whose coming and whose going is ever like a heavenly dream ? 
Then laying back our head npon the cushion of our triumphal 
oar, and with half-shut eyes, subsiding slowly into haunted 
sleep or slumber, with our fine features up to heaven, a saint- 
like image, such as Raphael loved to paint, or Flasman to 
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imbue with the soul of stiUneas in the life-hushed marble. 
Such, dearest reader, aro some of our pastimes — and so do wa 
contrive to close our ears to the sound of the scythe of Satonij 
ceaselessly sweeping over the earth, and leaving, at every 
stride of the mower, a swathe more ruefnl than ever after 
a uight of shipwreck did strew with ghastlinesB a lee sea- 
shore I 

Thus do we make a virtue of neoesBity — and thus content- 
ment wreathes with silk and velvet the prisoner's chains. 
Once were we — loag, long ago — restless as a suobeam on 
the reetlesB wave — rapid as a river that seems enraged with 
all impediments, but all the while in passionate love 

"Doth make sweet raoaic with th' euamell'd stones" — 

strong as a steed let loose from Arab's tent in the oasis to 
slake his thirst at the desert well — fierce in our harmless joy 
as a red-deer belling on the hills ^tameless as the eagle 
sporting in the storm — gay as the "dolphin on a tropic sea" 
— " mad as young bulls " — and wild as a whole wilderness of 
adolescent lions. But now — alaa I and alack-a-day ! the sun- 
beam is but a patch of sober verdure — the river is changed 
into a canal — the "desert-born" is foundered — the red- deer 
is slow as an old ram — the eagle has forsook hia cliff and his 
clouds, and hops among the gooseberry bushes — the dolphin 
has degenerated into a land tortoise — without danger now 
might a very child take the bull by the horns — and thoogh 
something of a lion still, our roar is, like that of the nightin- 
gale, " most musical, most melancholy " — and, as we attempt 
to shake our mane, your grandmother — fair peruser — cannot 
choose but weep. 

It speaks folios in favour of our philanthropy, to know that, 
in onr own imprisonment, we love to see all life free as air. 
Would that by a word of ours we could clothe all human 
shoulders with wings 1 Would that by a word of ours wo 
could plume all human spirits with thoughts strong as the 
eagle's pinions, that they might winnow their way into the 
empyrean I Tories ! Yes 1 we are Tories. Our faith is in 
the Divine right of kings — but easy, my boys, easy — all free 
men are kings, and they hold their empire from heaven. That 
is our political — philosophical — moral — religious creed. In 
■its spirit we have lived — and in its spirit we hope to die — not 
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on the BoaSbld like Sidney — no — no — no — not by any manner 
of means like Sidney on the scaffold — but like ourselves, on a 
hair- mattress above a Featber-bed, our bead deaently sunk in 
three pillows and one bolater, and our frarae stretobed out 
unagitatedly beneatb a white counterpane. But meanwbile — 
though almost as untocomotive as the dead in body — there is 
perpetual motion in our mioAa. Sleep is one thing, and stag- 
nation is another — as is well known to all eyes that have ever 
seen, by moonlight and midnight, the face of CluiBtopher 
North, or of Windermere. 

Windermere ! Why, at this blessed moment we behold the 
beauty of all its intermingling ieles. There they are — all 
gazing down on their own reflected loveliness in the raagio 
mirror of the aii'libe water, jnat as many a holy time we have 
seen thetu all agaze, when, with suspended oar and suspended 
breath — no sound but a ripple on the Naiad's bow, and a 
beating at our own heart — motionless in our own motionless 
bark — we seemed to float midway down that beautiful abyss 
between the heaven above and the heaven below, on some 
strange terrestrial scene composed of trees and the shadows of 
trees, by the imagination made indistingnisbablo to the eye, 
and as delight deepened into dreams, all lost at last, clouds, 
groves, water, air, sky, in their various and profound confusion 
of supernatural peace. But a sea-bom breeze is on Bownesa 
Bay ; all at once the lake is bine as the sky : and that evanes- 
cent world is felt to have been but a vision. Like swans that 
had been asleep in the airless sunshine, lo 1 where from every 
shady nook appear the white-sailed pinnaces; for on merry 
Windermere — you must know — every breezy hour has its own 



But intending to be useful, we are becorning ornamental ; 
of US it must not be said, that 

"Pm^ description holds the place of sense" — 
therefore, let us be simple but not silly, as plain as is possible 
without being prosy, as instructive as is consistent with being 
entertaining, a cheerful companion and a trusty guide. 

We shall suppose that you have left Kendal, and are on 
your way to Bowneas. Forget, as much as may be, all 
worldly cares and anxieties, and let your hearts be open and 
iree to all genial impulses about to be breathed into them &om ^ 
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the beautiful and sublime in nature. There is no need of that 
foolish state of feeling called enthusiasm. Ton have but to 
be happy ; and by-and-by your happiness will grow into de- 
light. The blue mountains already set your imaginations at 
work ; among those clouds and mists you fancy many a mag- 
nificent precipice — and in the valleys that sleep below, yon 
image to youTselves the scenery of rivers and lates. The 
landscape immediately around gradually growa more and more 
picturesque and romantic ; and you feel that you are on the 
very borders of Fairyland. The first smile of Windermere 
salutes your impatient eyes, and sinks silently into your heart. 
You know not how beautiful it may be — nor yet in what tho 
beauty consists ; but your finest sensibilities to nature are 
touched — and a tinge of poetry, as from a rainbow, overspreads 
that cluster of islands that seems to woo you to their still 
retreats. And now 

" Wooded Wiaandermere, the river-lake," 
with all its bays and promontories, Ilea tn the morning light 
serene as a SabbatJi, and cheerful as a Holiday ; and you feel 
that there is loveliness on this earth more exquisite and per- 
fect than ever visited your slumTiers even in the glimpses of a 
dream. The first sight of such a scene will be unforgotten to 
your dying day — for such passive impressions are deeper than 
TTe can explain — our whole spiritual being is suddenly awak- 
ened to receive them — and associations, swift as light, are 
gathered into one Emotion of Beauty which shall be imperish- 
able, and which, often as memory recalls that moment, grows 
into genius, and venta itself in appropriate expressions, each, 
in itself a picture. Thus may one mometit minister to years ; 
and the life-wearied heart of old age by one delightful remem- 
brance be restored to primal joy — the glory of the past brought 
beamingly upon the faded present — and the world that is 
obscurely passing away from our eyes re-Ulumined vrith the 
visions of its early mom. The shows of nature are indeed 
evanescent, but their spiritual influences are immortal; and 
from that grove now glowing in the sunlight may your heart 
derive a delight that shall utterly perish but in the grave. 

But now you are in the White Lion, and our advice to you 
— perhaps unnecessary — is immediately to order breakfast. 
There are many parlours — some with a charming prospeot, 
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and Bome without any prospect at all; but remember tliat 
tbere are other people in the world besides jourselveB — and 
therefore, into whatever parlour you may be ebowii by a pretty 
maid, be contented, and lose no time in addressing yourselveB 
to yonr repast. That over, be in no hurry to get on the Lake. 
Perhaps all the boats are engaged — and Billy Balmei is at the 
Waterhead. So stroll into ^e churchyard, and take a glance 
over the graves. Close to the oriel-window of the church is 
one tomb over which one might meditate half an autnmnal 
day. Enter the church, and you will feel tiie beauty of these 
fine lines iu "The E: " "' 



" Not raised in nice proportionB was the pile. 
But large and massy ; for duration built ; 
With pillars crowded, and the roof upheld 
By naked isfters intricately cross'd 
Like leaf esa uaderboughB, 'mid some thick grove. 
All wither'd by the depth of shade above ! " 



Go down to the low terrace-walk along the Bay. The 
is in itself a Lake, at all times cheeiful svith its scattered fit 
at anchor or under weigh — ita villas and cottages, each rejoic- 
ing in ita garden or orchard — its meadows mellowing to the 
reedy margin of the pelhioid water — ita heath-covered boat- 
houses — its own portion of the Isle called Beautiful — and 
beyond that sylvan haunt, the sweet Fumess Fells, with gentle 
outline undulating in the sky, and among its spiral larches 
showing, here and there, gi'oves and copses of the old un- 
violated woods. Yes, Bownees Bay is in itself a Lake ; but 
how finely does it blend away, tbrongh its screens of oak and 
sycamore trees, into a larger Lake — another, yet the same — on 
whose blue bosom you see bearing down to windward — for the 
morning breeze is bom — many a tinysaiL It has the appear- 
ance of a race. Yes — it is a race ; and the Liverpoolian, as 
of yore, is eating them all out of the wind, and without another 
tack will make her anchorage. But hark — Music I 'Tis the 
Bowness Band playing " See the conquering Hero comeel" — 
and our old friend has carried away the gold cup from all com- 
petitors. 

Now turn your faces up the hill above the village school. 
That green mount ia what is called a — Station. The villagere 
are admiring a grove of paraeols, while you — the party — ara 
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admiring the village — with its irregular roofs — white, blue, 
grey, green, browa, and black walla — fruit-ladea trees bo yel- 
low — its central churob-tower — aad environing groves vari- 
oaaly burnished by autumn. Saw ye ever banks and braes 
and knolls BO beautifullybedropt with human dwellings? There 
is no solitude about Windermere. Shame on human nature 
were Paradise uninhabited I Here, in amicable neighbour- 
hood, are halls and huts — here rises through groves the dome 
of the rich man's mansion — and there the low roof of the poor 
man's cottage beneath its one single sycamore ! Here are 
hundreds of small properties hereditary in the same familiea 
for hundreds of years — and never, never, Westmoreland I 
may thy race of statesmen be extinct — nor the virtues that 
ennoble their humble bonseholds I See, suddenly brought 
forth by sunshine from among tlie old woods — and then sink- 
ing away into her usual unobtrusive serenity — the lake-loving 
Rayrig, almost level, so it seems, with the water, yet smihng 
over her own quiet bay from the grove-shelter of her pastoral 
mound. Within her walls may peace ever dwell with piety — 
and the light of science long blend with the lustre of the 
domestic hearth I Tlience to Calgarth is all one forest — yet 
glade-broken, and enlivened by open uplands ; 60 that the 
roamer, while he expects a night of umbrage, often finds him- 
self in the open day, beneath the bright blue bow of heaven 
haply without a cloud. The eye travels dehghted over the 
multitudinous tree-tops — often dense as one single tree — till 
it rests, in sublime satisfaction, on the far-off mountains, that 
lose not a woody character till the tree -sprinkled pastnres 
roughen into rocks — and rocks tower into precipices where the 
falcons breed. But the lake will not suffer the eye long to 
wander among the distant glooms. She wins us wholly to 
herself — and restlessly and passionately for a while, but calmly 
and affectionately at last, the heart embraces all her beauty, 
and wishes that the vision mi^ht endure for ever, and that 
here our tents were pitched— to be stmck no more during our 
earthly pilgrimage. Imagination lapses into a thousand moods. 
for a fairy pinnace to glide and float for aye over those 
golden waves ! A hermit-cell on sweet Lady-Holm 1 A sylvan 
shieling on Loughrig side 1 A nest in that nameless dell, 
which sees but one small slip of heaven, and longs at night for 
the reaeeending visit of its few loving stars 1 A dwelling open 
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to ftll the skyej influence on the moantain-brow, tlie darUng 
of the rising or the setting son, and often seen by eyee in the 
lower world glittering tlovogh the rainbow 1 

Ail this seems a very imperfect pictnre indeed, or panorama 
of Windermere, from tlie hill behind the school-house in the 
Tillage of Bowness. So, to put a stop to such nonsense, let 
as descend to the While Lion — and inquire about BiUy 
Balmer. Honest Billy has arrived from Waterhead — seems 
tolerably steady — Mr UUoclc's boats may be trusted — so let 
ns take a voyage of discOTery on the lake. Let those who 
have reason to think that they have been bom to die a different 
death from drowning, hoist a sail. We to-day shall feather 
an oar. Billy takes the stroke — Mr William Garnet's at the 
helm — and " row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Ijowlands," 
is the choral song that accompanies the Naiad out of the bay, 
and round the north end of the Isle called Beautiful, under 
the wave- darkening umbrage of that ancient oak. And now 
we are in the lovely straits between that Island and the main- 
land of Fumess Fells. The village has disappeared, but not 
melted away; for hark ! the Church-tower tolls ten — aod see 
the Bun is high in heaven. High, but not hot — ^for the first 
September frosts chilled the rosy fingers of the mom as she 
bathed them in the dews, and the air is cool as a cucumber. 
Cool but bland — and as clear and transparent as a fine eye 
lighted up by a good conscience. There were breezes in 
Bowness Bay — but here there are none — or, if there be, they 
but whisper aloft in the tree-tops, and ruffle not the water, 
which is calm as Looisa's breast. The small isles here are but 
few in number — yet the best arithmetician of the party cannot 
count them — ^in confiision so rich and rare do they blend their 
shadows with those of the groves on the Isle called Beautiful, 
and on the Fumess Fells. A tide imperceptible to the eye 
drifts us 00 among and above those beautiful reflections — that 
downward world of hanging dreams I and ever and anon we 
beckon unto Billy gently to dip his oar, that we may see a 
world destroyed and recreated in one moment of rime. Yes, 
Billy I thou art a poet— and canst work more wonders with thine 
oar than could he with his pen who painted "heavenly Una 
with her milk-white lamb," wandering by herself in Fairy- 
land. How is it, pray, that our souls are satiated with such 
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beaaty as this? la it because 'tis unsubstantial all-^-sense- 
Ies8, though fair — and in ita evanescence unsuited 
sympatiiies that yearn for the permanencies of breathing life? 
Drearaa are delightful only as delusions within the delusion of 
this our mortal waking existence — one touch of what we call 
reality dissolves them all; bhssful though they may have been, 
we care not when the bubble bursts — nay, we are glad again 
to return to our own natural world, care-haunted though in 
its happiest moods it be — glad as if we had escaped from 
glamoury ; and, oh 1 beyond espresston sweet it is onoe more 
to drink lie light of living eyes — the music of living lipa — 
after that preternatural hush that steeps the shadowy realms 
of the imagination, whether stretching along a suneet-heaveil' 
or the mystical imagery of earth and sky floating in the lustre 
of lake or sea. 

Therefore " row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Low- 
lands ; " and as rowing is a thirsty exercise, let ns laud at the 
Ferry, and each man refresh himself with a horn of ale. 

There is not a prettier plaoe on all Windermere than the 
Ferry-House, or one better adapted for a honey-moon. Yon 
can hand your bride into a boat almost out of the parlour 
window, and be off among the islands in a moment, or into 
nook or bay where no prying eye, even tlirough telescope {a 
most unwarrantable instrument), can overlook your happiness; 
or you can secrete yourselves, like buck and doe, among the 
lady-fern on Furness Fells, where not a sunbeam can intrude 
on your aacred privacy, and where you may melt down hours 
to moments, in chaste connubial bliss, brightening futurity 
with plans of domestic enjoyment, like long lines of lustre 
streaming across the lake. But at present, let us visit the 
fort-looking building among the cliffs called The Station, and 
see how Windermere looks as we front the east. Why, you 
would not know it to he the same lake. The Is]e called 
Beautiful, which heretofore had scarcely seemed an isle, ap- 
pearing to belong to one or other shore of the mainland, from 
this point of view is an isle indeed, loading the lake with a 
weight of beauty, and giving it an ineffable character of rich- 
ness which nowhere else does it possess ; while the other 
lesser isles, dropt " in nature's careless haste " between it 
and the Furnesa Fells, connect it still with those lovely shores 
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from whicli it floats a short way apart, without being dia- i 
united — one spirit blending the whole together within tb« 
compass of a fledgling's flight. Beyond these 
" Sister islea, that smila 
Together like & happy family 
Of beauty and of love," 

the eye meets the Kayrig wooda, with but a gleam of water 
between, only visible in sunshine, and is gently conducted by 
them up the liills of Applethwaite, diversified with cultivated 
enclosures, "all green aa emerald" to their very summits, 
with all their pastoral and arable gromide besprinkled with 
stately single trees, copses, or groves. On tho nearer side of 
these hills is seen, stretehing far off to other lofty regions — 
Hill-bell and High-street conspicuous over the rest — the long 
vale of Troutbeck, with its picturesque cottages, in " numbers 
without number numberleas," and all its sable pines and 
sycamores — on the further aide, that most sylvan of all sylvan 
mountains, where lately the Hennans warbled her native wood- 
notes wild in her poetio bower, fitly called Dove-nest, and 
beyond, Kirkatone FeUa and Eydal Head, magnificent gianta 
looking westward to the Langdale Pikes (here unseen), 

" The last that parley with the setting aun." 
Immediately in front, the hilla are low and lovely, sloping 
with gentle undulations down to the lake, here grove-girdled 
along all its shores. The elm -grove that overshadows the 
Parsonage is especially conspicuous — stately and solemn in a 
green old age — and though now silent, in spring and early 
eummer clamorous with rooks in love or alarm, an ancient 
family, and not to bo expelled from their hereditary seats- 
Following the line of shore to the right, and turning yonr 
eyes unwillingly away from the bright and breezy Belfield, 
theyfall on the elegant architecture of Storr'sHall, gleaming 
from a glade in the thick woods, and still looking southward 
they soo a serene series of the aarae forest scenery, along tho 
heights of Gillhead and Gummer's-How, till Windermere ig 
lost, apparently narrowed into a river, beyond Townhead and 
Pellfoot, where the prospect is closed by a beaconed eminence 
clothed with shadowy trees to the very base of the Tower. 
The points and promontories jutting into the lake from these 
and the opposite shores — which are of a humbler, though not 
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tame character — are all plttced moet felicitanelj ; and as tlie 
light* and shadows keep shifting on the water, assume endleM 
varieties of relative poaitioo to the eye, bo tliat often during 
one short hour you might think you had been gazing on Win- 
dermere with a kaleidoscopical eye, that had seemed to create 
the beauty which in good truth, is floating there for ever o 
the bosom of nature. 

That description, perhaps, is not so veiy much amiss ; but 
should you think otherwise, be so good as give ua a better ; 
meanwhile let us descend from The Station — and its stained 
windows — stained into setting sunlight — frost and snow — tlie 
purpling autumn — and the first faint vernal green — and re- 
embark at the Ferry-House pier. Berkshire Island is fair — 
but we have always looked at it with an evil eye since unable 
to weather it in our old schooner, one day when the Victnry, 
on the same tack, shot by us to windward like a salmon. But 
now we are half-way between Storr's Point and Eawlinson'a 
Nab — 80, Biy dear Garnet, down, with the lielm and let us put 
about (who is that catching crabs ?) for a fine front view of the 
Grecian edifice. It does honour to the genius of Gandy — and 
say what people choose of a classic clime, tbe light of a 
Westmoreland sky falls beautifully on that marble-like stone, 
which, whether the heavens be in gloom or glory, " Eliinea 
well where it stands," and flings across the lake a majestic 
shadow. 3fethougbt there passed along the lawn the iuiage 
of one now in his tornh 1 The memory of that bright day 
returns, when Windermere glittered with all her sails in honour 
of the great Northern Minstrel, and of him the Eloquent, 
whose lips are now mute in the dust. Methinks we see his 
smile benign — that we bear his Toice silver-sweet 1 
" But away with anelaneholy, 
N<» doiefiil changes ring" — 
u Bnch thoughts came like shadows, like shadows let them 
depart — and spite of that wbic!i happeneth to all men — " this 
one day we give to merrimenL" Pidl, Billy, pnll — or we will 
torn yoa round — and in that case tbc-re is no refreshment 
nearer than Newby-bridge. The Naiad feela the invigorated 
impnlM — and her cut-water mnrmura to the tune of ojt knot* 
Ifaroa^ the tiny cataract foaming round her bows. Tbe 
woods w« all running down tbe lake, — u>d At tiiat tata, bjr 
twopott meridiem will be in the aes. 
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Commend ns — on a tour — to lunch and dinner in one. 'Tib 
a saving both of time and money — and of all the dinner- 
lunohes that ever were set upon a sublunary table, the facile 
jirincipes are the dinaer-lunchee you may devour in the White 
Lion, Bowneaa. Take a walk — and a seat on the green that 
overlooks the village, almost on a level with the lead-roof of the 
venerable churoh — while Hebe in laying the cloth for a repast 
tit for Jove, Juno, and the other heathen gods and goddesses ; 
and if you must have politics — why, call for the Standard 
or Sun (Heavens ! there is that hawk already at the Times), 
and devote a few hurried and hungry minutes to the French 
Kevolution. Why, the Green of all Greens — often traced by 
UB of yore beneath the midnight moonlight, till a path was 
worn along the edge of the low wall, still called " North's 
Wali " — is ftbHohitely converted into a reading-room, and our 
laking party into a political club. There is Louisa with the 
Leeds Intelligencer — and Matilda with the Morning Herald — 
and Harriet with that York paper worth them all put together 
— for it tells of Priara, and the Cardinal, and St Nicholas — 
but, hark 1 a soft footstep 1 And then a soft voice — no dialect 
or accent pleasanter than the Westmoreland — whiepera that 
the dinner-lunch is on the table — and no leading article like 
a cold round of beef, or a veal pie. Let the Parisians settle 
their Constitution as they will — meanwhile let us strengthen 
ours ; and after a single glass of Madeira — and a horn of 
home-brewed — let us off on foot — on horseback — in gig — car 
and chariot — to Troutbeok. 

It is about a Scottish mile, we should think, from Bowness 
to Cook's House — along the turnpike road — half the distance 
lying embowered in the Rayrig woods — and half open to lake, 
cloud, and sky. It is pleasant to lose sight now and then of 
the lake along whose banks you are travelling, especially if 
during separation you become a Druid. The water woob you 
at your return with her bluest smile, and her whitest murmur. 
Some of the finest trees in all the Eayrig woods have had the 
good sense to grow by the roadside, where they can see all 
that is passing — and make tLeir own observations on us deci- 
duous plants. Few of them seem to be very old — not much 
older than Christopher North — and, like him, they wear well, 
trunk sound to the core, arms with a long sweep, and head in 
fine proportions of cerebral development, fortified against all 
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Btorme — perfect pictures of oaks in their prime. Toa may 
Bee one — without looking for it — near a farmhouse called 
MiUer-ground — himself a grove. His trunk ia clothed in a 
tunic of moss, which shows the ancient Sylvan to great advan- 
tage, and it would bo no easy matter to give him a falL 
Should you wish to see Windermere in all her glory, you have 
but to enter a gate a few yards on this side of his shade, and 
ascend an eminence called by us Greenbank — but you had as 
well leave your red mantle in the caniage, for an enormous 
white, long-homed Lancashire hull baa for some years estab- 
lished bis head-quarters not far off, and you would not wish 
your vrife lo become a widow, with eix fatherless cliildren. 
But the royal road of poetry is often the most splendid — and 
by keeping the turnpike, you soon find yourself on a terrace 
to which there was nothing to compare in the hanging gar- 
dens of Babylon, There is the widest breadth of water — the 
richest foreground of wood — and the meet magnificent back- 
ground of mountains — not only in Westmoreland but — believe 
us — in all the world. That blue roof is Calgarth — and no 
traveller ever pauses on this brow vrithout giving it a bless- 
ing — for the sake of the illustrious dead ; for there long dwelt 
ia the body Eicbard Watson, the Defender of the Faith, and 
there within the shadow of his memory still dwell those deai'- 
eat on earth to liis beatified spirit. So pass along in high and 
solemn thought, till you lose sight of Calgarth in the lone 
road that leads by St Catharine's, and then relapse into plea- 
sant fancies and picturesque dreams. This ia the best way 
by far of approaching Troutbeck. No ups and downs in thia 
life were ever more enlivening — net even the upa and downs 
of a bird learning to fly. Sheep-fences, sis feet high, are 
admirable contrivances for shutting out scenery ; and by shut- 
ting out much scenery, why, you confer an unappreciabie 
value on the little that remains visible, and feel as if yon 
could hng it to your heart. But sometimes one does feel 
tempted to shove down a few roods of intercepting stone- 
wall higher than the horse-hair on a cuirassier's casque — 
though sheep should eat the suckers and scions, protected 
as they there shoot, at the price of the concealment of 
the picturesque and the poetical from be an ty- searching 
eyes. That is a long lane, it is said, which has never a 
turning ; so this must be a short one, which has a hundred. 



2M RECREATIOXS OF CHRrSTOPHER NOllTH. 

Yoa have turoed yoor back on Windermere — and onr advice 

to yon is, to keep your face to tlie monntainB. Trout- 
beok is a jewel — a diamond of a stream — but Bobbin Mills 
liave exhaaeted acme of the most luatrous pools, cbangiog 
them into shallows, where the minnows rove. Deep dells 
are his delight — and he lovea the nigged scaurs that intrench 
liis wooded banks — and the fantaatio rocke that tower-like 
hang at intervals over bis winding course, and seem some- 
times to block it up; but the miner works his way out be- 
neath galleries and arches in the living stone — sometimes 
silent — sometimes singing — and eometdniea roaring like thun- 
der — till subsiding into a placid spirit, ere he reaches the 
wooden bridge in tlie bonny holme of Calgarth, be glides grace- 
ful as the swan tliat Bometiiues sees his image in his breast, 
and through alder and willow banks murmurs away his life in 
the Lake. 

Yea — that is Troutbeck Chapel — one of the Emallest — and 
to our eyes the very simplest^— of all the chapels among the 
hills. Yet will it be remembered when more pretending 
edifices are forgotten— just like some mild, Bensihle, but per- 
haps somewhat too silent person, whose acquaintanceship — 
nay, friendehip^wo feel a wish to cultivate we scarce know 
why, except that he is mild, senaible, and silent ; whereas we 
would not be civil to the bnugve, upsetting, and loquacions 
puppy at his elbow, whose information is as various as it is 
profound, were one word or look of courtesy to save him from 
the flames. For Heaven's sake, Louisa, don't sketch Trout- 
beck Chapel. There is nothing but a square tower — a hori- 
zontal roof — and some perpendicular walls. The outlines of 
the mountains here have no epocifio character. That bridge 
is but a poor feature^and the stream here very commonplace. 
Put them not on paper. Yet alive — ie not the secluded scene 
felt to be most beautifal ? It has a soul. The pare spirit of 
the pastoral age ia breathing here — in this utter noiselessnesa 
there is the oblivion of all turmoil ; and as the bleating of 
flocks cornea on the ear, along the Sue air, from the green pas- 
tures of the Eentmere range of soft undulating hills, the 
stilled heart whispers to itself, " this ia peace ! " 

The worst of it is, that of all the people that on earth do 
dwell, your Troutbeck statesmen, wo have heard, are the most 
litigious — the most quarrelsome about straws.. Not > ^^^^ 
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path in all the parish that haa not cost many pounds in law- 
suits. The most insignificant Btyle is referred to a full bench 
of magistratee. That gate was carried to the Quarter Ses- 
eiona. No branch of a tree can shoot six inches over a march- 
wall without being indicted for a trespass. And should a 
frost-loosened stone tumble from some skrees down npoi 
neigbbonr'a field, he will be served with a notice to quit 
fore next morning. Many of the email properties bereaboulB 
have been mortgaged over head and ears mainly to fee attor- 
neys. Yet the last hoop of apples will go the same road — 
and the statesman, driven at last from his paternal fields, will 
sue for Bomething or another i« fiirmd pauperis, were it bat 
the worthless wood and second-hand nails that may be des- 
tined for hie coffin. This is a, pretty picture of pastoral life 
— but we must take pastoral life ae we find it. Nor have we 
any doubt that things were every whit as bad in the time of 
the patriarchs — else — whence the satirical sneer, " sham Abra- 
ham?" Yonder is the village stragghng away up along the 
bill-side, till the furthest house seems a rock fallen with trees 
from the mountain. The cottages stand for the most part in 
clusters of twos or threes — with here and there what in Soot- 
land we should all a ii A n — many a sma' toun within the 
ae lang toun ; b t wh all braid Scotland 



scattered cong gat f rural dwelhngs, all dropt down 

where the Paint alt! P et would have wished to plant 
them, on knolls ad d lis and on banks and braes, and be- 
low tree-crested k a d all bound together in picturesque 
confusion by old groves of ash, oak, and sycamore, and by 
flower-gardens and fruit- orchards, rich as those of the Hespe- 
rides? 

If you have no objectionB — oar pretty dears — we shall 
return to Bowness by Lowood. Let us form a stragghng line 
of march — so that we may one and all indulge in our own silent 
fancies — and let not a word he spoken, virgins — under the 
penalty of two kisses for one syllable — till we crown tlia 
height above Briary-Close. Why, there it is already — and 
WB hear our musical friend's voice- accompanied guitar. From 
the front of his cottage, the head and shoulders of Winder- 
mere are seen in their most majestic shape — and from nowhere 
else is the long- withdrawing Langdale so magnificently closed 
by inonntaine. There at sunset hangs " Cloudland, gorgeous 
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land," by gazing on wliich for an hour we shall all become 
[loots nnd pooteeses. Who said that Windermere waa too 
imrruw ? The same critic who thinks the full liarvest mocm 
too round — and despises the twinkling of the evening star. 
It is all tlie way down — from head to foot — from the Brathay 
to the Leven — of the proper breadth precisely — to a quarter 
of Hti inch. Were the reeds in Poolwyke Bay — on which the 
binls love to balance themselves — at low or high water, to ba 
visiblu lunger ur shorter than what they have always been in 
the habit of being on such occasions since first we brushed 
them with an oar, when landing in our skiff from the £ndea<> 
vour, the beauty of tlie whole of Windermere woiild be im-' 
paired — so exquisitely adapted is that pellucid gleam to tha 
lips of its sylvan shores. True, there are flaws in the diamond 
— but only when the squalls come ; and as the blackness 
sweeps by, that diamond of the first water is again sky-bright 
aud sky-hlue as an angel's eyes. Lowood Bay — we are now 
embarked in Mr Jackson's prettiest pinnace — when the sun 
is westering — which it now is — surpasses all other bays in 
fresh-water mediterraneans. Eve loves to see her pensive 
face reflected in that sereneat mirror. To flatter such a divi- 
nity is impossible — but sure she never wears a smile so divine 
us when adjusting her dusky tresses in that truest of all 
glasses, set in the richest of all frames. Pleased she retu^s 
— witii a wavering motion — and casting "many a longing, 
lingering look behind," fades indistinctly away among the 
Brathay woods ; while Night, her elder sister, or rather her 
younger — we really know not which — takes her place at the 
darkeniug mirror, till it glitterB with her creseent-moon-coro- 
iiet, wreathed perhaps with a white cloud, and just over the 
silver bow the lustre of one large yellow star. 

As none of the party complain of hunger, let as crack 
among na a single bottle of our worthy host's choice old 
Aladeira — aud then haste in the barouche (ha 1 here it is) to 
Bowness. It is right now to laugh — and sing — and recite 
poetry — and talk all manner of nonsense. Didn't ye hear 
something crack? Can it be a spring — or merely the asle- 
tree ? Our clerical friend from Chester assures us 'twas but 
a string of Ilia guitar — so no more shrieking — and after 
we shall have 

" Kise up, rise up, XariCt, lay your golden cushion down 
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And then we two, my dear sir, must have a contest at chenB 
— at which, if you beat us, we shall leave our bed at mid- 
night, and murder you in your sleep. " But where," murmurB 
Matilda, " are we going ? " To Oresthead, love— and Elleray 
— for you must sea a sight these sweet eyes of thini 
saw before — a sunset. 

We have often wondered if there be in the world one 
indisputablyandundeniablythe moat beautiful of all women — or 
if, indeed, our first mother were "the loveliest of her daughters, 
Eve." What human female beauty is all men feel — but few 
men know — and none can tell — further than that it is perfect 
spiritual health, breathingly embodied io perfect corporeal 
flesh and blood, according to certain heaven -framed adaptations 
of form and hue, that by a familiar yet inscrutable mystery, 
to our senses and our souls express sanctity and purity of the 
immortal essence enshrined within, by aid of all associated 
perceptions and emotioua that the heart and the imagination 
can agglomerate round them, as instantly and as unhesitat- 
ingly as the faculties of thought and feeling can agglomerate 
round a lily or a rose, for example, the perceptions and emo- 
tions that make them — by divine right of inaHenahle beauty 
— the Eoyal Families of Flowers. This definition — or de- 
scription rather — of human female beauty, may appear to 
some, as indeed it appears to us, something vague ; but all 
profound trutlia — out of the exact sciences — are something 
vague ; and it ia manifestly the design of a henign and 
gracious Providence that they sliould be so tiU the end of 
time — till mortality puts on immortality — and earth is heaven. 
VagnenesB, therefore, is no fault in philosophy — any more than 
in the dawn of morning, or the gloaming of eve. Enough, if 
each clause of the sentence that seeks to elucidate a con- 
fessed mystery, has a meaning harmonious with all the mean- 
ings in all the other clauses — and that the effect of the whole 
taken together is nausical — and a tune. Then it ia Truth. 
For all Falsehood is dissonant — and verity ia consent. It ia 
our faith, that the souls of some women are angelic — or nearly 
so — by nature and the Christian religion ; and that the faces 
and persona of some women are angelic, or nearly so — whose 
souls, nevertheless, are seen to ba far otherwise — and, on that 
discovery, heauty fades or dies. But may not soul and body 
—spirit and matter — meet in perfect union at birth 
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grow together into a creature, tlioiigh of spintual mould, com- 
parable with Eve before the Full? Such a creature — such 
oreatureB — may Iiave been ; but the question is — did you 
ever see one? Wo almost tlunk that we have — but many 
long years ago ; 

" She IB dedde. 

Gone to her deatli-bedda 

All under the willow-tree." 

And it may be that hor image in the moonlight of memoiy 
and imagination may he mor« perfectly beautiful than sb^J 
herself ever was, when 

" Upgrew that living flower beneath our eye," 

Yea — 'tis thus that we form to ourselves — incommunioablj^ 
within our soula — what we choose to call Ideal Beauty— _ 

is, a life-in-death image or Eidolon of a Being whose voiod 
was once heard, and whose footsteps once wandered among 
the flowers of this earth. But it is a mistake to believe that 



such beauty as this 
in which it once breathed 
seen by profoundest passi 
passions of Love, and Pil 
each and all of these past 



it the soul only after the original 
3 oo more. For as it can only ba 
ion — and the profoundest are the 1 
and Grief — then why may not 1 
. — when we consider the consti- 
tution of this world and this life — bo awakened in their 
utmost height and depth by the sight of living beauty, i 
well as by the memory of the dead? To do so is surely 
within "the reaohinga of our souls," — and if so, then may 
the virgin beauty of his daughter, praying with folded hands 
and heavenward face when leaning in health on her father's 
knees, transcend even the ideal beauty which shall afterwards 
visit his slumbers nightly, long years after he baa laid her 
head in the grave. If by ideal beauty you mean a beauty 
beyond whatever breathed, and moved, and had its being on 
earth — tijen we suspect that not even " that inner eye whiclj I 
is the bhas of solitude" ever beheld it; but if you mei 
mean by ideal beauty, that which is composed of ideas, i 
of the feelings attached by nature to ideas, then, begging yoQ] 
pardon, my good sir, all beauty whatever is ideal — and yos 
had better begin to study metaphysics. 

But what we were wishing to say is this — that whateve* 
may be the truth with regaid to human female beauty— 
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deraiere, seen by sunset from the spot where we now stand, 
Elleray, is at this moment tlie most beautiful scene on this 
earth. The reasons why it muet be bo are multitudinous. 
Not only can the eye take in, but the imagination, in its awak- 
ened power, can master all the component elementa of the 
spectacle — and while it adequately discerns and sufficiently 
feels the influence of each, is alive throughout all its essence 
to the divine agency of the whole. The charm lies in its 
entirety — its unity, which is so perfect — so seeraeth it to our 
eyes — that 'tis in itself a complete world — of which not a line 
could be altered without disturbing the spirit of beauty that 
lies recumbent there, wherever the earth meets the eky. 
There is nothing here fragmentary; and had a poet been born, 
and bred here all his days, nor known aught of fair or grand 
beyond this liquid vale, yet had he sung truly and profoundly 
of the shows of nature. No rude and shapeless masses of 
mountains — such as too often in our own dear Scotland encum- 
ber the earth with dreary desolation — with gloom without 
grandeur — and magnitude without magnificence. But almost 
in orderly array, and irregular just up to the point of the 
picturesque, where poetry is not needed for the fancy's plea- 
sure, stand the Eace of Giants — mist-veiled transparently — or 
crowned with clouds slowly settling of their own accord into , 
all the forma that Beauty loves, when with her sister-spirit 
Peace she descends at eve from highest heaven to sleep 
among the shades of earth. 

Sweet would be the hush of lake, woods, and skies, were 
it not BO solemn 1 The silence is that of a temple, and, as 
we face the west, irresistibly are we led to adore. The 
mighty sun occupies with his flaming retinue all the region. 
Mighty yet mild — for from his disc, awhile insufferably bright, 
is effused now a gentle crimson light, that dyes all the west 
in one uniform glory, save where yet round the cloud edges 
lingers the purple, the green, and the yellow lustre, unwiUing 
to forsake tlio violet beds of the sky, changing, while we gaze, 
into heavenly roses ; till that prevailing crimson colour at 
last gains entire possession of the heavens, and all the pre- 

Ivious splendour gives way to one, whose paramount purity, ^^ 
lustrous as fire, is in its steadfast beauty sublime. And, lo I ^^M 
the lake has received that sunset into its bosom. It, too, ^^M 
softly bums with a crimson glow — and, as sinks the sun ^^H 
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tlie weetern sky, keopa fading away oa it fadeB, till at last all 
the ineffable epleudour expires, and tlie epirit that has beeu 
lost to this world in the transcendent vision, or lias been 
seeing all things appertaining to tins world in visiimary sym- 
bols, returns from that celestial sojourn, and knows that its 
lot is, hencBforth as heretofore, to walk weariedly perhaps, 
and woe-begone, over the no longer divine bnt disenchanted 
earth ! 

It ia very kind in the moon and stars — -just Uke them— to 
rise BO soon after sunset. The heart sinks at the sight of 
the sky, when a characterless night encoeeds snch a blaze of 
light — like dull reahty dasliing the last vestiges of the 
brightest of dreams. When the moon is " bid in her vacant 
interlunar cave," and not a star can "burst its cerements," 
imagination in the dim blank droops her wings — our thoughts 
beoome of the earth earthly — and poetry seems a pastime 
fit but for fools and children. But how different our mood, 
when 

" Glows the firmament with living sapphires," 

and Diana, who has ascended high in heaven, without our 
having once observed the divinity, bends ber silver bov» 
among the rejoicing stars, while the lake, like another sky, 
seems to contain its own Inminariea, a different division of 
the constellated night 1 'Tis merry Windermere no more. 
Yet we mnat not call her melancholy — though somewhat sad 
she seems, and pensive, as if the stillness of universal nature 
did touch her heart. How serene all the bghta — how peaoe- 
fal all the shadows 1 Steadfast alike — as if they would brood 
for ever — yet transient as all loveliness — and at the mercy of 
every cloud. In some places, the lake has disappeared — in 
others, the raoonlif^ht is almost like sunshine — only silver 
instead of gold. Here spots of quiet light — there lines of 
trembling lustre — and there a Hood of radiance checkered 
by the images of trees. Lo I the Isle called Beautiful has 
now gatliered upon its central grove all the radiance issuing 
from that celestial Urn; and almost in another moment it 
seems blended with the dim mass of mainland, and blackness 
enshrouds the woods. Still as seems the night to unobservant 
eyes, it is floctuating in its expression as the face of a sleeper 
overspread with pleasant but disturbing dreams. Kever for 
any two successive tnoments is the aspect of the night the 
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same — each smile has its own meauing, its own character ; 
and Light ie felt to bo like Music, to have a melody and a 
harmony of its own — so rojeterioTiBly allied are the powers 
and provinces of eye and ear, and by such a kindred and 
congenial agoncy do they admtniater to the workings of the 

Well, that is very extraordinary — Bain — rain— rain I All 
the eyes of heaven were bright as bright might be — the sky 
was blue as violets— that braided whiteness, that here and 
there floated like a veil on the brow of night, was all that 
recalled the memory of clouds — and as for the moon, no 
faintest halo yellowed round her orb, tliat aoemed indeed 
"one perfect chrysolite ; " — yet while all the winds seemed 
laid asleep till mom, and beauty to have chained all the 
elements into peace — overcast in a moment is the firmament 
— an evanishing has left it blank as mist — there is a fast, 
thick, pattering on the woods — yes — rain — rain — rain — and 
ere we reach Bownese, the party will be wet through to their 
skins. Nay — matters are getting still more serious — for 
there was lightning — yea, lightning I Ten seconds 1 and 
hark, very respectable thunder I With all onr \visdom, we 
have not been weather-wise — or we should have known, 
when we saw it, an electrical sunset Only look now towards 
the West. There floats Noah's Ark — a magnificent spec- 
tacle ; and now for the Flood. That far-off sullen sound pro- 
claims cataracts. And what may mean that sighing and 
moaning and muttering up among the cliffs? See — see how 
the sheet lightning shows the long lake-shore all tumbling 
with foamy breakers. A strong wind is there — but here 
there is not a breath. But the woods across the lake are 
bowing their heads to the blast. Windermere is in a tumult 
— the storm comes flying on wings all abroad — and now we 
are in the very heart of the hurricane. See, in Bowness is 
hurrying many a light — for the people fear we may be on the 
lake ; and faithful Billy, depend on't, is launching his life-boat 

to go to our assistance. Well, tliis is an adventure. But 

soft — what ails our Argand Lamp I Our study is in such 
I darkness that we cannot see our paper — in the midst of a 
■ thnnderstorm we conclude, and to bed by a flaff of lightning. 
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Once we knew the HigMands absolutely too well — not a 
that wftB not as familiar to us as our brown study. We had 
not to couiplaia of the loclis, glens, woods, aod mountaiiiB 
alone, for having so fastened themselves upon us on a great 
scale tliat we found it imposaible to shako them off; but the 
hardship in our case was, that all the subordinate parts of the 
scenery, many of them dull and dreary enough, and some of 
them intolerably tedious, had taken it upon themselvea so to 
thrust their intimacy upon u9, in all winJs and weathers, that 
without giving them the cut direct there was no way of escap- 
ing from the burden of their friendship. To courteous and 
humane Christians, suoh as we have always been both by 
name and nature as far back as we can recollect, it is painful 
to out even an impudent stone, or an upsetting tree that may 
cross our path uncalled for, or obtrude itseK on our privacy 
when we wish to be alone in our meditations. Tet, we con- 
fess, they used sometimes sorely to try our temper. It is tdl 
very welt for you, our good sir, to say in excuse for them that 
suoh objects are inanimate. So much the worse. Wei« they 
animate, like yourself, they might be reasoned with on the 
impropriety of interrupting the stream of any man's solilo- 
quies. But being not merely inanimate but irrational, objects 
of that class know not to keep their own place, which indeed, 
it may be said in reply, is kept for them bynature. But thai 
Mistress of the Ceremonies, though enjoying a fine green old 
age, cannot be expected to be equally attentive to the pro- 
ceedings of all the objects under her control. Accordingly, 
often when she is not looking, what more common than for a 
huge hulking fellow of a rock, with an absurd tuft of trees oa 
his head,' who has observed you Ijirig half-asleep on the 
greensward, to hang eavesdropping, as it were, over your most 
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secret thouglits, wbich he whispers to the winda, and they to 
all the clouda I Or for eomo grotesque aod fantastic ash, 
with a crooked back, and amis dieproportionately long, like a 
giant in extreme old age dwindling into a dwarf, to jut out 
from the hole in the wall, and should your leadeB eyo chance 
at the time to love the ground, to put his mossy fist right in 
your philosophical countenance 1 Tn short, it is very possible 
to know a country so thoroughly well, outside and in, from, 
mountain to mole-hill, that you get mutually tired of one 
another's company, and are ready to vent your quarrel in 
reciprocal imprecations. 

So was it once with us and the Highlands. That " too 
much familiarity breeds contempt " we learned many a long 
year ago, when learning to write large text; and passages in 
oui life have been a running commentary on the theme tiien 
set us by that incomparable caligraphist, Butterworth. All 
" the old familiar faces " occasionally come in for a portion of 
that feeling ; and on that account, we are glad that we saw, 
but for one day and one night, Charles Lamb's. Therefore, 
some dozen years ago we gave up the Bjghlands, not wish- 
ing to quarrel with them, and confined our tender assiduities 
to the Lowlands, while, lite tw-o great flats aa we were, we 
kept staring away at each other, with our lives on the same 
level, AH the consequences that might naturally have been 
expected have ensued ; and we are now as heartily sick of 
the Lowlands, and they of us. What can we do but return to 
our Fiist Love ? 

Allow us to offer another view of the subject. There is not 

about Old Age one blessing more deserving gratitude to 

Heaven, than the gradual bedimmiiig of memory brought on 

by years. In youth, all tilings, internal and external, are un- 

forgetable, and by the perpetual presence of passion oppress 

the soul. The eye of a woman haunts the victim on whom 

it may have given a glance, till he leaps perhaps out of a four- 

I story window, A beautiful lake, or a sublime mountain, drives 

fe a young poet as mad as a March hare. He loses himself in 

I an interminable forest louring all round the horizon of a garret 

I eix feet square. It matters not to him whether his eyes be 

I open or shut. Ho is at the mercy of all Life and all Nature, 

I and not for one hour can he escape from their persecutions, 

ft His soul ia the slave of the Seven Senses, and each is a tyrant 
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with iiiBtruineDtB of torture, to nliom and to which PhalanB, 
with his brazen buU, was a pointless joke. But in old age 
" the heart of a man is oppressed with care " no longer ; the 
Seven Tjranta have lost their sceptres, and are dethroned; 
and the grey-headed gentleman feels tliat his soul has " set up 
its rest." His ejea are dazzled no more with insufTerabla 
light — no more his ears tingle with musio too esquieite to be 
borne — no more his touch is transport. The scents of nature, 
stealing from the balmy mouths of lilies and roses, are dead- 
ened in his nostrils. He is above and beyoud the reach of 
all the long arms of many-handed miseiy, as he is out of the 
convulsive clutch of bliss. And is not this the stat« of beat 
happiness for mortal man ? Tranquillity ! The peaceful air 
that we breathe &a we are westering towards the sunset- 
regions of our Being, and feel that we are about to drop down 
for ever out of sight behind the Sacred Mountains. 

All this may he very fine, but cannot be said to help us 
far on with our Prologue. Let us try it again. Old men, we 
remarked, ought to be thankful to Heaven for their dim 
memories. Never do we feel that more profoundly than when 
dreaming about the Highlands. All is confusion. Nothing 
distinctly do we remember — not even the names of looha and 
mountains. Where is Ben Cm— Cru — Cru — what's-his-name ? 
Ay — ay — Cruachan. At tliis blessed moment we see hia 
cloud-capped head — ^but we have clean forgotten the silver 
sound of the name of the county he encumbers. Ross-shire? 
Nay, that won't do — he never was at Tain. We are assured 
by Dr Eeid's, Dr Beattie's, and Dugald Stewart's great In- 
stinctive First Principle Belief, that oftener than once, or ten 
times either, have we been in a day-long hoUov^ among 
precipices dear to eagles, called Glen-Etive. But where 
begins or where ends that " severe sojourn " is now to us a 
mystery — though we hear the sound of the sea and the dash- 
ing of cataracts. Yet though all is thus dim in our memory, 
would you beheve it that nothing is utterly lost? No, not 
even the thoughts that soared like eagles vanishing in the 
light — or that dived like ravens into the gloom. They all re- 
appear — those from the Empyrean — these from Hades — re- 
minding us of the good or the evil borne in other days, withia 
tlie spiritual regions of our boundless being. The world '' 



thiB_^H 

J 



THE MOOBS. 266 

eye and ear is not in reality uairowed becauBe it gllmmerB ; 
ever and anon as years advance, a light direct from heaven 
dissipates the gloom, and bright and glorious as of yore the 
landscape laughs to the sea, the sea to heaven, and heaven 
back again to the gazing spirit that leaps forward to the hail- 
ing light with something of the same divine passion that gave 
wings to our youth. 

All this may be etill finer, yet cannot be said, any more 
thau the preceding paragraph, much to help ns on with our 
Prologue, To come then, if possible, to tbo point at once — We 
are happy that onr dim memory and our dim imagination 
restore and revive in our mind none but the characteristio 
features of tho scenery of the Highlands, unmixed with baser 
matter, and al! floating magnificently through a spiritual haze, 
ao that the whole region is now more than ever idealised ; and 
in spite of all his present, past, and future prosinesa — Chris- 
topher Nortli, soon as in thought his feet touch the heather, 
becomes a poet. 

It haa long been well known to the whole world that we 
are a sad egotist — yet our egotism, so far from being a detrac- 
tion from our attraction, seems to be the very soul of it, mat- 
ing it impoaaible in nature for any reasonable being to come 
within its sphere, without being drawn by sweet compulsion 
to the old wizard's heart. He ia ao humane! Only look at 
him for a few minutes, and liking becomes love — love becomes 
veneration. And all this even before be has opened bis lips 
— by the mere power of hia ogles and his temples. In his 
large mild blue eyes is vmtten not only his nature, but 
miraculously, in German text, his very name, fflhriElOBbtt 
0ortL Mrs Gentle waa the first to discover it ; though we 
remember having been asked more tlian once in our youth, by 
an alarmed virgin on whom we happened at the time to be 
looking tender, " If we were aware that there was something 
preternatural in our eyes ? " (Jfrristimlltr is conspicuous in our 
right eye — ^orfb in our left; and when me wish to be incog., 
we either draw their fringed cnrtaina, or, nun-Uke, keep the 
tell-tale orbs fixed on the ground. Candour whispers us to 
I confess, that some years ago a child was exhibited at six- 
fa pence with William Woon legible in its optics — having been 
I affiliated, by ocular evidence, on a gentleman of that name, 
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who, willi Lis dying breath, diBOwned the soft impeachment 
But in that Ciise nature had written a vile Bcrawl — in ours her 
hand is finn, and goes off with a. flourish. 

Have you ever entered, all alone, the ehadowB of some 
dilapidated old burial-place, and in a nook made beautiful by 
wild-briers and a flowering tliorn, beheld the stone image of 
eome long-forgotten worthy lying on hia grave ? Some knight 
who perhaps had fought in Palestine, — or some holy man, who 
in the Abbey — now almost gone — bad led a long still life o( 
prayer ? The moment you knew that you were standing 
among the dwellings of the dead, how impreasive became the 
ruins I Did not that stone image wax more and more lifelike 
initsrepoae? And aa you kept your eyes fixed on the featnrea 
Time had not had the heart to obhtcrate, seemed not your 
soul to hear the echoes of the Miserere sung by the brethren? 

So looks Christopher — on his couch — in his alcove. He is 
taking his siesta — and the foicit shadows you see coming and 
going across hia face are djeams. Tia a pensive dormitory, 
and bangs undisturbed in its spiritual region as a cloud on 
the sky of the Longest Day when it falls on the Sabbath. 

What think you of our Fatuer, alongside of the Fedlar in 
" The Escnrsiou?" Wordsworth says — 



"Amid the gloom, 
Spread hy a brotherhood of lofty elms, 
Appear'd a roofless hnt ; four naked walla 
That stared upon each other I I look'd round, 
And to niy wish and to my hope eapied 
Him whom I aonght ; a man of reverend age, 
But stout and hale, for travel unimpair'd. 
There was he seen upon the cottage bencli, 
Kecumbent in the ahade, aa if asleep ; 
An iron-pointed staff lay at hia side." 



4 



Alas I " stout and hale " are words that could not be applied, 
without cruel mocking, to our figure. " Eecumbent in the 
shade " unquestionably he is — yot " recumbent " is a clumsy 
word for such quietude ; and, recurring to our former image, 
we prefer to say, in the words of Wilson, — 



" Stil! ia he aa a frame of atone 
That in its stiUneaa lies alone, 
With ailence breathing from its face, 
For ever in some holy place, 
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Chapel or aisle — on marble laid, 

With pale hands on hia pala breast spread. 

An image humble, meek, and lowj 

Of one forgotten long ago t " 
No "iron-pointed staff lies at Ills side" — but "Satan's 
dread," the Ckutch 1 Wordsworth tells ub over agaia that 
the Pedlar— 

"With no appendage hat a staff, 

The prized memorial oi rdinquuli' d toils, 

Upon the cottage-bench reposed his limha, 

Soreen'd from the sun." 
On his couch, in his Alcove, Christopher is repOBing — not his 
limbs alone, but his very essence. The Crutch is, indeed, 
both de jure and de facto the prized memorial of toils — but, 
thank Heaven, not relinquished toils ; and then how oharao- 
teristio of the dear merciless old man — hardly distiagiuahable 
among the fringed draperies of hia canopy, the dependent and 
independent Knout I 

Was the Pedlar absolutely asleep ? We shrewdly suspect 
not — -'twas but a doze. " Hecurabent in the shade, <is if asleep" 
— " Upon that cottage-bench reposed his limbs " induce us to 
lean to the opinion that he was but on the border of the Land 
of Kod. Nay, the poet gets more explicit, and with that 
minute particularity so charming in poetical description, finally 
ioforms us that 

"Supine the wanderer lay, 

ffi4 eyes, as if in drovinn-en, half sAirf, 

The shadows of the breezy elma above 

Dappling liia face." 
It would appear, then, on an impartial consideration of all 
the circumatauces of the case, that the " man of reverend age," 
though " recumbent " and " supine " upon the " cottage 
bench," " as if asleep," and " hia eyes, as if in drawsiness, 
half shut," was in a mood between sleeping and waking ; and 
this creed is corroborated by the following assertion — 
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" He had not heard the sound 
Of my approaching Btepa, and in the shade 
Unnoticed did I stand some minntes' space. 
At length I hail'd him, seeing that hia hat 
Was moiat with water-drops, as if the brim 
Had newly scoop'd a running stream," 
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He rose ; and bo do We, for probably by this time you may 
have diecovered that wo have been deecribing Ourselves in 
our siesta or mid-day snooze — as we have been beholding in 
cor mind's eye our venerated and myaterioas Double. 

We cannot help flattering ourselves — if indeed it be flat- 
tery — that though no relative of his, we have a look of the 
Pedlar — aa he is elaborately painted by the hand of a great 
master in the aforesaid Poem. 

" Hun had I mark'd the day before — alone. 
And atatioo'd iu tlie public way, with fjica 
Turn'd to the son then setting, while that staff 
Afforded to the figate of the man, 
Detain'd for contemplation or repose. 
Graceful aupport," &c, 
Aa if it were yesterday, we remember our first interview 
with the Bard. It was at the Lady's Oak, between Ambleside 
and Bydat. We were then in the very flower of our age — 
just sixty ; so we need not say the century had tlien seen but 
little of this world. The Bard was a mere boy of some six 
lustres, and had a lyrical -ballad look that established his 
identity at first sight, all unlike the lackadaisical. His right 
hand was within his vest on the region of the heart, and he 
ceased his crooning as we stood face to face. What a noble 
countenance 1 at once austere a.nd gracious — haughty and be- 
nign — of a man conscious of liis greatness while yet com- 
panioning with the liurable — an nnrecognieed power dwelling 
in the woods. Our figtire at that moment so impressed itself 
on his imagination, that it in time supplanted the image of . 
the real Pedlar, and grew into the Emeritus of the Three Dagt^ 
We were standing in that very attitude — having deposited oa J 
the coping of the wall our Kit, since adopted by the Britii' 
Army, with ns at once a library and a larder. 
And again — and even more characteriatically,- 
" Plain was his garb ; 
Such as might suit a rustic sire, prepared 
For Sabbath duties ; yet he was a man 
Wliom no one could have paaa'd without rem 
Aotise and nervous was his gait ; hia limba 
And his whole figure breathed intelligence. 
Time had compreas'd the freahneaa of hia cheeks 
Into a nan-ower circle of deep red, 
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Bat had not tamed Mb eye, that under brows, 
Shaggy and grey, had meanings, wljieh it brought 
From years of youth ; whilat, Uke a being made 
Of many Leings, he had wondrous skill 
To blend with knowledge of the years to come, 
Human, or such as lie beyond the grave." 
lo our mtelleotaal characters we indulge the pleasing hope 
that there are some striking points of resemblance, on which, 
however, our modesty will not permit ns to dwell — and in our ac- 
quirements, more particularly in Plane and Spherical Trigone- 

" While yet he liuger'd in the rudiments 
Of Bcience, und among her simplest laws, 
His triangles — they were the stars of heaven. 
The silent stars ! oft did he take delight 
To measnre the altitude of some tall crag, 
That is the eagle's birthplaj»," &a. 
So it was with ns. Give us but a base and a quadrant — and 
when a student ia Jemmy Millar's class, we could have given 
you the altitude of any steeple in Glasgow or the Gorbals. 

Occa8ioiialIy,too, in a small partj of friends, though not proud 
of the accomplishment, we have been prevailed on, as you may 
have heard, to delight humanity with a song — " The Flowera 
of the Forest," " Roy's Wife," " Flee up, flee up, thou bonnie 
bonnie Cock," or " Auld Langsyne " — ^just as the Pedlar 

" At request would sing 
Old BOngs, the product of his native hilla ; 
A skilful distribution of sweet sounds, 
Peeding the aonl, and eagerly imbibed 
As cool refreshing water, by the care 
Of the industrious husbandman diffused 
Through a parch'd meadow-field in time of drought." 

Our natural disposition, too, is as amiable aa that of the 

" Vagrant Merchant." 

" And surely never did there live on earth 
A man of kindlier nature. The rough sports 
And teasing ways of children vei'd not him : 
Indulgent listener was he to the tongue 
Of garrulous age ; nor did the sick man's tale. 
To his fraternal aympathy addresa'd, 
ObtBJn reluctant hearing." 
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Who can read the following Imei, and not tliink of ChiiBlo- 
phor North ? 

" Birds and beasts. 
And the rante fish that gltuicea in the stream. 
And harmlesii reptile coiling in tlie sun. 
And gorgeous insect hovering in the air, 
The fowl domeatic, and the booBehold dog — 
In bU capacious mind he loved them all." 

Tnie, that our love of 

" The mute fish that glances in the Btream," 
is not incompatible with the practice of the " angler's BilBnt 
trade," or with the pleasure of "filling our pannier." The 
Pedlar, too, we have reason to know, was like his poet and 
oureolvos, in that art a orafCBmao, and for love beat the mole- 
catoher at buaking a batch of May-flies. We question whe- 
ther LaBcelJca himself were his niaeter at a green, dragon. 
" The harnilesB reptile coiling in the aan " we are not so sura 
about, having once been bit by an adder, whom in cor sim- 
plicity we mistook for a slow-worm — the very day, by the by, 
on which we were poisoned by a diah of toadstoola, by our 
own hand gathered for niusliroornB, But we have long given 
over chasing butterflies, and feel, as the Pedlar did, that they 
are beautiful creatures, and that 'tJa a sin between finger and 
thumb to compreaa their mealy vrings. The household dog 
we do indeed dearly love, though when old Surly looks bus- 
piciouB we prudently keep out of the reach of his chain. As 
for " the domestic fowl," we breed scores every spring, solely 
for the delight of seeing them at their walks 

" Among the rural vilhigea and farma ; " 
and though game to the back-bone, they are allowed to wear 
the spurs nature gave them — to crow undipped, challenging 
but the echoes ; ror ia the sward, like the sod, ever reddened 
with their heroic blood, for hateful to our ears the war-song, ^ 
" Welcome to your gory bed, wM 

Or to victory ! " ^H 

'Tia our way, you know, to pass from gay to grave matter, 3 
and often from a jocular to a serioua view of the same subject 
— it being natural to ue — and having become habitual too, 
from our writing occa.Bioaa.Uy in Blackwood's Magazine. 
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the world knows our admiratioii of Wordsworth, and admits 
that we have done almost as much aa Jeffrey or Taylor to 
mate his poetry popular among tbe " educated circles." But 
we are not a nation of idolaters, and worship neither graven 
image nor man that is bom of a woman. We may seem to 
Lave treated the Pedlar with ioeufBcient reBpect in that play- 
ful parallel between him and Ourselves ; but there you are 
wrong again, for we desire thereby to do him honour. We 
wieh now to say a few words on the wiBdom of making such a 
personage the chief character in a Philosophical Poem. 

He is deaoribed as endowed by nature with a great intellect, 
a noble imagination, a profound soul, and a tender heart. It 
will not be said that nature keeps these her noblest gifts for 
human beings born in this or that condition of life ; she gives 
them to her favourites — for so, in the highest sense, they are 
to whom such gifts befall ; and not unfrequently, in an obscure 
place, of one of the Fortckati 

" The fulgent head 
Star-hright appeara." 

Wordsworth appropriately places the birth of such a being in 
a humble dweUing in the Highlands of Scotland. 

" Among the hills of Atholl he was bom ; 
Where on a small hereditary farm, 
An anproductive slip of barren ground, 
His parents, with their numerous offapring, dwelt ; 
A virtuous household, though exceeding poor." 
His childhood was nurtured at home in Christian love and 
truth — and acquired other knowledge at a winter school ; for 
tended cattle on tlie hill,"— 



" that stood 
Sole building on a mountain's drearj edge." 
And the influence of such education and occupation among 
Buch natural objects, Wordswortli expounds in some as fine 
poetry as ever issued from the cells of philosophic thought. 

" So the foundations of hia mind were laid." 
The boy had small need of boots — 

" For many a tale 
Traditionary, round tlie. mountains hung, 
And many a legend, peopling the dark wood^ 
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Nouriah'd Imaginjition in bar growth. 
And gave the mind tiint apprehenaive power 
By whicli she is made quick to recogniae 
The moral properties and acope of things." 

But in tho Manse there were books — and he read 
" Wlxate'er the minister's old shelf supplied, 

The life and death of raartj-ra, who Bustain'd, 

With will inflexible, those fearful pangs. 

Triumphantly diaplay'd in records left 

Of persecution and the Covenant." 
Can you not believe tliat by the time he was aa old as jou 
were when you used to ride to tlie races on a pony, by the 
side of your aire tha Squire, this boy was your equal in 
knowledge, though you had a private tutor all to yourself, and 
were then a promising lad, aa indeed you are now after the 
lapse of a quarter of a century ? True, aa yet he " bad small 
Latin, and no Greek; " but the elements of these languages 
may be learned — trust us — by slow degreoa — by the mind 
rejoicing in the conBoiouBneBa of its growing faculties — during 
leisure hours from other studies — as they were by the Atholl 
adoleBcent. A Scholar — in your sense of the word — he might 
not be called, even when be had reached his seventeenth year, 
though probably he would have puzzled you in Livy and 
Virgil ; nor of English poetry had he read muoh — the less 
the better for such a mind — at that age, and in that condi- 
tion—for 

" Accumulated feelings press'd his heart 

With HtiU inoreaaing weight ; he was o'erpower'd 

By nature, by the turbulence subdued 

Of hla own mind, by mystery and hope, 

And the first virgin passion of a aoul 

Communing with the glorious Universe." 
But he had read Poetry — ay, the same Poetry that Woi 
worth's self read at the same age — and 

" Among the hills 
He gazed upon that mighty Orij of Song, 
The divine Milton." 
Thus endowed, and thus instructed, 
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the youth waa " greater than he knew ; " yet that there was 
something great in, aa well as about him, he felt — 
" Thus daily thirsting in that lonesome life," 
for some diviner commuuicalion than had yet been vouchsafed 
to him by the Giver and Inapirer of his restless Being. 

"In dreams, in study, and in. ardent thought, 
' Thus waa he rear'd ; much wanting to aBaiat 

* The growth of intellect, yet gaining more, 

And every mora,! feeling of his soul 
Strengthen'd and hraced, by breathing in content 
The keen, the wholesome air of poverty, 
And drinking from the well of homely life." 

But he is in his eighteenth year, and 

" Is aummon'd to select the course 
Of humble industry that promised best 
To yield him no unworthy maintenance." 
For a season be taught a village school, which many a fine, 
high, and noble spirit haa done and is doing ; but he was 
impatient of the hills he loved, and 

" That stem yet kindly spirit, who constrains 
The Savoyard to quit Lis native rocka, 
The free-bom Swiss to leave his narrow vales 
(Spirit attach'd to regions mountainous 
Xjke their own steadfast clouds), did now impel 
His restleaa mind to look abroad with hope." 
It had become his duly to choose a profession — a trade — a 
calling. He was not a gentleman, mind ye, and had probably 
never so much as heard a rumour of the existence of a silver 
fork : he had been born with a wooden spoon in his mouth — 
and had lived, partly from choice and partly from necessity, 
on a vegetable diet. He had not ten pounds in the world he 
could call his own ; but he could borrow fifty, for hia father's 
son waa to be trusted to that amount by any family that 
chanced to have it among the Atholl hills — therefore he 
resolved on " a bard service," which 

" Gain'd merited respect in simpler times ; 
When squire, and prieat, and they who round them dwelt 
In raetic sequestration, all dependent 
Upon the Pedlar's toil, supplied their wants. 
Or pleased their fancies with the ware he brought 
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WotJd Alfred bave ceased to be Alfred had he lived twenty 
years in the hut where he spoiled the bannockB? Would 
GustaviiB have ceased to be Guetavus had he been doomed to 
dree an ignoble life in the obscurest nook in Dalecarlia? 
Were princes and peers in our day degraded by working, in 
their expatriation, with head or band for bread ? Are tlie 
Poliab patriota degraded by working at eighteenpence a-day, 
without victuals, on embankments of railroads? "At the 
risk of giving a shock to the prejudices of artificial society, I 
have ever been ready to pay homage to the aristocracy of 
nature, under a conviction that vigorous human-heartedness 
is the constituent principle of true taste." These are Words- 
worth's own words, and deserve letters of gold. He has given 
many a shock to the prejudices of artificial society ; and in ten 
thousand cases, where tbe heart of such society was happily 
sound at the core, notwithstanding the rotten kitchen-stuff 
with which it was encrusted, the shocks have killed the pre- 
judices ; and men and women, encouraged to consult their 
own breasts, have heard responses there to the trutiia uttered 
in music by the high-souled Bard, assuring thera of an exist- 
ence there of capacities of pure delight, of which they had had 
either but a faint anspicion, or, because " of the world's dread 
laugh," feared to indulge, and nearly let die. 

Mr Wordsworth quotes from Heron's Scotland an interesting 
passage, illustrative of the life led in our country at that time 
by that class of persons from whom he has chosen one — not, 
mind you, imaginary, though for purposes of imagination — 
addhig that "his own personal knowledge emboldened him to 
draw the portrait." In that passage Heron says, "As they 
wander, each alone, through thinly-inhabited districts, they 
form habits of reflection and of sublime contemplation, and 
that, with all their qualifications, no wonder they should con- 
tribute much to pohsh the roughness and soften the rusticity 
of our peasantry. In North America," says he, " travellings 
merchants from the settlements have done and continue to do 
much more towards civilising the Indian natives than all the 
miBsionariea, Papist or Protestant, who have ever been sent 
among them ; " and, speaking again of Scotland, he says, " it 
is not more than twenty or thirty years, since a young man 
going from any part of Scotland to England for the purpose 
to carrg the pack^ was considered as going to lead tbe life, and 
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aoqnire the fortune of a gentleman. "WTien, after twenty 
years' absence in that honourable line of employment, he 
returned with his acquisitions to his native country, he waa 
regarded as a gentleman to all intents and^ purposes." We 
have oureelvee known gentlemen who had carried the pack — 
one of them a. man of great talents and acquirements — who 
lived in hie old age in the highest circles of society. Nobody 
troubled their head about hia birth and parentage — -for he was 
then very rich ; but you could not sit ten minutes in his ooao- 
pany without feeling that he waa " one of God Almighty's 
gentlemen," belonging to the " aristocracy of Nature." 

You have heard, we hope, of Alexander Wilson, the illus- 
trioua Ornithologist, second not even to Audubon — and some- 
times absurdly called the Great American Ornithologist, 
because with pen and pencil he painted in colours that will 
never die— the Birds of the New World. He was a weaver — 
a Paisley weaver — a useful trade, and a pleasant place — 
where these now dim eyes of ours first saw tlie light. And 
Sandy was a pedlar. Hear hia words in an autobiography 
unknown to the Eard ; " I have this day, I believe, measured 
the height of an hundred stairs, and explored the recesses of 
twice that number of miserable habitations ; and what have I 
gained by it? — only two shillings of worldly peK! but an 
invaluable treasure of observation. In this elegant dome, 
wrapt up in glittering silks, and stretched on the downy sofa, 
teoline the fair daugiiters of wealth and indolence — the ample 
mirror, flowery floor, and magnificent couch, their surround- 
ing attendants; while, suspended in his wiry habitation above, 
the shrill-piped canary warbles to enchanting echoes. Within 
the confines of that sickly hovel, liung round with squadrons 
of his brother-artists, the pale-faced weaver plies tho re- 
sounding lay, or launches the melancholy murmuring shuttle. 
Lifting this simple latch, and stooping for entrance to the 
miserable hut, there sits poverty and ever-moaning disease, 
clothed in dunghill rags, and ever shivering over the fireless 
chimney. Ascending this stair, tlie voice of joy bursts on my 
ear — the bridegroom and bride, surrounded by their jocund 
companions, circle the sparkling glass and humorous joke, or 
join in the raptures of the noisy dance — the squeaking fiddle 
breaking through the general uproar in sudden intervals, 
while the sounding floor groans beneath its unruly load. 
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Leaving these happy reortaU, and uBhering iuto tliia silent 
maneion, a more Bolemn — a striking object presents itself to 
my view. The windows, the furniture, and everything that 
ooTiId lend one cheerful thought, are hung in Bolemn white ; 
and there, stretched pale and hfelese, lies the awfiil corpse, 
while a few weeping friends sit, black and solitary, near the 
breathless clay. In thia other place, the fearless sons of 
Bacchus extend their brazen throats, in shouts like bursting 
thunder, to the praise of their gorgeous chieC Opening this 
door, the lonely matron explores, for consolation, her Bible ; 
and in this house the wife brawls, the cluldren shriek, and 
the poor husband bids me depart, lest his termagant's fdry 
should vent itself on me. In short, such an inconceivable 
variety daily occurs to my observation in real life, that would, 
were they moralised upon, convey more maxims of wisdom, 
and give a jnster knowledge of maokind, than whole volumes 
of Lives and Adventures, that perhaps never had a being 
except in the prolific brains of their fantastic authors." 

At a subsequent period he retraced his steps, taking with 
him copies of his pooms to distribute among subscribers, and 
endeavour to promote a more extensive circulation. Of this 
escuraion also he has given an account in his journal, from 
which it appears that his success was far from encouraging. 
Among amusing incidents, sketches of character, occasional 
sound and intelligent remarks upon the mannera and pro- 
spects of the common classes of society into which he found 
his way, there are not a few severe expressions indicative of 
deep disappointment, and some that merely bespeak the 
keener pangs of the wounded pride founded on conscious 
merit. " You," says he, on one occasion, "whose souIh are 
susceptible of the finest feelings, who are elevated to rapture 
with the least dawnings of liopo, and sunk into despondency 
with the slightest thwartings of your expectations — think 
what I felt." Wilson himself attributed his ill fortune, in 
his attempts to gain the humble patronage of the poor for hia 
poetical pursuits, to his occupation. " A packman is a char- 
acter which none esteems, and almost every one despises. 
The idea that people of all ranks entertain of them is, that 
they are mean-spirited loquacious liars, cunning and illiterate, 
watching every opportunity, and using every mean art within 
their power, to cheat." This is a sad account of the estima- 
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tion in wliioli a trade was then held ia Scotland, which the 
greatest of our living poets has attributed to the chief charac- 
ter in a poem comprehenBive of philosophical discuBBione on 
all the highest interesta of humanity. But both Wilson and 
Wordsworth are in the right: both saw and have spoker 
truth. Moat small packmen were then, in Bome measure 
what Wilson says they were generally esteemed to be — 
peddling pilferers, and insignificant swindlers. Poverty sent 
them swarming over bank and brae, and the " ema' kintra 
touna " — and for a plack people will forget principle who 
have, as we say Jn Scotland, missed the world. Wilson knew 
that to a man like himself there was degradation in such ( 
calling ; and he latterly vented his contemptuous aense of it, 
exaggerating the baseness of the name and nature of pack- 
man. But suppose such a man as Wilson to have been in 
better times one of but a few packmen travelling regularly 
for years over the same country, each with his own district 
or domain, and there caa be no doubt that he would have 
been an object both of interest and of respect — his oppor- 
tuuitiea of seeing the very best and the very happiest of 
humble life, in itself very various, would have been very 
great ; and with his original genius, he would have become, 
like Wordsworth's Pedlar, a good moral Philosopher. 

Without, therefore, denying tlie truth of his picture of 
packmanahip, we may believe the truth of a picture entirely 
the reverse, from the hand and heart of a still wiser man — 
though his wisdom haa been gathered from less immediate 
contact with the coarse garments and clay floors of the 
labouring poor. 

It is pleasant to hear Wordsworth speak of his own " per- 
sonal knowledge " of packmen or pedlars. We cannot say of 
him in the words of Bums, " the Sent a pride, nae pride had 
he ; " for pride and power are brothers on earth, whatever 
they may prove to be in heaven. But his prime pride is his 
poetry ; and he had not now been " sole king of rooky Cum- 
berland," had he not studied the character of hia subjects 
in "huts where poor men lie" — had he not "stooped hia 
anointed head " beneath the doora of such huts, as willingly 
ever raised it aloft, with all its glorious laurels, in the 
palaces of noblea and princes. Yes, the inspiration he " de- 
rived &om the light of setting aims," was not so sacred as 
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that wliich often kindled within his spirit all the divinity rf'J 
Christian man, when coitrerBing oharitahly with bis brotLei>W 
loan, a wayfarer ou the dusty high-road, or among the green 
lanes and alleys of meny England You are a scholar, and 
love poetry ? Then here you have it of the finest, and will be 
sad to think that heaven had not made you a pedlar, 

" In days of yore how fortunately fared 
The Minstrel ! wandering on from Hall to Hall, 
Baronial Court or Royal ; cheer'd with gifts 
MuniQceut, and love, and Ladiea' praise ; 
Now meeting on )iIb road an armed Knight, 
Now resting with a Pilgrim by the aide 
Of a dear brook ; — beneath an Abbey's roof 
One evening anmptuously lodged ; the next 
Humbly, in a religioaa Hospital ; 
Or with some merry Ou llawa of the wood j 
Or Imply shrouded in a Hermit's celL 
Him, sleeping or awake, the Eobher spared ; 
He walk'd — protected from the sword of war 
By virtue of that sacred Instrument 
His Harp, suspended at the Traveller's side. 
His dear companion wheresoe'er he went. 
Opening from Land to Land an easy way 
By melody, and by the charm of verse. 
Yet not the noblest of that honour'd Race 
Drew happier, loftier, more impaasion'd thought* 
Frem hia long jouraeyings and eventful life. 
Than this obacuro Itinerant had skill 
To gather, ranging through the tamer gronnd 
Of these our unimaginative days ; 
Both while ha trod the earth iu humblest guise, 
Accoutred with hia burden and hia staff; 
And now, when free to move with lighter pace. 

" What wonder, then, if I, whose favourite School 
Hath been the fields, the roada, aud rural lanes, 
Look'd on this Guide with reverential love t 
Bach with the other pleased, we now pursued 
Our journey — beneath favourable skies. 
Turn wheresoe'er we would, he was a light 
Unfailing : not a hamlet could we psss, 
Barely a house, that did not yield to him 
Remembrances ; or from his tongue call forth 
Bome way-b^uiLisg tale. 
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— Nor was lie loth to enter ragged huta. 
Huts where his charity was hiest ; hia voica 
Heard as the voice of an experienced friend. 
And, aometimea, where the Poor Man held disputa 
"With his own mind, unable to subdue 
Impatience, through inaptness to perceive 
General distress in hia particular lot ; 
Or cheriahing resentment, or in vain 
Struggling against it, with a. aonl perples'd. 
And finding in heraelf no steady power 
To draw the line of comfort that divides 
Calamity, the chastisement of Heaven, 
From the injustice of our brother men ; 
To him appeal was made aa to a judge ; 
Who, with an imderBtaudiag heart, alla/d 
The perturbation ; liaten'd to the plea ; 
Besolved the duhious point ; and sentence gave 
So gi'ounded, so applied, tha.t it was heard 
With Boften'd spirit — e'en when it condemn'd." 

Wbat was to hinder such a man — thus bora aod thus bred 
— with sucli a youth and such a prime — from being in his old 
age woi-thy of walking among the mountains willi Words- 
worth, and descanting 

" On man, on nature, and on human life ) " 

And remember he was a Scotsman — compatriot of CHMSTOPnEE 
North, 

What would yoa rather have had the Sago in " The Excur- 
sion" to have been? The Senior Fellow of a College? Ahead? 
A retired Judge ? An Ex- Lord ChaiicoDor ? A Nabob ? A 
Banker? A Millionaire? or, at once to condescend on indi- 
viduals, Natus Conaumere Fruges, Esijuire? or the Honour- 
able Gustos Eotulorum ? 

You have read, bright bold neophyte, the Song at the 
Feast of Brougham Caetle, upon the restoration of Lord 
Clifford, the Shepherd, to the estates and honours of liia 
ancestors ? 

" Who is ho that bounds with joy 
On Carrock'a aide, a shepherd boy ) 
No thoughts hath lie but thoughts that pass 
Light as the wind along the grass. 
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Con tliis be He that hither cama 

Jn secret, like a smotber'd flame 1 

For whom such thoughtful tears were shed, 

For shelter and a poor mau'fl bread J " 

Who but the sama noble boy whom his high-born mother 
'B bad confided when an infant to the care 
Yet there be ia no longer safe — and 
" The Boy must part from Moaedala groveB, 
And leave Blencathai'a'B rugged coves. 
And quit the flowers tliat eummer brings 
To Glenderamakin's lofty springs ; 
Must vanish, and his careless eheer 
Be tuni'd to heaviness and fear." 

Sir Lanncelot Threlkeld abellers bim till again be ia i 
to set bis foot on the mountains. 

" Again he wanders forth at will, 
And tends a flock from hill to Jilll : 
TTia garb is humble ; ne'er was seen 
Such garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the shepherd grooms no mate 
Hath be, a child of strength and state." 

So lives be till he is restored. 

" Glad were the vales, and every cottage hearth j 
The shepherd-lord was honour'd more and more ; 
And, ages after lie was laid in earth, 
' The good Lord Clifford ' was the name be bore ! ' 

Now mark — that Poem has been declared by one and all" 
tbe " Poets of Britain" to be equal to aiiytbing in the lan- 
guage ; and its greatness lies in tlie perfect truth of tbe pro- 
found pbiloBOpby which so poetically delineates the education 
of tbe naturally noble character of Clifford, Does be sink in 
our esteem because at tbe Feast of tbe Restoration be turna a 
deaf ear to the fervent harper who eings, 
" Happy day and mighty hour, 

When our shepherd in his power, 

Mounted, mail'd, with lance and sword, 
To his ancestors restored, 

Like a reappearing star, 

Like a glory from afar. 

First shall head the floek of war " I 
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No — Ms generous nature is true to its generous nurture ; and 
now deeply imbued with the goodneeB he had too long loved 
in others ever to forget, ha appears noblest when showing 
himself faithful in his own hall to the " huts where poor men 
lio ; " while we know not, at the solemn close, which life the 
Poet has most glorified — the humble or the high — whether 
the Lord did the Shepherd more ennoble, or the Shepherd 
the Lord. 

Now, we ask, ia there any essential difference between what 
Wordsworth thus records of the high-bom Shepherd-Lord in 
the Feast of Brougham Castle, and what he records of Iho 
low-born Pedlar in " The Escoraion?" None. They are both 
educated among the hills ; and according to the nature of 
their own eoula and that of their education, ia the progressive 
growth and ultimate formation of their character. Both are 
exalted beings — because both are wise aud good — but to his 
own coeval he has given, besides eloqnence and genius, 

" The vision and the faculty divine," 
that 

" When years had brought the philosophic miod " 

be might walk through the dominions of the Intellect and the 
Imagination, a Sage and a Teacher. 

Look into life, and watch the growth of character. Men 
are not what they seem to tlie ontward eye — mere machines 
moving about in customary occupations — productive labourers 
of food and wearing apparel — slaves from mom to night at 
taskwork set them by the Wealth of Nations. They are the 
Children of God. The soul never sleeps — not even when its 
wearied body ia heard snoring by people living in the next 
street. All the souls now in tliis world are for ever awake ; 
and this life, believe us, though in moral sadness it has often 
been rightly called so, is no dream. In a dream we have no 
will of our own, no power over ourselves ; ourselves are not 
felt to be onrselves ; our familiar friends seem strangers from 
some far-off country ; the dead are alive, yet we wonder not ; 
the laws of the physical world are suspended, or changed, or 
confused by our phantasy ; Intellect, Imagination, the Moral 
Sense, Affection, Passion, are not possessed hy us in the same 
way we possess them out of that mystery : were Life a Dream, 
or like a Dream, it would never lecid to Heaven. 
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Again, then, we say to you, look into life and watoli the 
growth of character. In a world where the ear cannot listen 
without hearing the clank of chains, the eoul may yet be free 
ax if it already inhabited the ekies. For ita Maker gave it 
LiDEBTT OF Choice of Good on op Evil ; and if it has chosen 
the good it is a King. AU its facnlriaB are then fed on their 
appropriate food provided for thera in nature. It then knows 
where the oecesBarieB and the Insuriea of its life grow, and 
how they may be gathered — in a atill sunny region inaeoes- 
Bihle to hlight — " no mildewed ear blasting his wholesome 
brother." In the beautiful language of our friend Aird, — 

"And thou ahnlt aummer higi in bliaa upon the HlUa of God." 

Go, read the Ekcuebion then — venerate tlia Pehlak — pily the 
Solitary — respect the PEiEaT, and love the Poet. 

So charmed have we been with the sound of our own voioe 
— of all sounds on earth the sweetest aurcly to our eara — and, 
therefore, we so dearly love the monologue, and fi-om the 
dialogue turn averse, impatient of him ycleped the interlo- 
cutor, who, like a ahallow brook, will keep prattling and 
babbling on between the still deep pools of our diacourse, 
which nature feeds with frequent waterfalls — so charmed have 
we been with the sound of our own voice, that, scarcely con- 
scious the while of more than a gentle aacent along the elop- 
ing award of a rural Sahbath-day's journey, we perceive now 
that we mnst have achieved a Highland league — five miles — 
of rough upliill work, and are standing tiptoe on the Moun- 
tain-top. True that hia altitude ia not very great — souie- 
where, we should suppose, between two and three thousand 
feet — much liigher than the Pentlands — somewhat higher than 
the Ochils — a middle-sized Grampian, Great painters and poets 
know that power lies not in mere measurable bulk. Atlas, it 
ie true, ia a giant, and he has need to be so, supporting the 
globe. So ia Andes ; but hia strength has never been put to 
proof, as he carries but clouds. The Cordilleras — but we 
must not be personal — so suffice it tc say, that aou!, not size, 
equally in mountaina and iu men, ia and inspires the true sub- 
lime. Mont Blanc might be as big again ; but what then, if 
without hie glaciers ? 

Theae mountains are neither immenae nor enormous — nor 
nre there any such in the British Isles. Look for a few of the 
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highest on Eiddell's ingenious Scale — in Scotland Ben-nevie, 
Helvellyn in England, in Ireland the Reeks ; and you sea 
that they are mere mole-hills to Chimhorazo. Nevertheless, 
they are the hills of the Eagle, And think ye not that an 
Eagle glorifies the sky more than, a Condor? That Vulture — 
for Vulture he is — flies league-high — the Golden Eagle is 
eatiafied to poise himself half a mile ahove the loch, which, 
judged hy the rapidity of its long riser's flow, may be based 
a thousand feet or more above the level of the sea. From 
that height metldnks the Bird-Eoyal, with the golden eye, 
can see the rising and the setting sun, and his march on the 
meridian, without a telescope. If ever he fly by night — and 
we think we have seen a shadow passing the stars that was 
on the wing of life — he must be a, rare astronomer. 

" High from the aununit of a craggy cliff 
Hung o'er the deep, such as amazing &owa 
On utmost Kilda's shore, 'whosa lonely raue 
Seaign the setting sun to Xadian worlds, 
The Eojat Eagle rears his vigoroua young, 
Strong-pounced and huming with paternal fire. 
Sowfit to raise a kingdom of their own 
He drives them from his fort, the towering seat 
For ages of his empire ; which in peace 
Unstaiu'd he holds, while many a league to sea 
He wings his course, and preys in distant isles." 

Do you long for wings, and envy the Eagle ? Not if you 

be wise. Alas ! such ia human nature, that in one year's time 

the novelty of pinions would be over, and you would skim 

undelighted the edges of the clouds. Why do we think it a 

glorious thing to fly from the summit of aome inland mountain 

away to distant isles ? Because our feet are bound to the 

dust. We enjoy the eagle's flight far more than the eagle 

himself driving headlong before the storm ; for imagination 

dallies with the unknown power, and the wings that are denied 

to our bodies are expanded in our souls. Sublime are the 

circles the sun-staring creature traces in the heavens, to us 

I who lie stretched among the heather bloom. Could we do the 

L same, we should still be longing to pierce through the atmo- 

I sphere to some other planet ; and an elevation of leagues above 

K the snows of the Himalayas would not Batiaiy our aspirations. 
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n calcukta the distanceaof the etarB,aQd are happy 



as Galileo ii 

Yet an Eagle we are, and therefore proud of Yon our Scot- 
tish mountainB, as you are of ITb, Stretch yourself up to your 
fiill height as we now do to ours — and let " Andes, giant of 
the Western Star," but dare to look at ua, and we will tear the 
"meteor standard to the winds unfurled" from hia cloudy 
hands. There you stand — and were you to rear your Bunimita 
much higher into heaven, you would alarm the hidden stars. 

Yet we have seen you higher — but it was in storm. In 
calm like thia you do well to look beautiful — your solemn alti- 
tude suits the sunny season, and the peaceful sky. But wheu 
the thunder at mid-day would hide your heads in a night of 
o!oud, you thrust them tbroiigh the blackness, and show them 
to the glens, crowned with Are. 

Are they a sea of mountains 1 No — they are mountains in 
a sea. And what a sea ! Waves of water, when at the pro- 
digious, are never higher than the foretop of a man-of-war. 
Waves of vapour — they alone are seen flying mountains high 
— dashing, but howling not — and in their silent aecenaion, all 
held together by the same spirit, but perpetually changing its 
beautiful array, where order seems ever and anon to come iu 
among disorder, there is a grandeur that settles down in the 
soul of youthful poet roaming in deUrium among the monntain 
glooms, and " pacifies the fever of his heart." 

Call not now these vapours waves ; for movement there is 
none among the ledges, and ridges, and roads, and avenues, 
and galleries, and groves, and houses, and churches, and oastles, 
and fairy palaces — all framed of mist. Far up among and 
above that wondrous region, through which you hear voioes 
of waterfalls deepening the silence, beliold hundreds of mouii- 
tain-topa — blue, purple, violet — for the sun is shining straight 
on some and aslant on others — -and on those not at all ; nor 
can the shepherd at your side, though he has lived among them 
all his life, till after long pondering tell you the names of those 
most familiar to him ; for they seem to have all interchanged 
sites and altitudes, and Black Benhun himself, the Eagle- 
Breeder, looks so serenely in his rainbow, that you might 
almost mistake him for Ben Louey or the Hill of Hinds. 

Have you not seen sunsets in which tlie mountains were 
imbedded in masses of clouds all burning and blazing — ysEi, 
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blaziug — with unimaginable mixtures of all tlie coloiu'S that 
ever were born — intensifying into a glory that absolutely 
became insupportable to the soul as insufferable to the eyes — 
and that left the eyes for hourB after you had retreated from 
the supernatural scene, even when shut, all filled with floating 
films of cross-lights, cutting the sky-imagery into gorgeous 
fragments? And were not the raountaiiis of such sunsets, 
whether they wei* of land or of cloud, sufficiently vast for yonr 
utmost capacities and powers of delight and joy longing 1 
commune with the Kegion then felt to be in very truth 
Heaven? Nor could the spirit, entranced in admiration, ci 
ceive at that moment any Heaven beyond — while the seni 
themselves seemed to have bad given them a revelation, that 
aa it was created could be felt but by an immortal spirit. 

It elevates our being to be in the body near the sky — at 
once on earth and in heaven. In the body ? Yes — we feel 
at once fettered and free. In Time we wear our fetters, and 
heavy though they be, and painfully riveted on, seldom do we 
welcome Death coming to strike them off — but groan at eif ' 
of the executioner. In eternity we believe that all is spiritual 
— and in that belief, which doubt sometimes shakes but to 
prove that its foundation lies rooted far down below all earth- 
quakes, endurable is the sound of dust to dust. Poets speak 
of the spirit, whUe yet in the flesh, blending, mingling, being 
absorbed in the great forms of the outward imiverse, and they 
speak as if such absorption were celestial and divine. But ii 
not tliis a material creed ? Let Imagination beware how sin 
seeks to glorify the objects of the senses, and having glorified 
them, to elevate them into a kindred being with our own, 
exalting them that we may claim with them that kindred being, 
as if we belonged to them and not they to us, forgetting that 
they are made to perish, we to live for everl 

But let us descend the mountain by the side of this torrent 
What a splendid series of translucent pools 1 We carry " The 
Excursion" in our pocket, for the use of our friends ; but our 
own presentation- copy ia here — we have gotten it by heart. 
And it does our heart good to hear ourselves recite. Listen, 
ye Naiads, to the famous pictm-e of the Ram : — 

" Thus having reacli'J a bridge, that overarch'd 
The hasty rivulet, where it lay hecalm'd 
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In a deep pool, bj h»pp7 diuioe we law 

A twofold image ; on ■ gnssj book 

A anow-white fiam, uid im the CTTStal Aood 

Another and the same ! Moat botutUol 

On the green tnr^ with hia imperial front 

Shaggy and bold, and wreathjed horns saperb^ 

The breatliiDg creature stood ; as beantifiil 

Beneath him, show'd his shadowy coanterpart ; 

TjAcit had his glowing monntains, each his Ay, 

And each seem'd centre of his own fiur wotU. 

Antipodes nnconEcions of each other. 

Yet, in partition, with their several sfdieres 

Blendeil in perfect stillness to onr sight. 

Ah ! what a pity wem it to disperse 

Or to distnrb so &ir a spectade, 

And yet a breath can do it." i 

Oh 1 that the Solitary, and the Pedlar, and the Poet, and tha . 
Prieat and his Lady, were here to see a sight more gloriona 
far than that illustrious and visionary Ram. Two Christopher 
Norths — as Highlaod chieftains — in the Royal Tartan — one 
bnming in the air — the other in the water — two stationary 
meteors, each Beeming native to its owu element 1 Tliis set- 
ting the heather, that the linn on. fire — this ablaze with war, 
that tempered into truce ; wliile the Sun, astonied at the spec- 
tacle, nor knowing the refulgent Buhs tan ce from the resplendent 
shadow, bids the clouds lie still in heaven, and the winds ail 
hold their breath, that exulting nature may be permitted for 
a little while to enjoy the miracle she unawares has wrought 
— alas ! gone as she gazes, and gone for ever ! Our bonnet 
has tumbled into the Pool — and Christopher — like the Ram in 
" The Excursion " — stands shorn of hie beams— no better 
worth looking at than the late Laird of Macnab, 

Now, since the truth must he told, that was bnt a Flight of 
Fancy — and our apparel is more hke that of a Lowland Quaker 
than a Highland chief. 'Tis all of a snuffy brown — an excel- 
lent colour for hiding the dirt. Single-breasted our coatee — 
and we are in shorts. Were onr name to be imposed by our 
hat, it would be Sir Cloudesly Shovel. On our bact a wallet 
— and in our hand the Crutch. And thus, not without occa- 
sional alarm to the cattle, though we hurry e 
stalking along the sward and swimming across the stream, 
and leaping over the quagmires — hy no means nnlike that 
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eitmordinary pedestrian who ha.s been accompanying ue for 
the last half-hour, far overhead up-by yonder, as if he meant 
mischief; but he wUl find that we are up to a trick or two, and 
not easily to be done brown by a native, a Cockney of Cloud- 
Land, a long-legged awkward fellow with a head like a dragon 
and prond of his red plnah, in that country called thunder-and- 
lightning breeches, hot very, one would think, in such sultry 
weather— but confound ua if he has not this moment atript 
them off, and be not pnrsuing his journey in pans naturaUbua 
— yes, as naked as the minute ho was bom — our Shadow on 
the Clouds 1 

The Picture of the Ram has been declared by sumphs in 
search of the sublime to border on the Burlesque. They for- 
get that a aumph may just as truly be said to border on a aage. 
All things in heaven and on earth, mediately and immediately, 
border on one another — much depends on the way you look at 
them — and Poets, who are strange creatures, often love to 
enjoy and display their power by bringing the burlesque into 
tlie region of the sublime. Of what breed was the Tup ? 
Cheviot, Leicester, Southdown ? Had he gained the Cup at 
the Great North Show? We believe not, and that his owner 
saw in him simply a fine specimen of an ordinary breed — a 
shapely and useful animal. In size he was not to be named 
on the same day with the famous Ram of Derby, " whose tail 
was made a rope, sir, to toll the market-bell." Jason would 
have thought nothing of him compared with the Golden Fleece. 
The Sun sees a superior sire of flocks aa he enters Aries. 
Sorry are we to say it, but the truth must be spoken, he was 
somewhat bandy-legged, and rather coarse in the wool. But 
heaven, earth, air, and water conspired to glorify him, as the 
Poet and his friends chanced to come upon him at the Poo!, 
and, more than them all united, the Poet's own soul ; and a 
sheep that would not have sold for fifty shillings, became Lord 
Paramount of two worlds, hia regal mind all the time nncon- 
scions of its empiry, and engrossed with the thought of a few 
score silly ewes. 

Seldom have we seen so serene a day. It seems to have 

Iain in one and the same spirit over all the Highlands. We 

been wandering since sunrise, and 'tis now near sunset; 

yet not an hour without a visible heaven in all the Lochs. In 

the pure element overflowing so many spacious voles and 
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gleiiB prorountl, the great and stem objects of nature have all 
day long been looking more sublime or more beautiful ' 
reflected ahadowe, invested with one universal peace. 
momentary eranescence of all that imagery at a breath touches 
UB with the thought that all it rspresent^, steadfast as seems 
its endurance, will as utterly paas away. Such visions, when 
gazed on iu that wondrons depth and parity on a Blill slow- 
moving day, always inspire some sach feeling as this ; anJ 
we sigh to think how transitory must he all things, when 
the setting sun is seen to sink beliind the mountain, and 
alt the golden pomp at the same instant to evanish from 
the Loch. 

Evening is preparing to let fall her shades — and Nature, 
cool, fresh, and unwearied, is lajing herself down for a few 
hours' sleep. There had been a long strong summer drought, 
and a week ago you wonld liave pitied — ahsolntely pitied tbe 
poor Highlands. You missed the cottage-girl with her pitcher 
at the well iu the brae, for the spring scarcely trickled, and the 
water-cresBOB were yellow before their time. Many a dancing 
hill-stream was dead — only here and tliere one stronger than 
her sisters attempted a pas-teul over the shelving rooks ; bat 
all choral movements and melodies forsook the mountains, 
still and silent as so much painted canvass. WaterfaUe first 
tamed their thunder, then listened alarmed to their own echoes, 
wailed themselves away into diminutive murmurs, gasped for 
life, died, and were buried at the feet of the green slippery 
prc>ci]iiuci. Tarns sank into moors; and there was the voioe 
of wnoiiiriK Imiird and low lament among the water-lilies. 
Ay, iiililliiiii iif pretty flowerets died in their infancy, even on 
thoir tiiotliitr'ii lirunst; the bee fainted in the desert for want 
of the hoiioy-ihiw, and the ground-cella of industry were 
hnshoil bolow the hoatlier. Cattle lay lean on the brownness 
of a bundrad hills, and the hoof of the red-deer lost its fleet- 
ness. Along the shores of lochs great fitooes appeared, within 
what for oenturie 1 d b the lowest water-mark ; and 
wholo bays, one b I i beautiful with reed- pointed 

wavelets, became pa, ru k d and seamed, or msthng in 

the aridity with 1 p to the sugh of the passing 

wind. On the sh f b alone you beheld no change. 

The tides ebbed 1 fl d as before — the small billows 
racing over the 1 sa d to the same goal of shells, or 
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I olimbiog up to the same wiUlflowers that batlie the foundation 

I of some old castle belonging to the ocean. 

But the windows of heaven were opened, — and, like giants 
reireshed with mountain- dew, the rivers flung themselves 
over the cliffs with roais of thunder. The autumnal woods 
are fresher than those of summer. The mild harvest-moon 
will yet repair the evil done by tie outrageous sun ; and, in 
the giacioua after-growth, the green earth far and wide re- 
joices as in spring. Like people that have bidden themselves 
in caves when their native land was oppressed, out gush the 
torrents, and descend with songs to the plain. The hill- 
oountry is itself again when it heara the voice of streams. 
Magiiificent army of mists! whose array encompasses islands 
of the sea, and who still, as thy glorious vanguard keeps de- 
ploying among the glens, roUest on in silence more sublime 
than the trampling of the feet of horses, or the sound of the 
wheels of chariots, to the heath-covered mountains of Scotland, 
we bid thee bail ! 

In all our wanderings through the Highlands, towards night 
we have always found ourselves at homo. What though no 
human dweUing was at hand? We cared not — for we oonld 
find a bedroom among the casual indiuationa of rocks, and of 
all curtains the wild-brier forms itself into the most gracefully- 
festooned draperies, letting in green light alone from the 
intercepted stars. Many a cave we know of — cool by day, 
and warm by night — how they happen to be so, we cannot 
tell — where no man but ourselves ever slept, or ever will 
sleep ; and soroetiines, on startling a doe at evening in a 
thicket, we have lain down in her lair, and in our slumbers 
beard the rain pattering on the roofing birk-tree, but felt not 
one drop on our face, till at dawning we struck a shower of 
diamonds from the fragrant tresses. But to-night we shall 
not need to sleep among the sylvans ; for our Tail has pitched 
our Tent on the Moor — and is now sweeping the mountain 
with telescope for sight of oiir descending feet. HarkI signal- 
guD and bagpipe hail om- advent, and the Pyramid brightens 
in its joy, independent of the sunlight, that has left but one 
streak in the sky. 
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Yeb! all we haTe to do is to let down tbeir lida — to will what 
oar eyes sliall eee — and, lot there it is — a creation I Day 
dawna, and for our delight in Boft illumiDation from the dim 
obscure floats slowly up a visionary loch — island after island 
evolving itself into settled atateliaesa above its trembling 
shadow, till, from the overpowering beauty of the wide con- 
fiiBion of woods and waters, we seek relief, hut find none, in 
gazing on the sky ; for the east is in all the glory of sunrise, 
and the heads and the names of the mountaias are nncerfciin 
among the gorgeous colouring of the clonds. Would that we 
were a painter 1 Oh 1 how we should dash on the day and 
interlace it with night I TJiat chasm should be filled with 
enduring gloom, thicker and thicker, nor the sun himself suf- 
fered to assuage the sullen spirit, now lowering and threaten- 
ing there, as if portentous of earthquake. Danger and fear 
should be made to hang together for ever on those cliffs, and 
half-way up the precipice be fixed the restless cloud ascending 
from the abyss, so that in imagination you could not choose 
but hear the cataract. The Shadows should seera to be 
stalking away like evil spirits before angels of light — for at 
our bidding the Splendours should prevail against them, 
deploying from the gates of Heaven beneath the banners of 
mom. Tet the whole picture should be harmonious as a 
hymn — as a hymn at once sublime and sweet — serene and 
solemn ; nor should it not be felt as even cheerful — and some- 
times as if there were about to be merriment iu Nature's 
heart — for the multitude of the isles should rejoice — and the 
new-woko waters look as if they were waiting for the breezes 
to enliven them into waves, and weaiied of rest to be longing 
for the motion already beginning to rustle by fits along the 
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sylvan shoreB. Perhaps a deer or two — bat we have opened a 
comer of the fringed cnrtajna of our eyes — the idsa is gone 
— and Turner or Thomson must ti-ansfer from our paper to his 
canvass the imperfect outline — for it is no more — and make us 
a present of the finished pictare. 

Strange that, with all our love of nature and of art, we 
never were a Painter. True that in boyhood we were no 
contemptible hand at a Lion or a Tiger — and sketches by us 
of such cats springing or prepajing to spring in keelivine, 
dashed off some fifty or sixty years ago, might well make 
Edwin Landseer stare. Even yet we are a sort of Salvator 
Bosa at a savage scene, and our black-lead pencil heaps up 
confused shatterings of rooks, and flings a mountainous region 
into convulsions, as if an earthquake heaved, in a way that is 
no canny, making people shudder as if something had gone 
wrong with this planet of ours, and creation were falling back 
into chaos. But we love scenes of beautiful repose too pro- 
foundly ever to dream of "transferring them to canvass." 
Such employment would be felt by us to be desecration — 
though we look with deliglit on the work when done by 
others — the picture without the proceas — the product of 
genius without thought of its mortal instruments. We work 
in words, and words are, in good truth, images, feelings, 
thoughts ; and of these the outer world, as well as the inner, 
is composed, let materialists say what they will. Prose is 
poetry — we have proved that to the satisfaction of all man- 
kind. Look I we beseech you — liow a little Loch seems to 
rise up with its tall heronry — a central isle — and all its sylvan 
braes, till it lies almost on a level with the Soor of our Cave, 
from which io three minutes we could hobble on our ciutch 
down the inclining greensward to the Bay of Waterlilies, and 
in that canoe be afloat among the Swans. All birches — not 
any other kind of tree — except a few pines, on whose tops 
the large nests repose — and here and there a still bird stand- 
ing as if asleep. What a place for Roes 1 

The great masters, were their eyes to fall on our idle words, 
might haply smile — not contemptuously — on our ignorance of 
art — but graciously on our knowledge of nature. All we 
have to do, then, is to learn the theory and practice of art — 
Rud assuredly we should forthwith set about doing so, had we 
any reasonable prospect of living long enough to open an 
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ezliibition of pictures from our own easel. As it is, we mnst 
be contented witli that Gtallery, riolier than the Loavre, wliicb 
our imagi nation has fumiabed with masterpieces beyond all 
price or purchase — many of them touched with her own 
golden finger, the rest the work of high but not superior 
bands. Imagination, who limns in air, has none of those dif- 
ficulties to contend with that always beset, and often baffle, 
artists in oils or waters. At a breath she can modify, alter, 
obliterate, or restore ; at a breath she can colour vacuity with 
rainbow hues — crown the cliff with its castle — swing the 
drawbridge over the gulf profound — throiigb a night of wooda 
roll the river along on its moonlit reach — by fragmentary 
cinctures of mist and cloud, so girdle one mountain that it 
has the power of a hundred — giant rising above giant, far 
and wide, as if the mighty multitude, in magnificent and 
triumphant disorder, were indeed scaling heaven. 

To speak more prosaically, every true and accepted lover 
of nature regards hor with a painter's as well as a iwet's eye. 
He breaks not down any scene rudely, and with " many an 
oft-repeated stroke;" but unconsciously and insensibly he 
tranafigiires into Wholes, and all day long, from mora till 
dewy eve, he is preceded, aa he walks along, by landscapeB 
retinng in their perfection, one and all of them the birth of 
his own inapired spirit. All non-essentials do of themseljes 
drop off and disappear — all the characteristics of the scenery 
range themselves round a centre recognised by the inner 
sense that cannot err — and thus it is that " beauty pitches 
bar teota before him " — that subUmity companions the pilgrim 
in the waste wilderness — and grandeur for his sake keeps 
slowly sailing or settling in the clouds. With such pictures 
has our Gallery been so thickly hung round for many yean, 
that we have often thought there was not room for one othK 
single irame ; yet a vacant space has always been found for 
every new chef-d'eeutre that came to add itseK to our coUeo- 
tion — and the Ught from that cupola so distributes itself that 
it falls wherever it is wanted — wherever it ia wanted not how 
tender the shadow 1 or how solemn the gloom I 

Why, we are now in Glen-Etive — and sitting with our 
sketch-book at the mouth of our Tent. Our oft-repeated pas- 
sionate prayer, 

"0, for a lodge in some vast wilderness 1" 
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baa once more, after more than twenty years' absence, in this 
haunt of our fanciful youtb and imaginative manhood, been 
granted, and Christopher, he thinks, could again bound along 
these cliSs like a deer. Ay, well-nigh quarter of a century 
has elapsed sines we pitched this self-same snow-white Tent 
amid the purple heather, by the Linn of Dee. How fleetly 
goes winnowing on the air even the weariest waring of Time's 
care-laden wings 1 A few yellow weather- stains are on the 
canvass — but the pole is yet sound — or call it rather mast— 
for we have hoisted our topgallant, 

" And lo ! the silver croaa, to Scotland dear," 

languidly lifts itself up, an ineffectual streamer, in the fitful 
morning breezes 1 

Bold son, or bright daughter of England ! bast thou ever 
seen a Scottish Thrissle? What height are you — Captain 
of the Grenadier Guards ? " Six feet four on my stocking- 
soles." Poo — a dwarf I Stand up with your back to that 
stalk. Tour head does not reach above his waist — he hangs 
high over yon — "his radious croun of rubies." There's a 
Flower 1 dear to Lady Nature above all others, Having and 
excepting the Rose, and he ie the Eoae's husband — the 
Guardian Genii of the land consecrated the Union, and it has 
been blest. Eyeing the sun like an angry star that will not 
Buffer eclipse either from light or shadow — ^but burns proudly 
— fiercely — in its native lustre — storm -brightened, and un- 
dishevelled by the tempest in which it swings. See 1 it stoops 
beneath the blast within reach of your hand. Grasp it ere it 
recoil aloft ; and your hand will be as if it had crushed a 
sleeping wasp-swarm. But you cannot crush it — to do that 
would require a giant with an iron glove. Then Jet it alone 
to dally with the wind, and th& sun, and the rain, and the 
snow — all alike dear to its spears and rubies; and as you 
look at the armed lustre, you will see a beautiful emblem and 
a stately of a people's warlike peace. The stalk indeed is 
slender, but it sways without daiiger of breaking in the blast ; 
in the calm it reposes as gently as the gowan at its root. 
The softest leaf that enfolds in silk the sweetest flower of the 
garden, not greener than those that sting not if hut tenderly 
yon touch them, for they are green as the garments of the 
Fairies that dance by moonlight round the Symbol of old 
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Scotland, and unohristened creatures though they tlie Fairiea 
be, they pray heavea to let fall on the Awful Turibsle all 
the health and happiaeeB that are in the wholeBome stars. 

The dawn is softly — alonly — stealing upon day ; for the 
uprisen sun, though here the edge of his disc as yet he invi- 
sible, is diffusing abroad " the sweet hour of prime," and all 
the eastern region is tinged with crimson, faiiit and fine aa 
that which sleeps within the wreaths of the sea-sounding 
aiiella. Hark 1 the eagle's earliest cry, yet in his eyrie. 
Another hour, and he and his giaot mate will be seen spirally 
ascending the skies, in many a glorious gyration, tuloring 
their offspiing to dally with the sunshine, that, when their 
plumes are stronger, they may dally with the storm, 0, 
Forest of Dainess ! how sweet is thy name 1 Hundreds of 
red-deer are now lying half-aaleep among the fern and heather, 
with their antlers, could our eyes now behold thein, motion- 
less as the biroh-tree branohes with which they are blended 
in their lair. At the signal-belling of their king, a hero UQ- 
Gooqaered in a hundred fights, the whole herd rises at ouco 
like a grove, and with their stately heads lifted alofl on the 
weather- gleam, snuff the sweet scent of the morning air, far 
and wide surchargefl with the honey-dew yet unmelting on 
the heather, and eye with the looks of Hberty the glad day- 
light that mantles the Black Mount with a many -coloured 
garment. Ha 1 the first plunge of the salmon in the Eowan- 
tree Pool. There again he shoots into the air, white as 
silver, fresh run from the sea ! For Loch-Etive, you mnst 
know, is one of the many million arms of Ocean, and bright 
now are rolling in the billows of the far-heaving tide. Musio 
meet for such a mora and such mountains. Straight stretches 
the glen for leagues, and tlien, bending through the blue gloom, 
seems to wind away with one sweep into infinitode. The 
Great Glen of Scotland — Glen-More itself — is not grander. 
But the Great Glen of Scotland is yet a living forest, Glen- 
Etive has few woods or none— -and the want of them is snb- 
lime. For centuries ago pines and oaks in the course of 
nature all perished ; and they exist now but in tradition 
wavering on the tongues of old harda, or deep down in the 
mosses show their black trunks to the light, when the torrents 
join the river in spate, and the moor divulges its secrets as in 
an earthquake. Sweetly sung, thou small, brown, moorland 
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bird, tliough thy song be but a twitter I And true to tLy 
time — even to a balmy minute — art thou, with thy velvet 
tunic of black striped with yeUow, as thou windeat thy small 
but not sullen horn — by ub called in our pride Humble-Bee — 
but not, metliinks, ao very humble, while booming high Id air 
in oft-repeated circles, wondering at our Tent, atid at the flag 
that now unfolds ita gaudy lengtli like a burnished seipent, 
OB if the smell of some far-off darling heather-bed had touched 
thy finest instinct, away thou Qiest straight southward to that 
rich flower-etore, unerringly as the carrier-pigeon wafting to 
distant lands some love-mossage on its wings. Tet humble 
after all thou art ; for all day long, making thy industry thy 
delight, thou retumest at shut of day, cheeri'ul even in tliy 
weariness, to thy ground-cell within the knoll, whereas Fancy 
dreams the Fairies dwell — a Silent People in the Land of Peace. 

And why hast thou, wild singing spirit of the Highland 
Glenorchy, that cheerest the long- withdrawing vale from 
Inveruren to Dalmally, and from Dalmally Church-tower to 
the Old Castle of KUchurn, round whose mouldering turrets 
thou Bweepest with more pensive murmur, till thy name and 
existence are lost in that noble loch — why hast thou never 
bad thy Bard ? "A hundred barda have I had in bygone 
ages," is thy reply ; " but the Sassenach understands not the 
traditionary strains, and the music of the Gaelic poetry is 
wasted on his ear." Songs of wai' and of love are yet awak- 
ened by the shephorda among these lonely braes ; and often 
when the moon rises over Ben-Cruachan, and counts her atten- 
dant etara in soft reflection beneath the still waters of that 
long inland sea, she hears the echoes of harps chiming through 
the silence of departed years. Tradition tells, that on no 
other banks did the fairies so love to thread the mazes of their 
luystio dance, as on the heathy, and brackeny, and oaken 
banks of the Orchy, during the long summer nights when the 
thick-falling dews perceptibly swelled the stream, and lent a 
livelier music to every wateriaU, 

There it was, on a little river-island, that once, whether 
Bleeping or waking we know not, we saw celebrated a Fairy's 
Funeral. First we heard small pipes playhig, as if no bigger 
than hollow rushes that whisper to the night winds j and 
more piteous than aught that trills from earthly instrument 
, was ^e Bcarce audible dirge 1 It seemed to float □ 
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Btream, every foRm-bell emitting a plaintive note, till tlie aiiy 
antliem camo floating over <jiir couch, and tlien aliglited witli- 
ont footatepa among the heather. The pattering of little feet 
was then heard, as if living creatures were an-anging them- 
Belvea in order, and then there was nothing but a more ordered 
hymn. The harmony wae like the melting of musical dew- 
dropB, and sang, without worde, of sorrow and death. We 
opened our eyes, or rather sight came to them when closed, 
and dream was vision 1 Hundreds of creatnres, no tailor than 
the oreat of the lapwing, and all hanging down their veiled 
heads, stood in a circle on a green plat among the rocks ; and 
in the midst was a bier, framed as it seemed of flowers un- 
known to the Highland hills; and on the bier, a Fairy, lying 
with uncovered fiice, pale as the lily, and motionless ae the 
snow. The dirge grew fainter and fainter, and then died 
quite away ; when two of the creatures came from the circle, 
and took their station, one at the bead and the other at the 
foot of the bier. They sang alternate measures, not louder 
than the twittering of the awakened wood-lark before it goes 
up the dewy air, but dolorous and full of the desolation of 
death. The flower-bier stirred ; for tlie spot on which it lay 
sank slowly down, and in a few moments the greensward was 
smooth aa ever — the very dews glittering above the buried 
Fairy. A cloud passed over the moon ; and, with a choral 
lament, the funeral troop sailed duskily away, heard afar off, 
BO still was the midnight solitude of the glen. Then the dis- 
enthralled Orchy began to rejoice as before, through all her 
streams and falls ; and at the sudden leaping of the waters 
and outbursting of the moon, we awoke. 

Age is the season of Imagination, youth of Passion ; and 
having been long young, shall we repine that we are now 
old ? They alone are rich who are full of years — the Lords 
of Time's Treasury are all on the staff of Wisdom ; their 
commissions are enclosed in iiirrows on their foreheads, and 
secured to them for life. Fearless of fate, and far above 
fortune, they hold their heritage by the great charter of nature 
for behoof of all her children who have not, like impatient 
heirs, to wait for their decoaBo ; for every hour dispenses their 
wealth, and their bounty is not a late bequest, but a perpetual 
benefaction. Death hut sanctifies their gifts to gratitude ; 
and their worth is more clearly seen and profoundly felt within 
the solemn gloom of the grave. 
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And said we truly that Age ia the aeaaon of Imagination? 
That Youth ia the season of Passion your own beating and 
bounding hearts now tell you — your own boiling blood. 
Intensity is its characteristic ; and it bums like a flame of 
fire, too often but to consume. Expansion of the soul is ours, 
with all its feelings and aU its " thoughts, that wander through 
eternity;" nor needeth then the spirit to have wings, for 
power is given her, beyond the dove's or the eagle's, and no 
weariness can tonoh her on that heavenward flight. 

Yet we are all of "the earth earthy," and, young and old 
alike, must we love and honour our home. Your eyea are 
bright — ours are dim; but "it is the soul that sees," and 
"thia diurnal sphere" is visible through the mist of tears. 
In. that light how more than beautiful — how holy — appears 
even this world I All sadness, save of sin, is then moat 
sacred ; and sin itself loses its terrors in repentance, which, 
alas I ia seldom perfect but in the near prospect of dissolu- 
tion. For temptation may intercept her within a few feet 
of her expected rest, nay, dash tlie dust from her hand that 
she has gathered from the bnrial-place to strew on her 
head; but Youth sees flowery fields and shining rivers far- 
stretching before her path, and cannot imagine for a moment 
that among hfe's golden raoutitaina there is many a Place of 
Tombs 1 

But let us speak only of this earth — this world — this life — 
and is not Age tlie seaeon of Imagination ? Imagination is 
Memory imbued by joy or sorrow with creative power over 
the past, till it becomes the present, and then, on that vision 
" far off the coming shinea " of the future, till all the spiritual 
realm overflows with light. Therefore was it that, in illu- 
mined Greece, Memory waa called the Mother of the Muses ; 
and how divinely indeed they sang around her as she lay in 
the pensive shade 1 

You know the words of Milton — 

" Til! old experience doth attain 
To something Eke pro-phetic strain ;" 

and yon know, while reading them, that Experience ia con- 
Bumraate Memory, Imagination wide as the world, another 
name for Wisdom, all one with Genius, and in its "prophetio 
strain " — Inspiration. 
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We would fain lower oar tone — and on tliie tlieme speak 
like wliat we are, one of the liumblest childrea of Mother 
Earth. We caunot leap now twenty-three feet on level 
groDDd (our utraoat might be twenty-three inches), neverthe- 
lesB we could " put a girdle round the globe in forty minutes," 
— ay, in halfan hour, were we not unwilling to dispirit ArieL 
^Vhat are feats doue in the flesh and by the muscle ? At first, 
worms though we be, we cannot even crawl ; — disdainful 
next of that aoquirement, we creep, and are distanced by the 
earwig; — pretty larabs, we then totter to the terror of our 
deep-bosomed dames — (ill the welkin rings with admiration 
to behold, sans leading-strings, the weanlings walk ; — like 
wildfire then we run, for we have found the use of our feet ; 
— like wild-geese then we fly, for we may not doubt we have 
wings ; — in car, ship, balloon, the lords of earth, sea, aud sky, 
and univerHal nature. The car runs on a post — the ship on a 
rock — the " air hath bubbles as the water hath " — the balloon 
is one of theui, and bursts like a bladder — and we become 
the prey of sharks, surgeons, or sextons. Where, pray, in all 
this is there a single symptom or particle of Imagination ? 
It is of Passion " all compact." 

True, this is not a finishtjd picture-^'tis but a slight sketch 
of the season of Youth ; bat paint it as you will, and if faith- 
ful to nature you will find Passion in plenty, and a dearth of 
Imagination. Nor is the season of Youth therefore to be pitied 
— for Passion respires and expires in bliss ineffable, aud go 
far from being eloquent as the unwise lecture, it is mute as a 
fish, and merely gasps. In Youth we are the creatures, the 
slaves of the senses. But the bondage is borne exullingly in 
spite of its severity ; for ere long we come to discern through 
the dust of our own raising, the pinnacles of towers and tem- 
ples serenely ascending iuto the akies, high and holy places 
for rule, for rest, or for religion, where as kings we may reign, 
as priests minister, as saints adore. 

We do not deuy, excellent youth, that to your eyes and ears 
beautiful and sublime are the sights and sounds of Nature — 
and of Art her Angel. Enjoy thy pupilage, as we enjoyed 
ours, and deliver thyself up withouten dread, or with a holy 
dread, to the gloom of woods, where night for ever dwells — 
to the glory of skies, where mom seems enthroned for ever. 
^^^^^^ Coming and going a thoasand and a thousand times, yeti^^ 
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its familiar beauty, ever new sb a dream — let thy Boal span 
the heavena with the rainbow. Ask thy heart in the wilder- 
ness if that " thunder, heard remote," be from cloud or cata- 
ract ; and ere it can reply, it may shudder at the shuddering 
moor, and your flesh creep upon your bones, as the heather 
Beems to creep on the bent, with tie awe of a passing eailh- 
quake. Let the sea-mew be thy guide up the glen, if thy 
delight be in pence profonnder than ever sat with her on the 
lull of summer waves I For the inland loch seems but fi 
vale overflowing with wondrous light — and realities they all 
look, these trees and pastures, and rocks and bills, and 
clouds — not softened images, as they are, of realities that are 
almost stem even in tlieir beanty, and in their sublimity over- 
awing; look at yon precipice that dwindles into pebbles the 
granite blocks that choke up the sLore ! 

Now all this, and a million times mori than all this, have 
we too done in our Youth, and yet 'tis all nothing to what we 
do whenever we will it in our Age. For almost all that is 
passion; spiritual passion indeed — and as all emotions are 
akin, they all work with, and into one another's hands, and, 
however remotely related, recognise and welcome one another, 
like Highland cousins, whenever they meet. Imagination is 
not the Faculty to stand aloof from the rest, but gives the 
one hand to Fancy and the other to Feeling, and xeU to Pas- 
sion, who is often so swallowed up in himself as to seem 
blind to their vis-d-vis, till all at once he hugs all the Three, as 
if he were demented, and as suddenly sporting dos-d-dos — is 
off on a gallopade by himself right slick away over the moun- 
tain-tops. 

To the senses of a schoolboy a green sour crab is as a 
golden pippin, more delicious than any pine-apple — the tree 
which he climbs to pluck it seems to grow in the garden of 
Eden — and the parish, moorland though it be, over which 
lie is let loose to play — Paradise. It is barely possible there 
may be such a substance as matter, hut all its qualities worth 
having are given it by mind. By a necessity of nature, then, 
we are all poets. We all make the food we feed on ; nor is 
jealousy, the green-eyed monster, the only wretch who dis- 
colours and deforms. Every evil thought does bo — every 
good thought gives fresh lustre to the gi-aas — to the flowers 
— to the stars. And as the faculties of sense, after becoming 
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finer and more fine, do tlien, because that tbey are earthly, 
gradually Iobo tlieir power, the faculties of the soul, because 
that they are heavenly, become then more and more and more 
independent of such ministrations, and continue to deal with 
images, aod with ideas which are diviuer than images, nor 
care for either partial or total eclipse of the daylight, conver- 
sant as they are, and familiar with a more resplendent — a 
spiritual universe. 

You still look incredulous and unconvinced of the tmth of 
our position — but it was established in our first three para- 
graplis ; and the rest, though proofs too, are intended merely 
for illustrations. Age alone understands the language of old 
Mother Earth — for Age alone, from his own experience, can 
imagine its meaninga in trouble or in rest — often mysterionB 
enough even to him in all conscience — but intelligible though 
inarticulate — nor always inarticulate ; for thongh sobs and 
sighs are rife, and whispers and murmurs, and groans and 
gurgling, yea, sometimes yells and cries, as if the old Earth 
were undergoing a violent death — yet many a time and oft, 
within these few years, have we heard her slowly syllabling 
words out of the Bible, and as in listening we looked up to 
the sky, the fised stars responded to their truth, and, like 
Mercy visiting Despair, the Moon bore it into the heart of 
the stormy clouds. 

And are there not now — have there never been young 
Poets ? Many ; for Passion, so tossed as to leave, perhaps to 
give, the sufferer power to reflect on his ecstasy, grows poeti- 
cal because creative, and loves to express itself in " Prose or 
numerous verse," at once its nutriment and relief. Nay, 
Nature sometimes gifts her children with an imaginative 
spirit, that, from slight experiences of passion, rejoices to 
idealise intentions, and incidents, and characters all coloured 
by it, or subject to its sway ; and these are Poets, not with 
old heads on young shoulders, but with old hearts in young 
bosoms ; yet such premature genius seldom escapes blight, 
the very springs of life are troubled, atid its possessor sinks, 
pines, fades, and dies, 80 was it with Chatterton and 
Keats. 

It may be, after all, that we have only proved Age to be 
the strongest season of Imagination ; and if so, we have 
proved all we wish, for we seek not to deny, but to vindioMe. 
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Knowledge is power to tlie poet as it ia power to all men — 
aud iudeed without Art and Science what is Poetry ? With- 
out cultivation tlie faculty divine can iiave but imperfect 
vision. The inner eye is dependent on the outward eye long 
femiliar with materikl objects — a finer sense, cognisant of 
BpirittialitieB, but acquired by the soul from coiiataat com- 
munion with shadows — innate tlie capacity, but awakened 
into power by gracious intercourse with Nature. Thus Mil- 
ton saw — after he became blind. 

But know that Age is not made up of a multitude of years 
— though that be the vulgar reckoning — but of a multitude 
of experiences ; and that a man at thirty, if good for much, 
must be old. How long be may continue in the prime of 
Age, God decrees ; many men of the most magnificent minds 
— for example, Michael Angelo— have been all-glorioua in 
power and majesty at fourscore and upwards ; but one drop 
of water on the brain can at any boor make it barren as 
desert duat. So can great griefs. 

Yestreen we had rather a bard bout of it in the Tent — the 
Glenlivet was pithy — and our Tail sustained a total over- 
throw. They are snoring as if it still were midnight. And 
is it thus that we sportsmen spend our time on the Moors ? 
Yet while " so many of out poorest subjects are yet asleep," 
let us re-point the nib of our pen, and in the eye of the sweet- 
breathed Qiomiag — moralise. 

Well-nigh quarter a century, -we said, is over and gone 
since by the Linn of Dee we pitched — on that famoua excur- 
sion — THE Tent, Then was the genesis of that white witch 



e some tall Palm her noiseless fabric grew 1 " 
Nay, not noiseless — for tie deafest wight that ever strove to 
hear with hie mouth wide open, might have sworn that he 
heard the sound of ten thousand hammers. Neither grew she 
like a Palm — but like a Bany-an-tree. Ever as she threw 
forth branches from her great unexhausted stem, they were 
borne down by the weight of their own beauty to the soil — 
the deep, black rich soil in which she grew, originally sown 
there by a bird of Paradise, that dropt the seed from her beak 
as she sailed along in the sunshiny ether — aud every limberest 
apray there again taking root, reascended a stately scion, and 
n ceaselessly through all the hours, each in itself a spring- 
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seuoQ, till the figurative words of MiltoD have been fal- 

filled,— 

" Her ftrnia 

Bnuching so broad and long, that in the ground 
The h«uded twigs take root, and daughters grow 
About the motlier tree, a piliar'd shade 
High overarch'd, and echoing walks between ; 
Tliere oft the Ettrick Shepherd, ehunning beat, 
Shelten in coo], tuid teadu hia pasturing herds 
At loopholes cut through tliickeflt shade." 

But, ahifl 1 for tlie Odotitiat ! He, the " Delicim genera 
Humam," is dead. The best af all the Biehopa of Bristol is no 
more. Maneel had not a tithe of his wit — nor Kaye a tithe 
of his wisdom. And can it be that we have not yet edited 
" HiB Remains 1 " " Alaa I poorTorickl" If Hamlet could 
amile even with the skull of the Jester in his hands, whom 
when a princely boy he had loved, hanging on bis neck manj 
a thousand times, why may not we, in our mind's eye seeing 
that mirthful faco " quite chap-fallen," and hearing as 5 
dismally deadened by the dust, the voice that " so often set 
our table on a roarl " Dr Parr's wig, too, is all out of frizzle; 
a heavier shot has dishevelled its horsehair than ever was 
sent from the Shepherd's gun; no more shall it be mistaken 
for owl a-blink on the mid-day bough, or ptarmigan basking 
in the sun high up among the regions of the snow. It has 
vanished, with other lost things, to the Moon ; and its image 
alone remains for the next edition of the celebrated treatise 
" De Rebus Deperditii," a suitable and a welcome frontispiece, 
transferred thither by the engraver's cunning from the first of 
those Eight Tomes that might make the Trone tremble, laid 
on the shoulders of Atlas who threatens to put down the 
Globe, by the least judicious and the most unmerciful of 
editors that ever imposed upon the light living the heavy 
dead — John Johnson, late of Birmingham, Fellow of the 
Boyal Society, and of the Eoyal CoUege of Physicians, whose 
practice is duller than that of all Death's doctors, and his 
prescriptions in that preface unchristianly severe. ODoherty, 
likewise, has been gathered to his fathers. The Standard- 
bearer has lowered his colours before the foe who alone is in- 
vincible. The Ensign, let us not fear, has been advanced to 
a company without purchase, in the Celestials ; the Adjutant 
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lias got a Staff appointment. Tims was lately rumoured to be 
in a galloping con sumption ; but tLe very terms of the report, 
about ono bo sedontaiy, were suEScient to give it the lie. 
Though puny, he is far from being unwell ; and stil! engaged 
in polishing tea-spoons and other plated articles, at a rate 
cheaper than travelling gypsies do horn. Prince Leopold is 

now King of the Belgians but we nmst put an end in 

the Tent to that portentous ^uore. 

" Arise, awake, or be for ever fallen ' " 

Ho — bo 1 gentlemen — bo you have had the precaution to 
sleep in your clotlies. The aun, like Maga, is mounting 
higher and higher in heaven ; so let us, we beseech you, to 
breakfast, and then off to the Moors. 

"Substantial breakfast I" by Dugald Dim, and by Donald 
Eoy, and by Hamish Bhan — ^heaped up like icebergs round 
the pole. How nobly btanda in the centre that ten-gallon 
Cask of Glenlivet 1 Proud is that Kound to court his shade. 
That twenty-pound Salmon lies beneath it even as yesterday 
he lay beneath the clilT, while a column of light falls fi'om him 
on that Grouse-Pie. Is not that Ham beautifiil in the calm 
consciousness of his protection? That Tongue mutely 
eloquent in his praise ? Tap him with your knuckles, tenderly 
as if you loved him — and that with all your heart and soul 
you do — and is not the response firm as from the trunk of the 
gnarled oak ? He is yet " Virgin of Proserpina " — " by Jove " 
he is; no wanton lip has ever touched his mouth so chaste; 
ao knock out the bung, and let us hear him gurgle. With 
diviner music does he fill the pitcher, and with a diviner 
liquidity of light than did ever Naiad from fount of Helicon or 
Castaly, pour into classic urn gracefully uplifted by Grecian 
damsel to her graceful head, and borne away, with a thanks- 
giving hymn, to her bower in the chve-grove. 

All eggs are good eating ; and 'tis a vulgar heresy wliich 
holds that those laid by sea-fowl have a fieby taste. Tlie egg 
of the Sew-mew is exceeding sweet ; so is that of the Gull. 
Pleasant is even the yolk of the Cormorant — in the north of 
England ycleped the Scarth, and in the Lowlands of Scotland 
the Black Byntor. Try a Black Byuter's .egg, my dear hoy; 
for though not newly laid, it has since May been preserved in 
butter, and is as fresh as a daisy after a shower. Do not be 
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afraid of stumbling on a brace of embryo Black Bynters in 
the interior of the globe, for by its weight we pronounce it 
an egg in no peril of parturition. You may now smack your 
lips, loud as if you were smacking your palms, for that yellow 
morsel was unknown to Vitellius. Don't crush the shelly 
but throw it into the Etive, that the Fairies may find it at 
night, and go dancing in the fragile but buoyant canoe, in 
fits of small shrill laughter, along with the foam-bells over 
the ebb-tide Rapids above Connal's raging Ferry. 

The salmon is in shivers, and the grouse-pie has vanished 
like a dream. 

" So fades, so languishes, grows dim, and dies, 
All that this world is proud of ! " 

Only a goose remains ! and would that he too were gone to 
return no more ; for he makes us an old man. No tradition sur- 
vives in the Glen of the era at which he first flourished. He 
seems to have belonged to some tribe of the Anseres now ex- 
tinct ; and as for his own single individual self, our senses tell us, 
in a language not to be misinterpreted, that he must have be- 
come defunct in the darkness of antiquity. But nothing can be 
too old for a devil — so at supper let us rectify him in Cayenne. 

Oh ! for David Wilkie, or William Simpson (while we send 
Gibb to bring away yonder Shieling and its cliff), to paint a 
picture — coloured, if possible, from the life^-of the Interior 
of our airy Pyramid. Door open, and perpendicular canvass 
walls folded up — that settled but cloudy sky, with here its 
broad blue fields, and there its broad blue glimpsing glades — 
this greensward mound in the midst of a wilderness of rock- 
strewn heather — as much of that one mountain, and as many 
of those others, as it can be made to hold — that bright bend 
of the river — a silver bow — and that white-sanded, shelly, 
shingly shore at Loch-Etive Head, on which a troop of Tritons 
are " charging with all their chivalry," still driven back and 
still returning, to the sound of trumpets, of " flutes and soft re- 
corders/' from the sea. On the table, all strewn and scattered 
" in confusion worse confounded," round the Cask, which 

" dilated stands 



Like Teneriffe or Atlas unremoved" 
what " buttery touches " might be given to the 

" reliquias Danaum atque inmitis Acbillei I " 
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Then the camp-beds tidily covered aud arranged along their 
own department of the circle — quaint dresBes hanging from 
loops, all the various apparelling of hunter, shooter, fisher, 
aud forester — rods, baskets, and nets occupying tbeir pic- 
turesque division — fowling-pieces, double and single, rejoicing 
through the oil-smooth brownnesa of their barrels in the 
exquisite workmanship of a MaDton and a Lancaster — Ameri- 
can rifles, with their stocks mora richly silver-chased than 
you could have thought within reach of the arts in that young 
and prosperous land — duok-gtms, whose formidable and fatal 
length had in Lincohishire often swept the fens — and on each 
side of the door, a brass carronade on idle hours to awaken 
the echoes — sitting erect on their hurdies, deer-hound, gi'ey- 
hound, lurcher, pointer, setter, spaniel, varmint, and though 
last, not least, O'Bronts watching Christopher with liis stead- 
fast eyes, slightly raised his large hanging triangular ears, 
his Thesaalian bull dewlaps betokening keen anxiety to be off 
and away to the mountain, aud with a full view of the white 
star on his coal-black breast ; — 

" Plaided and plumed in their birtan array " 
our three chosen Highlanders, chosen for their strength and 
their fleetness from among the prime Children of the Mist — 
and Tickler the Tall, who keeps growing after threescore 
and ten like a stripling, and leaves his mark within a few 
inches of the top of the pole, arrayed in tights of Kendal 
green, bright from the skylight of the inimitable Vallance or 
the matchless Williams — green too hie vest, and greeu aleo 
his tunic — while a green feather in a green bonnet dances 
in its airy splendour, and gold button-holes give at once 
lustre and relief to the glowing verdure (such was Little 
John, when arrayed in all his glory, to walk behind Eobin 
Hood and Maid Marian, as they glided from tree to tree, in 
wait for the faUow-deer in merry Sherwood)— North in his 
Quaker garb — Quaker-like all but in cuffs aud flaps, which, 
when he goes to the Forest-, are not — North, with a figure 
combining in itseH all the strength of a William Penn, sans 
its corpulency, all the agility of a Jem Belcher with far more 
than a Jem Belcher's bottom — with a face exhibiting in rarest 
nnion all the pliilosophy of a Bacon, the benevolence of a 
Howard, the wisdom of a Wordsworth, the fire of a Byron, the 
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gnoaticity of a John Bee, and tbe iip-to-trappiBhnesB com- 
bined not only with perfect honesty, but with hononr brigbt, 
of the Sporting^ Editor of Bell's Life in tonrfoa— and then, 
why if Wilkie or Simpson fail in making a gem of all that, 
they are not the men of genius we took them for, that is fiJ], 
and the art must be at a low ebb indeed in theao kingdoms. 

Well, our Tail has taken wings to itself and fiown away 
with Dugald Dhu and Donald Boy; nnd we, with Hamirfi 
Bhan, with Ponto, Piro, Basta, and O'Bronte, are left by our- 
aeivea in the Tent. Before we proceed farther, it may not be 
much amiss to turn up our little fingers — ^yestreen we wiere 
all a leetle opstropelous — and spermaceti is not a more 
" sovereign remedy for an inward bruise," than is a hair from 
the dog's tail that bit you an antidote to any pus that pro- 
duces rabies in the shape of hydrophobia. Fill up thw quaich, 
Eamish ! a caulker of Milbank can harm no man at any honr 
of the day — at least in the Highlands. Sma' Stell, Hamlsh — 
assuredly Sma' Stell ! 

Ere we start, Hamisb, play us a Gathering — and then a 
Pibroch. " The Campbells are coming" is like a storm from 
the tnouiitoin sweeping Glen-More, that roars beneath the 
hastening hurricane with all its woods. No earthquake like 
that which accompanies the tramphng of ten thousand men. 
So, round that shoulder, Hamish — and away for a mile up the 
Glen — then, turning on your heel, blow till proud might be 
the mother that bore you ; and firom the Tent-mouth Cbria- 
topher will keep smart fire from his Pattereroes, answered by 
all the echoes. Hamish — indeed 



for even now as that cloud — rather thunderous in his aspect- 
settles himself over the Tent — ere five minutes have elapsed — 
a mile off is the sullen sound of the bagpipe I — music which, 
if it rouse you not when heard among tbe reountainB, may 
you henceforth confine yourself to the Jew's harp. Ay, here's 
a claymore — let ns fling away the scabbard — and in upon the 
front rank of the bayoneted muskets, till tbe Saxon array 
reels, or falls just where it has been standing, like a swathe 
of grass. So swept of old the Highlanders — shepherds and 
herdsmen — down the wooded cliffs of tlie pass of KilUecrankiei 
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till Mflckay's red-coata lay redder io blood among the heatlie 
or paaaed away like the lurid fragments of a oloTid. " The 
CampbellB are coming " — and we will charge with the heroes 
in the ^an. The whole clan is maddening along the Moor — 
and Maccallam More himself is at their head. Bat we be- 
seech you, O'Bronte I not to look so like a Hon — and to bush 
in your throat and breast that truly Leoniue growl — for after 
nil, 'tia but a bagpipe with ribands 

"Streaming like meteors to the troubled air," 
and all our martial enthusiasm has evaporated in — wind. 

But let as inspect Brown Bess, Till sixty, we used a single 
barrel. At seventy we took to a double ; — but dang detona- 
tors — we stick to the flint. " Flint," says Colonel Hawker, 
"shoots strongest into the bird." A pe reus sioa - gun ia 
quicker, but flint is fast enough ; and it does, indeed, argue 
rather a confusion than a rapidity of ideas, to find fault with 
lightning for being too slow. With respect to the flash in ' 
pan, it is but a fair warning to ducks, for eaaraple, to dive if 
they can, and get out of the way of mischief It is giving 
birds a chance for their Uvea, and is it not ungenerous to 
grudge it ? When our gun goes to our shoulder, that chance 
is but smal! ; for vrith double-barrel Brown Bess, it ia but a 
word and a blow, — the blow first, and long before you could aay 
Jack Robinson, the gorcock plays thud on the heather. But 
we beg leave to set the question at reat for ever by one single 
clencber. We have killed fifty birds — grouse — at fifty suc- 
cessive shots — one bird only to the shot. And mind, not mere 
pouts — cheepers — for we are no chicken -butch era — hut all 
thumpers — cocks and hens aa big as their parents, and the 
parents themselves likewise ; not one of which fell out of 
bounds {to borrow a phrase from the somewhat silly though 
skilful pastime of pigeon-shooting), except one that suddenly 
soared half-way up to the moon, a,nd then 



and tumbled down stone-dead into a loch. Now, what more 
could have done a detonator in the hands of the devil him- 
self? Satan might have shot aa well, perhaps, as Christopher 
North — better we defy him; and we cannot doubt that his 
detonator — given to him in a present, we believe, by Joe 
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Manton — is a prime article— one of tbe beat erer maaiifactnred 
OQ the percussion system. But wiiat more could be havs 
done? When we had killed our fiftieth bird iu style, we put 
it to the Christian reader, would Dot the odds have been six 
to four on the flicit ? And would not Satan, at the close ot 
tbe match, ten birda behind perhaps, and with a bag sbame- 
fully rich in poor pouts, that would have fallen to the gronnd 
had he but thrown salt on their tails, have looked excessively 
sheepish? True, that in rain or gnow the percussion-look 
will act, from its detonating power, more correctly than the 
common flint-lock, wliich, begging its pardon, will then often 
not act at all ; but that is its only advantage, and we confess 
a great one, especially in Scotland, where it is a libel on the 
country to say that it always rains, for it almost as often 
anowa. However, spite of wind and weather, we are faitbfiil 
to flint ; nor shall any newfangled invention, howsoever in- 
geniouB, wean ua firom our First Love. 

Let not youthful or middle-aged sportsmen — in whose veins 
the blood yet gallops, canters, or trots — despise us, Monsieur 
Vieillard, in whose veins the blood creeps like a wearied 
pedestrian at twilight hardly able to hobble into the wayside 
inn — for thus bo long preferring the steel pen to the steel 
barrel (the style of both is equally polished) — our Bramab to 
our Manton. Those two wild young fellows, Tickler and the 
Admiral, whose united ages araonnt to little more than a cen- 
tury and a half, are already slaughtering their way along the 
mountain-aide, the one on Buaohaille Etive, and the other on 
the Black Mount. But we love not to commit murder long 
before meridian — " gentle lover of Nature " as we are ; so, in 
spit« of the scorn of the more passionate sportsman, we shall 
continue for an hour or two longer inditing, ever and anon 
lifting our eyes from whitey-browu paper to wliitey-bluo sky, 
from memorandum-book to mountain, from ink-bottle to looh, 
and delight ourselves, and perchance a few thousand others, 
by a waking-dream description of Glen-Etive. 

'Tia a vast Glen. Not one single human dwelling any- 
where speck-like on the river-winding plain- — or nest-like 
among the brushwood knolls — or rock-like among the frac- 
tured cliffs far up on the mountain region do our eyes behold, 
eager as they are to discover some symptom of life. Two 
houses we know to he in tbe solitude — ay, two — one of tbem 



TBE uooes. 809 

near the head of the Loch, and the other near the head of the 
Glen — hut both diatant from this our Tent, which is pitched 
between, iu the very heart of the Moor. We were miataten 
in saying that Dahieas is invisible — for yonder it looms in a 
snUen hght, and before we have finished the aentence, may 
have again sunk into the moor. Ay, it is gone — for lights 
and shadows coming and going, we know not whence nor 
whither, here travel all day long — the sole tenants — very 
ghostlike — and seemingly in their ehiftings imbued with a sort 
of tltm uncertain life. How far off from our Tent may be the 
Loch ? Miles — and silently as s.now are seen to break the 
waves along the shore, while beyond them bangs an aerial 
haze, the great blue water. How far off from our Tent may 
be the mountains at the head of the Glen ? Miles — for 
though that speck in the sty into which they upheave their 
mighty altitudes, be doubtlosa an eagle, we cannot hear its 
cry. What giants are these right opposite our Pyramid ? — 
Co — grim chieftain — and his Tail. What an assemblage of 
thunder-riven cliffs I This is what may be well called — 
Nature on a grand scale. And then, how simple ! We begin 
to feel ourselves — in spite of all we can do to support our dig- 
nity by our pride — a mighty small and insignificant person- 
age. We are about sis feet high — and everybody around uh 
about four thousand. Tes, that is the Four Thousand Feet 
Club ! We had no idea that in any situation we could be 
Boch dwindled dwaria, such perfect pigmies. Our Tent is 
about as big as a fir-cone — and Christopher North an insect ! 
What a wild world of clouds all over that vaat central wil- 
derness of Northern Argyllshire lying between Cruachan and 
Melnatorran — Corryfinuarach and Ben Slarive, a prodigious 
land I defying description, and in memory resembling not 
realities, hot like fragments of tremendous dreams. Is it a 
sterile region ? Very. In places nothing hut stones. Not a 
blade of grass — not a bent of heather — not even moas. And 
BO they go shouldering up into tho aty — enormous masses — 
hnger than churchea or ahipa. And sometimes not unlike 
snob and other structures — all huddled together — yet never 
jostling, so far as we havo aoen ; and though often overhang- 
ing, ae if the wind might blow them over with a puff, stead- 
fast in tho atoroi that seems rather to be an earthquake, and 
moving not an haii's-breadth, while all the shingly sides of the 
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mountains — you know eliingle — with an inconstant clatter — 
liuny-skarry — seem to be breaking up into debris. 

Is tUiit the obaracter of the whole region ? No, you dar- 
ling ; it haa vales ou vales of emerald, and nouDtains on 
mountains of aroethyst, and streams on streams of silver ; and, 
BO help us Heaven I — ^for with these eyes we have seen them, 
a thousand and a thousand times — at sunrise and sunset, 
rivers on rivers of gold. What kind of climate ? All kinds, 
and all kinds at once — not merely during the same season, 
but the same hour. Suppose it three o'clock of a summer 
afternoon — you have but to choose your weather. Do you 
desire a close sultry breathless gloom? Ton have it in the 
stifling dens of Ben-Anea, whore lions might breed. A breezy 
coolness, with a sprinkLitig of rain ? Then open your vert 
to the green light in the dewy vales of Benliira. Lochs look 
lovely in miat, and so thinks the rainbow — then away with 
you ere the rainbow fade— away, we beseech you, to the wild 
shores of Lochan-a-Lurioh. But you would rather see a 
storm, and hear some Highland thunder? There is one at 
this moment on Unimore, and Cruachlla growls to Meallanuir, 
till the cataracta of Glaehgom- are dumb as the dry rooks of 
Craig- teon an. 

In those regions we were^ when a boy, initiated into llie 
highest mysteries of the Highlands. No guide dogged our 
steps — as well might a red-deer have asked a cur to show him 
the Forest of Braemar, or Beniglo — an eagle where best to 
build his eyrie have advised with the Glasgow Gander, 
heavens 1 how we were bewildered among the vast objecta 
that fed that delirium of our boyhood I We diudy recognised 
&ces of cliffs wearing dreadful frowns ; blind though they 
looked, they seemed sensible of our approach ; and we heard 
one horrid monster mutter, "What brings thee here, infatuated 
Pech? — begone!" At hia impotent malice we could not choose 
but smile, and shook our staff at the blockhead, as since at 
many a greater blockhead even than bo have we shook — and 
more than shook our Crutch. But as through " pastures 
green and quiet waters by," vre pursued, from sunrise to sim- 
eet, our tmcompanioned way, some sweet spot, suiTounded by 
heather, and shaded by fem, would woo us to He down on its 
bosom, and enjoy a visionary sleep ! Then it was that the 
mountains confidentially toIJ ua their names — and we got 
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thera all by heart ; for eack uame chararterised its owner by 
some of his pecuUar and prominent qualities — aa if they had 
been one and aU christened by poots baptiaiog them from a 

" Tranalucent, pure, 
With touch ethereal of heaven's fiery rod." 
! happy pastor of a peaceful flock ! Thou hast long gone 
to thy reward 1 Oi — t — tl — four successors bast thou 
had in that manse — ( 1 1 ha been taken down and the 

jilough gone over t) — d th y 11 did their duty ; yet still 
is thy memory fraor t th glen ; for deeds like thine 
" smell sweet, and bl m th dust 1 " Under heayen, wa 
owed our life to thy t a brain fever. Sometimes 

thy ihce would grow gra , angry, at oor sallies — foUies 

— call them what you will, but not sine. And methinks we 
hear the mild old man somewhat mournfully saying, " Mad 
boy 1 out of gladness often cometh grief — out of mirth misery ; 
but our prayers, when thou leaveat lis, shall be, that never, 
never may such be thy fate ! " Were those prayers heard in 
beaveii and granted on earth ? We ask our heart in awe, but 
its depths are silent, and make no response. 

But is it our intention to sit scribbling here all day? Our 
fancy lets our feet enjoy their sinecure, and they stretoh 
themselves out in indolent longitude beneath the Tent-table, 
while we are settled in spirit, a silent thought, on the battle- 
ments of our cloud-castle on the summit of Cruachan. What 
a prospect 1 Our cloud-castle rests upon a foundation of 
granite precipices ; and down along their hundred chasme, 
from which the eye recoUe, we look on Loch-Etive bearing on 
its bosom stationary — so it seems in the sunshine — one snow- 
white sail ! What brings the creature there — and on what 
errand may she be voyaging up the uninhabited sea-arm that 
stretches away into the uninhabited mountains? Some poet, 
perhaps, steers her — sitting at the helm in a dream, and 
allowing her to dance her own waj, at her own will, up and 
down the green glens and hills of the foam-crested waves — a 
swell rolling in the beauty of light and music for ever attend- 
ant on her, as the Sea-mew — for so we choose to name her — 
L pursues her voyage — now on water, and now, as the breezes 
I drop, in the air — elements at times undistjnguishable, as tbn 
■ shadows of the clouds and of the mountains mingle tbeii 
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imagery in the sea. Oh 1 that our head, like that of a spider, 

were all studded with eyes — that our imagination, sitting in 
the "palace of the aoul" {a nohle espreseioQ, borrowed or 
stolen by Byron from Waller), might see all at once all the 
sights from centre to circumference, as if all rallying around 
her for her own delight, and oppressing her with the poetiy 
of nature — a lyrical, an elegiac, an epic, or a tragic strain. 
Now the briglit blue water-gleams enchain her vision, and are 
felt to constitute the vital, the essential spirit of the whole — 
Looh Awe land-sei'pent, large as serpent of the sea, lying 
asleep in the sun, with his humisbed skin all bedropt with 
scales of silver and of gold — the lands of Lorn, mottled and 
speckled with innumerous lakelets, where fancy sees mUliona 
of water-lilies riding at anchor in bays where the breezes 
have fallen asleep — Oban, splendid among the splendours of 
that now almost motionlesB mediterranean, the mountain- 
loving Linnhe Loch — Jura, Islay, Coloneay, and namelcES 
other islands, floating far and wide away on — on to Coll and 
Tiree, drowned beneath the faint horizon. But now all the 
eyes in our spider-head are lost in one blaze of nndistinguisb- 
able glory ; for the whole Highlands of Scotland are up in their 
power against us — rivers, lochs, seas, islanda, ohffs, clouds, 
and mountains. The pen drops fi'om our hand, and here we 
are — not on the battlements of the air-palace on the summit 
of Cruachan, but sitting on a tripod or three-legged stool at 
the mouth of our Tent, with our MS. before us, and at our 
right hand a qnaich of Glenlivet, fresh drawn from yonder ten- 
gallon cask — and here's to the health of " Honest men and 
bonny lasses" all over the globe. 

So much for description — an art in which the Public (God 
bless her, where is she now — and shall we ever see her more?) 
has been often pleased to say that we excel. But let ns off lo 
the Moor. PJro 1 Ponto 1 Baeta I to your paws, and O'Bronte, 
unfurl your tail to heaven. Pointers! ye are a noble trio. 
White, Ponto ! art thou as the foam of the sea. Piro 1 thou 
tan of all tans t red art thou ae the dun-deer's hide, and fleet 
as he while thou rangest the mountain -brow, now hid in 
heather, and now reapjiearing over the rocks. Wanr hawk, 
Basta ! — for finest- scented though be thy scarlet nostrils, ooe 
bad trick alone hast thou; and whenever tliat grey wing 
glances from some pillar-stone in the wilderness, headlong 
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goeat thou, lawless negro 1 But behave thyself lo-day, 
Basta ! and let the kestrel unheeded sail or sun herself on the 
cliff. As for thee, O'Bronte ! the sable dog with the star- 
bright breast, keep thou Uke a serf at onr heels, and when our 
course lies over the fens and marshes, thou mayeet aweep like 
a hairy hurricane among the flappers, and haply to-day grip 
the old drake himself, and, with thy fan-like tail proudly 
spread in the wind, deposit at thy master's feet, with a smile, 
the monstrouH mallard. 

But in what direction shall we go, callants — towards what 
airt shall we turn our faees ? Over yonder cliffe shall we 
ascend, and descend into Glen-Creran, where the stony regions 
that the ptarmigan loves melt away into miles of the grouaey 
heather, which, ere we near the salmon-haunted Loch so 
beautiful, loses itself in woods that mellow all the heights of 
Glen Ure and Fasnacloigh with sylvan shades, wherein the 
cuahat coos, and the roe glides through the secret covert? Or 
shall we away up by Kinloch-Etive, and Melnatorran, and 
Mealgayre, into the Solitude of Streams, that from all their 
lofty sources down to the far-distant Loch have never yet 
brooked, nor will they ever brook, the bondage of bridges, 
save of some huge stone flung across some chasm, or trunk of 
a tree — none but trunks of trees there, and all dead for cen- 
turies — that had sunk down where it grew, and spanned the 
flood that eddies round it with a louder music ? Wild region I 
yet Dot barreij ; for there are cattle on a thousand hills, that, 
wild as the very red-deer, toss their heads as they snuff the 
feet of rarest stranger, aad form round him in a half-alarmed 
and half- threatening crescent. There flocks of goats — out- 
liers from Dalnesa — may be seen as if following one another 
on the very air, along the lichen-stained cliffs that frown down 
unfathomed abysses — and there is frequent heard the whirring 
of the goroock's wing, and iiis gobble gathering together his 
brood, scattered by the lightning that in its season volleys 
through the silence, else far deeper than that of death ; — for 
the silence of death — that is, of a churchyard filled with 
tombs — is nothing to the austerity of the noise lessnesa that 
prevails under the shadow of Unimore and Attchorachan, with 
I their cliffs on which the storms have engraven strange biero- 
I glyphical inscriptions, which, could but we read them wisely, 
I -would record the auocessive ages of the Earth, from the hour 
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when fire or flood first moaliled the tnountBiiis, doim to lia 
very moment tliat we are 6pe»kuig, and with small eteel-bam- 
mer roughening tie edges of ont flints lliat Ihey may fail not 
to mnrder. Or sbaLI we away down by Armaddy, where tba 
Fox-Hunter dwells — and tlirongh ilie troods of InverkiDglsEt 
aud Achran, " doable, doable, toil and trouble " orercome the 
braes of Beoanea and Uealcopncaich, and drop down like two 
unwearied eaglee into Glen-Scrae, with a peep in the distanoe 
of the young tower of Dalmally, and the old turret* of Kil- 
cbam ? Rich and tare u the shooting-groiind, Haniish, which 
by that route lies between this our Tent and the many tame 
that freshen the wildernesses of Lochanancriocb. Say the 
word — tip the wink — tongue on yoor cheek — up with yoni 
forefinger — and we shall go ; for hark, Hamieb, our chrono- 
meter chimes eight — a long day is yet before us — and what if 
we be benighted ? We have a full moon and plenty of stars. 

All these are splendid ecbemes — but what say you, Hamieh, 
to one less ambitious, and better adapted to Old Kit ? Let us 
beat all the best bite down by Armaddy — the Forge — Gleno, 
and Inveraw, We may do that well in some six or seven 
hours — and then let us try that famous salmon-cast nearest 
the mansion — (you have the rods ?) — and if time permit, an 
hour's trolling in Loch Awe, below the Pass of the Brander, 
for one of those giants that have immortalised the natnes of a 
Maule, a Goldie, and a Wilsoo. Mercy on ua, Shelly, what a 
beard 1 You cannot have been shaved since Whitsunday — 
and never saw we such lengthy love-looks as those dangling 
at your heels. But let ns mount, old Surefoot — mulish in 
nought but an inveterate aversion to all stumbling. And now 
for the heather ! But are you sure, gents, that we are on f 

And has it come to this I Where is the grandson of the 
desert -bom ? 

Thirty years ago, and tbou Filho da Puta wert a flyer 1 A 
fencer beyond compare 1 Dost thou remember how, for a cool 
five hundred, thou clearedst yon canal in a style that rivalled 
that of the red-deer across the chasms of Cairngorm ? All 
wa had to do was to liold hard and not ride over the hounds, 
when running breast-high on the rear of Reynard the savage 
pack wakened the welkin with the tumultuous hubbub of their 
death-cry, and whipper-in and huntsman were flogging on 
their faltering flight in vain through fields and forests flying 
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beliiad thy heela that glanced and glittered in the frosty euD- ■ 
ehine. What steed like thee in all Britain at a steeple-chase ? 
Thy hoofs scorned the strong stubble, and skimmed the deep 
fallows, in which all other horses — heavy there as dragoons 
— seemed fetlock-bound, or laboured on in staggerings, soil- 
sunk to the knees. Ditches dwindled beneath thy bounds, 
and rivulets were as rilla ; or if in flood they rudely overran 
their banks, into the spate pluoged tby sixteen hands and 
a-balf height, like a Polar monster leaping from an iceberg into 
the sea, and then lifting np thy small bead and fine neck and 
high shoulder, Uke a Draco from the weltering waters, with a 
few proud pawings to which the recovered greensward rang, 
tby whole bold, bright-brown bulk reappeared on the bank, 
crested by old Christopher, and after one short snorting pause, 
over the miry meadows — tantivy ! — tantivy ! — -away 1 away I 
away 1 

(Oh 1 eon of a Eep I were not those glorious days ? But 
Time has laid his finger on us both, Filho ; and never more 
must we two be seen by the edge of the cover, 
" When first the hunter's startling horn is heard 
Upon the golden hills." 
'Tis the last learned and highest lesson of Wisdom, Filho, 
in man's studious obedience to Nature's laws — lo know when 
to atop in his career. Pride, Passion, Pleasure, all urge him 
on ; while Prudence, Propriety, Pnace, cry halt I halt 1 halt ! 
That mandate we have timeously obeyed ; and having, un- 
blamed we hope, and blameless, carried on the pastiraes of 
youth into manhood, and even through the prime of manhood 
to the verge of age— on that verge, after some few farewell 
vagaries up and down the debatable land, we had the resolu- 
tion to drop our bridle-hand, to unloosen the spurs from our 
heels, and to dismount from the stateliest and swiftest steed, 
Fiiho, that ever wafted mortal man over moor and mountain 
like a storm-diiven cloud. 
I You are sure we are on, Hamish ? And that he will not run 
I away? Come, come, Surefoot, none of your funking ! Abetter 
B mane for holding on by we could not imagine. Pure Shelty 
m yon say, Hamish ? From his ear& we should have suspected 
I his grandfather of having been at least a Zebra, 



THK HOOKS. 



into ■tfifMlu ato^ ■• Moms. Tb^ is bentifiiL Poolo 
Mni^M ftrad— Fbo in » tf^ OTrro—and Bute s pofat 
•onkHda^ fyBraatsI do«m sa yovr Mwaowbrnesi Bat 
then ■■ 110 BBcd, Hanb, ntfan Car bHiiy or haste. Onmdi 
gnmidf and en sadt a di^, the tnds itfll lia as if tfaer wne 
atleep. B«nuli,ttieflMkI — aot the powder-flask, joadottenl 
— Ixit the GkniiTeL "1^ dna we alwajs lore to steadj 
our haad for the firat riuA It giraa a fine feeHng to tbe 
forefinger. 

Ha ! the heads of the old cock and hen, like snakes, above 
tbe heather — motionleM, but with ^ancmg eves — and pre- 
paring for the spring. Whirr — whin — whirr — bang — bang 
— tapaiUeery — lapealteeij — thud — thud — thud ! Old cock and 
old ben both down, Hamiah. No mean omen, no awkward 
aognr;, of the day's aport. Now for the orphan family — 
marked ye them roond 

" The swellitig instep of the moantain's foot t " 
" Faith and she's the teevil'a naiosel — that is she — at the 
ehatin'; for may I tine ma mnll, and never pree sneeshin' 
mair, if she haena richt and left murdered fowre o' tlie ere- 
tore I " — " Four I — why, we only covered the old people ; bnt 
if yonnkers will cross, 'tia their own fanlt that they bite the 
heather." — " They're a' fowre spewin', sir, except ane — and 
her head's aff — and she's jumpin* about waur nor ony o' 
theoi, wi' her blaidy neck. I wuaa she majna tak to her 
wings again, and owre the knowe. But ca' in that great 
toosy outlandish dowg, sir, for he's devonriu' them — see hoo 
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flingin' them, first aoo and then anither, outowre 1 
shonther, and keppin' them afore they touch the grun' in his 
■moutli, like a mountebank wi'a ehour o' orangesl" — "Eamiah, 
are they bagged?" — "On ay," — "Then away to windward, 
ye sons of bitches — Heavens, how they do their work 1 " 

Up to the time of our grand cUmacterio we loved a wide 
range — and thought nothing of describing and discussing a 
circle of ten miles' diameter in a day, up to our hips in heather. 
But for these dozen or twenty years bypast we have preferred 
' beat, anugly seated on a shelty, and pad the hoof on 
the hill no more. Yonder is the kind of ground we now love 
■for why should an old man make a toil of a pleasure ? 'Tis 
e of the many small coves belonging to Glen-Etive, and 
looks dowii from no very great elevation upon the Loch. Ite 
bottom, and sides nearly half-way np, are green pastures, 
Bheep-nibbled ae smooth as a lawn — and a rill, dropping in 
diamonds from the cliffs at its upper end, betrays itself, where 
the water is invisible, by a line of still livelier verdure. An 
old dilapidated sheepfold is the only building, and seems to 
make the scene still more solitary. Above the green pas- 
tures are the richest beds and bosoms of heather ever beea 
murmured on — and above them nothing but bare cliffs. A 
stiff breeze ie now blowing into this cove irom the sea-loch ; 
and we shall slaughter the orphan family at our leisure. 'Tis 
probable they have dropped — single bird after single bird — 
or in twos and threes — all along the first line of heather that 
met their flight ; and if so, we shall pop them like partridges 
in turnips. Three points in the game 1 Each dog, it is 
manifest, stands to a difierent lot of feathers ; and we shall 
slaughter them, without dismounting, seriatim. No, Hamish 
— we must dismount — give us your shoulder — that will do. 
The Crutch — now we are on our pins. Take a lesson. 
Whirr 1 Bang I Bag nomher one, Hamish. Ay, that ie 
right, Ponto — back Basta. Ditto, ditto. Now Ponto and 
Basta both back Piro — right and l«ft this time — and not one 
of the brood will be left to cheep of Christopher, Be ready — 
attend us with the other double-barrel. Whirr 1 Bang — 
bang — bang — bang I Wliat think you of that, you son of the 
There is a shower of feathers 1 They are all at sixes 
and sevens upon the greensward at the edge of the heather. 
" birds at four shots 1 The whole family is now dispoaed 



r 



SIR RECREATIONS OF CHRIBTOPHER NORTH. 

of — father, mother, and eleven children. If such fire etill he 
in the dry wood, what must it Imve been in the green ? Let 
UB lie down in the Bheltere<l shade of the mosey walla of the 
eheepfold — take a drop of Gleolivet — and philoBophise. 

Hollo! HamiBh, who are these strange, suspicion b- looking 
strangers thitlierwards-bound, aa hall an -shaker a set as maj 
bo seen on an August day? Ay, ay, we ken the clan. A 
week's reeidence to a man of gumption gives an insight into 
B neighbourhood. Unerring phyeiognomists and phrenolo- 
gists are we, and what with instinctive, and what with intui- 
tive knowledge, we keek in a nioment through all dlegniBe, 
He ill the centre of the gronp is the stiokit minister— on liis 
right stands the drunken dominie — oa his left the captaio, 
who in tliat raised look retains token of delirium tremens — tks 
land-louper behind him ie the land-meaaurer, who would he 
well to do in the world were he " monarch of all he surveyed," 
— but has been long out at elbows, and hia society not mncii 
courted since he was rude to the auld wife at the time the 
gudeman was at the peats. That fine tall youth, the widow's 
son in Gleno, and his friend the Sketcher, with his portfoUo 
under his arm, are in indifferent company, Hamiah ; but who, 
pray, may be the phenomenon in plnsh, with bow and arrow, 
and tasseled horn, bonnet jauntily screwed to the sinister, 
glaBB Btuck in socket, and precisely in the middle of his puck- 
ered month a cigar. Ton do not Bay bo — a grocer'e appren- 
tice from the Gorbals 1 

No need of confabulating there, gemmen, on the knowe — 
come forward and confront Christopher North. We find we 
have been too severe in our strictures. After all, they are 
not a bad set of fellows, as the world goes — imprudence must 
not be too harshly condemned — Shakespeare taught us to eee 
the soul of good in things evil — these two are excellent lads; 
and, as for impertinence, it often proceeds from mauvaU konte, 
and with a glance we shall replace the archer behind his 
connter. 

How goes it. Gappy ? Kather stiff in the back, minister, 
witli the mouth of the fowling-piece peeping out between the 
tails of your long coat, and the butt at the back of your head, 
by way of holster ? Yon will find it more comfortable to have 
her in hand. That bamboo, dominie, is well known to be an 
air-gnn. Have you your horse-pistol with you to-day, bw- 
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veyor? Sagittarius, tliinfe you, job could hit, at twoBOore, 
a haystack flying ? Sit down, gentlemen, and lat'a have a 
crack. 

So ho ! BO ho ! so ho ! We see her black eyes beneath a 
primroee tuft on the brae. In spring all one bank of blosson 
but 'tis barish now and sheep-nibbled, though few eyes but 
our own could have thus detected there the brown back of 
Maukin. Dominie, your bamboo. Shoot her sitting? 
fie — DO, no. Kick her up, Hamieh, There she goes. We 
are out of practice at single ball — but whizz 1 she has it 
between the shoulders. Head -over -heels she has started 
another — why, that's funny — give us your bow and arrow, 
you green grocer — twang 1 within an inch of her fud. Gentle- 
men, Buppoae we tip yon a song. Join all in the chorus. 



When I waia boon apprentice 

In TamauB Zoomerz&t Shere, 
tanks ! I zerved my meester truly 

Tor neerly zavea yeer, 
Pntii I toot to /'oMiehing, 
Az you zball quickly heer. 
Cho. Ou 1 'twaa ma delyght in a sLiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year : 
Ou ! 'twas ma deljght in a shiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year. 

Az me and ma coomerades 
Were zetting on a snere, 
iauka 1 tlifl Geamkeepoora caem oop to uz ; 

Vor them we did na kere, 
'Case we could fight or wrestle, lads. 
Jump over ony wheere. 
Cho. Ou ! 'twas ma delyght in a ehiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year : 
Ou ! 'twas ma delyght in a shiny night. 
In the zeazon of the year. 

Az we went oot wan morning 

Atwistyour vive and zees, 
We cautJ^ht a here alire, ma lads. 

We found an in a deetch ; 
We popt un in a bag, ma lads. 

We yoiten off vor town. 
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We took un to a neeghboor'fl hoose, 

And we zdH un vor a, crown. 
We zold UQ vor a crown, ma lada, 
But a wont tell ye wheere. 
Cao. Ou ! 'twaa ma delyghtin a aliiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year ; 
On ! 'twaa ma delyght in a. ahiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year. 

Then here's saccesa to Powching, 

Vor A ilooa think it feere. 
And hare's look to ere a gentleman 

Az wants to tuy a heere. 
And here's to ere a gaamkeepoor, 
Az wooua zell it deere. 
Oho. OuI 'twaamadelyght in a ahiny night, 
In the KeoKon of the year : 
u 1 'twas ma delyght in a shiny night, 
In the zeazon of the year. 

The Presbytery might have overlooked your fault, Mac, for 
the oaae v^aa not a flagrant one, and yon were vrilling, wa 
understand, to make her an honest woman. Do you think 
you could recollect one of your flermons ? In actioii and iii 
unotion you had not your superior in the Synod. Do give ua 
a screed about Nimrod or Nebuchadnezzar. No desecration 
in a aermon — better omitted, wa grant, prayer and psalm. 
Should you be unable to reproduce au entire diacouTBe, yet by 
dove-tailing — thatia, a bit from one and a bit irom another — 
surely you can be at no loss for half an hour's miscellaneous 
matter — heads and tails. Or suppose we let you off with a 
View of the Cliurch Question. You look glum and shake 
your head. Can you, Mac, how can yon reaiBt that Pulpit ? 

Behold in that semicircular low-browed cliff, backed by a 
range of bonny green braes dipping down from the hills that 
do themselves come shelving from the mountains, what ap- 
pears at first sight to be a cave, but is merely a blind win- 
dow, as it were, a few feet deep, arched and faced like a beaa- 
tiiiil work of masonry, though chisel never touched it, nor 
man's hand dropped the line along the living atone thus 
wrought by nature's self, who often shows us, in her myate- 
rinns procesBCB, reBeaiblancea of effects produced by i 
children ou the same materials by our more n 
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art. It is a very pulpit, aad that projecting Blab is the aouiid- 
iug-board. That upiight stone in front of it, without the aid 
of fancy, may well bo thought th& dealt. To us sittiog here, 
this spot of greensward is the floor ; the sky that hangs low, 
as if it loved it, the roof of the sanctuary ; nor is there a 
harm in saying, tliat we, if we choose to tJiini so, are sitting 
in a kirk. 

Shall we mount the pulpit by that natural flight of steps, 
and, like a Sedgwick or a Bucklajid, with a specimen in one 
hand, aad before our eyes mountains whose faces the scars 
of thunder have intrenched, tell you how the globe, after for- 
mation on formation, became fit residence for new-created 
man, and habitable no more to flying dragons? Or shall we, 
rather, taking the globe as we find it, speculate on the changes 
wrought on its surface by us, whom God gave feet to tread 
the earth, and faces to behold the heavens, and souls to soar 
into the heaven of heavens, on tie wings of hope, aspiring 
through temporal shades to eternal light? 

Brethren I — The primary physical wants of the human being 
are food, clothing, shelter, and defence. To supply these he 
has invented all his arts. Hunger and Thirst cultivate the 
earth. Fear builds castles and eaibatdes oities. The animal 
is clothed by nature against cold and storm, and shelters him- 
self in his den. Man builds bis habitation, and weaves bis 
clothing. With horns, or teeth, or claws, the strong and 
deadly weapons with which nature has furnished them, the 
animal kinds wage their war ; he forges swords and spears, 
and constructs implements of destruction tliat will send death 
almost as far as his eye can mark his foe, and sweep down 
thousands together. The animaL that goes in quest of his 
food, that pursues or flies from hia enemy, has feet, or wings, 
or fins ; but man bids the horse, tte camel, the elephant, bear 
him, and yokes them to his chariot. If the strong animal 
would cross the river, he swims. Man spans it with a bridge. 
But the most powerful of them all stands on the beach and 
gazes on the ocean. Man oonstnxots a ship, and encircles the 
globe. Other creatures must traverse the element nature has 
assigned, with means she has furnished. He chooses his 
element, and makes his means. Can the fish traverse the 
waters? So can he. Can the bird fly the air? So can he. 

VOL, t. X 
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Can the camel epeed over the desert ? He aliall bear man is 
his rider, 

" That's beautifu' 1 " " Tuts, baud your tongue, and tak a 
chow. There's name ehag." " Is ho gauu to be lang, 
Hamisli?" "Wheeshtl you micht as weel bo epeakb in 
the kirk," 

But to Bee what he owes to inveotive art, we should com- 
pare man, not with inferior creatures, but with himBelf, look- 
ing over the face of human Bociety, as liiatory or obBervaticm 
shows it. We ehall find hioa almost sharing the life of bmtes, 
or removed from them by innumerable differences, and incalcu- 
lable degrees. In one place we see him harbouring in caves, 
naked, living, we might almost say, on prey, seeking froBi 
chance hia wretched sustenance, food which he eats just as he 
finds it. He lives like a beggar on the alma of nature. Tom 
to another land, and you Bee the face of the earth covered 
with the worka of his hand — his habitation, widospreading 
stately cities — his clothing and the ornaments of his person 
culled and fashioned from the three kingdoms of nature. 
For his food the face of the earth bears him tribute ; and the 
seasons and changes of heaven concur with his own art in 
ministering to hie board. Tliia ia the difference which i 
Jias made in Jiis own condition by the use of his intellectual 
powers, awakened and goaded on by the necessitiea of hia 
physical constitution. 

The various knowledge, the endlessly multiplied observa- 
tion, the experience and reasonings of man added to c 
generation following generation, which were required to bring 
to a moderate state of advancement the great primary arts 
Buhservient to physical life — tlie arts of providing food, habi- 
tation, clothing, and defence, we are utterly unable to con- 
ceive. We are born to the knowledge which was collected 
by the lahours of many ages. How slowly were those aria 
reared op which still remain to us ! How many which had 
laboriously heen brought to perfection, have been displaced 
by superior invention, and fallen into oblivion I Fenced i 
we are by the worka of our predecessors, wo see but a si 
part of the power of man contending with the difficulties of 
his lot. But what a wonderful scene would be opened before 
onr eyes, with what intense interest should we look on, if « 
could indeed behold him armed only with his o 
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powerB, and going forth to conquer the creation ! If we could 
aee him beginning by subduing evils, and supplying painful 
wants — going on to turn those evils and wants into tlie mee 
of enjoyment — and at length, in the wantonness and pride of 
his power, filling hia existence vHth luxuries ; — if we could 
see him from hia first step, in the untamed though fruitful 
wilderness, advancing to subdue the soil, to tame and multiply 
the herda^from bending the branches into a bower, to fell 
the forest and quarry tlie rock — seizing into his own hac 
the element of fire, directing its action on substances got 
from the bowels of the earth — fashioning wood, and stone, 
and metal, to the will of his thoug"ht — searching the nature of 
plants to spin their fibres, or with their virtues to heal his 
diseases ; — if we could see hitn raise hia first cities, launch 
his first ship, calling the winds and waters to be his servants, 
and to do his work — changing the face of the earth — forming 
lakes and rivers — ;joining seas, or stretching the continent 
itself into the dominion of the sea ; — if we could do all this 
in imagination, then should we underatand something of what 
man's intellect has done for his physical life, and what the 
necessities of his physical life have done in forcing into action 
all the powers of his intelligence. 

But there are still higher considerations arising froai the 
influence of man's physical necessitiea on the destiny of the 
species. It is this subjugation of natural evil, and this created 
dominion of art, that prepares the earth to be the scene of his 
social existence. His hard conquest was not the end of his 
toil. He has conqoiered the kingdom in which he was to 
dwell in hia state. The full unfolding of his mora! powers 
was only possible in those states of society which are thus 
brought into being by hia conflict with all his physical facul- 
ties against all the stubborn powers of the material universe ; 
for out of the same conquest Wealth is created. In this pro- 
gress, and by means thus brought into action, society is 
divided into classes. Property itself, the allotment of the 
earth, takes place, because it is the bosom of the earth that 
yields food. That great foundation of the stability of com- 
munities is thus connected witli the same necessity ; and 
in the same progress, and out of the same causes, arise the 
first great Laws by whicli society is held together in order. 
Thus that whole wonderful development of the Moral Katare 
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of man, iu all tLoee varions forms which fill up the historj of 
the race, in part arises out of, and is always intimately 
blended with, the labours to which he has been aroused bj 
those first great necessities of his pUysical nature. But had 
the tendeno; to increase his numbers been out of all propor- 
tion to the means provided by nature, and infinitely tnultipli- 
able by art, for the subsistence of human beings, how oould 
this magnificent march have moTed ou ? 

Hence we may understand on what gronnd the ancient 
nations revered bo highly, and even deified, the authors of the 
primary arts of life. Tliey considered not the supply of the 
animal wants merely ; but they contemplated that mighty 
change in the condition of mankind to wliich these arts have 
given origin. It is on this ground that they had raised the 
character of human life, that Yirgil assigns thera their place 
in the dwellings of bliss, among devoted patriots and holj 
priests, among those whom song or prophecy had inspired, 
among those benefactors of the race whose names were to 
live for ever, giving his own moat beautiful expression to the 
common sentiment of mankind. 

"Hie manus ob patriam piignando vulnera passi, 
Quiquo Bacerdotes issti, dum vita maaebat, 
Quique pii vates, et Phcebo digna loeati, 
Invenlas ant qui vitam excolaere per arieg, 
Quique Bui memores alios fecere merendo ; 
Omnibia hU iiive4 cinguntur tempoia vitlA." 

"That's Latin for the minister and the dominie." " Wheeshtl 
Heard you ever the like o' that ? Though I dinna understand 
a word o't, it gars me a' grue." " Wheesht t wheesht ! — we 
1 pit him intil Paurliment" — " Eather intil the General 
' ' ', to tussle wi' the wild men." " He's nae Moderate, 
; and gin I'm no sair mistaen, he's a wild man himsel, 
and wulluphaud the Veto." "Wheesht! wheeshtl wheeshtl" 
True, that in savage life men starve. But is that any proof 
that nature has cursed the raoe with a fatal tendency to 
multiply beyond the means of subsistence? None whatever. 
Attend for a little to this point. Of the real power of the 
bodily appetites for food, and tho sway they may attain over 
the moral nature of the mind, we, wlio are protected by our 
place among the arrangements of civil society from greatly 
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Buffering under it, can indeed form no adequate conception. 
Let US not now speak of tlioae dreadful enormities wLich, in 
the midat of dismal famine, are recorded to have been per- 
petrated by civilised men, when the whole moral soul, with 
all its strongest affections and instinctive abhorrences. Las 
Bunk prostrate under the force of that animal suffering. But 
the power of which we speak, aa attained by this animal feel- 
ing, subsists habitually among whole tribes and nations. It 
is that power which it acquires over the mind of the savage, 
who is frequently exposed to suffer its severity, and who hunts 
for himself the food with which he is to appease it. Compare 
the mind of the human being as you are accustomed to behold 
him, knowing the return of this sensation only as a grateful 
incitement to take the ready nourishment which is spread for 
his repast, with that of his fe!low-man bearing through the 
lonely woods the gnawing pang that goads him to hia prey. 
Hunger is in hia heart ; hunger "bears along his uirfetiguing 
feet ; hunger lies in the strength of his arm ; hunger watches 
in his eye ; hunger listens in hia ear ; as he couches down in 
his covert, silently waiting the approach of hia expected spoU, 
this is the sole thought that fills his aching breast — " I shall 
satisfy my hunger 1 " When Lis deadly aim has brought his 
victim to the ground, this is the thoug}it that springs up as 
he ruahea to seize it, " I have got food for my hungry soul ! " 
What must be the usurpation of animal nature hero over the 
whole man 1 It is not merely the simple pain, as if it were 
the forlomness of a human creature bearing about his famish- 
ing existence in helplessness and despair — though that, too, is 
indeed a true picture of some states of our race ; but here is 
not a suffering and sinking wretch — he is a strong hunter, 
and puts forth hia strength fiercely under the urgency of this 
passion. All hia might in the chase — all pride of speed, and 
efrength, and skill — all thoughts of long and hard endur- 
ance — all images of perils past — all rememtrancea and all 
foresight — are gathered on that one strong and keen desire — 
are bound down to the sense of that one bitter animal want. 
These feelings recurring day by day in the sole toil of hia life, 
bring upon his soul a vehemence and power of desire in this 
object, of which we can have no conception, till he becomes 
Bul^eoted to hunger as to a mighty animal passion — a passion 
such on it rages in those fierce animal Muds which it drives 
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with Buoh ferocity on their prey. Ho knows hunger as tbe 
wolf knows it — he goes forth with hie huming heart, like tlm 
tiger to lap blood. But turn to man in aaothev condition to 
which he has been brought by the very agency of his physical 
on his intellectual and moral beiug I How far removed is he 
now from that daily contention with such evils as thcee ! 
How much does he feel himself assured against them by 
belonging to the great confedeiacy of social life 1 How much 
is it veiled from his eyes by the many artificial oir cum stances 
in wliioh the aatJafaction of tlie want is involved 1 The work 
in which he labours the whola day — on which his eyes are 
fiied and his hands toil — is eometbing altogether unconnected 
with his own wants — connected with distant wants and 
purposes of a thousand other men in which he has no partici- 
pation. And as far as it is a work of skill, he has to fix hia 
mind on objects and purposes so totally removed from him- 
self, that they all tend stiU more to sever his thoughts &om 
his own necessities ; and thus it is tliat civilisation raises his 
moral character, when it protects almost every human being 
in a country from that subjection to this passion, to which 
even noble tribes are bound down in the wilderness of nature. 

" It's an awfu' thing hunger, Hamish, sure aneuch ; but I 
wush he was dnne ; for that vice o' his sing-satigin is maldn 
me unco sleepy — and ance I fa' owre, I'm no easy waukenin. 
But wha's that snorin ? " 

Yet it is the most melancholy part of all such speculation, 
to observe what a wide gloom is cast over them by this severe 
necessity, wliich is nevertheless the great and constant cause 
of the improvement of tlieir condition. It is not suffering alone 
— for that they may be inured to bear, — but the darkness of 
the understanding, and the darkness of the heart, which 
comes on under the oppression of toil, that ia miserable to see. 
Our fellow-men, bom with the same spirit as ourselves, seem 
yet denied the common privileges of that spiiit. They seem 
to bring faculties into the world that cannot be unfolded, a 
powers of affection and desire which not their fault but t 
lot of their birth will pervert and degrade. There is i| 
humiliation laid upon our nature in the doom which sees 
thus to rest upon a great portion of our species, which, ■ 
it requires our most considerate compassion for those who m 
thus depressed, compels us to humble ourselves undw t~ 
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sense of oiir own participation in the nature from which it 
flows. Therefore, in estimating the worth, the virtue of our 
fellow-men, whoai Providence has placed in a lot that yields 
to them- the means, and little more than the means, of sup- 
porting life in themselves and those bom of them, let us never 
forget how intimate ia the necessary union between the wants 
of the body and the thoughts of the soul. Let ua remember, 
that over a great portion of humanity the soul ia in a struggle 
for its independence and power with the necessities of that 
nature in which it is enveloped. It haa to support itself 
against sickening, or irritating, or maddening thougbi-s, in- 
spired by weariness, leisaitude, want, or the fear of want. It 
ia chained down to the earth by the influence of one great 
and constant occupation — that of providing the means of its 
mortal existence. Whea it shows itself shook and agitated, 
or overcome in the atruggle, what ought to be the thoughts 
and feelings of the wise for poor humanity I When, on the 
other hand, we see nature preserving itself pure, bold, and 
happy amidst the perpetual threatenings or assaults of those 
evils fi'Om which it cannot fly, and though oppressed hy its 
own weary wants, forgetting them all in that love which 
ministers to the wants of othera, — when we see the brow 
wrinkled and drenched by incessant toil, the body in the 
power of its prime bowed down to the dust, and the whole 
frame in which the immortal spirit abides marked, but not dis- 
honoured, by its slavery to fete, — and when, in the midat of 
all this ceaseless depression and oppression, from which man 
must never hope to escape on earth, we see him still seeking 
and still finding joy, delight, and happiness in the finer 
aflections of his spiritual being, giving to the lips of thoee he 
loves the scanty morsel earned by his own hungiy and thirsty 
toil, purchasing by sweat, sickness, and fever. Education and 
Instruction and Religion to the young creaturea who dehght 
him who is starving for their sakes, resting with gratitude on 
that day, whose return is ever like a fresh fountain to his 
exhausted and weary heart, and preserving a profound and 
high sense of his own immortality among all the earth-born 
toils and troubles that would in vain chain him down to the 
dust ; — when we see all this, and think of all this, we feel 
indeed how rich may be the poorest of the poor, and leam to 
respect the moral being of man in its triumphs over the power 
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of hia phyeioal nature. But we do not loam to doubt or deny 
the wisdom of the Creator. We do not learn from all these 
Btruggles, and all these defeats, and all these victories, and 
all these triumphs, that God sent us His creatures into this 
life to starve, because the air, the earth, and the waters have 
not wherewithal to feed the months that gape for food through 
all the elements ! Nor do we learn that want is a crime, and 
poverty a sin — and that they who would toil, but cannot, and 
they who can toil, but have no work set before them, are in- 
ti'udera at Natore's table, and must be driven, by those who 
are able to pay for their seats, to famine, starvation, and death 
— almost denied a burial ! — Finis. Amen, 

Often has it been our lot, by our conversational powers to 
set the table on a snore. The more stirring the theme, the 
more soporific the sound of our silver voice. Look there, we 
beseech you I In a small spot of "stationary sunshine" — lie 
Hamish, and Surefoot, and O'Bronte, and Ponto, and Piro, and 
Basta, all sound asleep 1 Dogs are troubled sleepers — but 
these four are now like the dreamless dead. Horses, too, seem 
often to be witch-ridden in their sleep. But at this moment 
Surefoot is stretched more like a stone than a shelty in tlie 
land of Nod. As for Hamtah, were he to lie so bi-axy-like by 
himself on the hill, he would be awakened by the bill of the 
raven digging into his sockets. We are Morpheus and Orpheus 
in one incarnation — the very Pink of Poppy — the true spirit 
of Opium — of Laudanum the concentrated Essence — of the 
black Drop the Gnome. 

Indeed, gentlemen, you have reason to be ashamed of yotii'- 
selves — but where is the awkward squad? Clean gone. They 
have stolen a march on us, and while we have been preaching 
they have been poaching — sang mandate of the Marquess and 
Monzje. We may oatoh them ere close of day ; and, if they 
have a smell of slaughter, we shall crack their sconces with 
our Crutch. No apologies, Hamish — 'tis only making the 
matter worse ; hut we expected better things of the Dogs, 
O'Bronte 1 fie 1 fie ! sirrah. Your sire would not have fallen 
asleep during a speeoh of onre — and such a speech ! — he would 
have sat it out without winking — at each more splendid pas- 
sage testifying his delight by a yowl. Leap over the Crutch, 
yon reprobate, and let us see thee scour. Look at him, 
Hamish, already beckoning to us on his hurdles from the hill- 
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top. Let UB Bcale those barriers — and awny over the table- 
land between that gummit and the head of Gleno. No sooner 
said than done — and here we ara on the le^el — auoh a level 
as the ship finds on the main sea, when in the Btorm-lull she 
rides op and down the green Bwell, before the trade-winda 
that cool the tropics. The 8nrfo.ce of this main land-sea is 
black in the gloom, and green in the glimmer, and purple 
in the light, and crimson in the sunshine. 0, never looks 
Nature so magnificent 

" Aa in this varying and uncertain weather. 
When gloom and glory force themaelvea together, 
When calm aeems stormy, ajid tempestuous light 
At day's meridian lowers like noon of night !" 

Whose are these fine lines? Hooky Walker, Our own. 
Dogs ! Down — down — down — b« stonelike, Shelty 1 — and 
Hamish, sink thou into the heather like a lizard ; for if these 
old dim eyes of ours may be in aught believed, yonder by the 
birches stands a Eed-Deer snuffing the east wind I Hush I 
hush 1 hush 1 He suspects an enemy in that airt — but death 
comes upon him with stealthy foot, from the west ; and if 
Apollo and Diana — the divinities we so long have worshipped 
— be now propitious, his antlers shall be entangled in the 
heather, and his hoof's beat the heavens. Hamish, the riSe ! 
A tinkle as of iron, and a hiss accompanying the explosion — 
and the King of the Wilderness, bounding up into the air with 
his antlers higher than ever waved chieftain's plume, falls 
down stone-dead where he stood ; for the blue-pill has gone 
through his vitals, and lightning itself could hardly have 
withered bim into more instantaneous cessation of life 1 

He is an enormous animal. What antlers I Roll liim over, 
Hamish, on his side 1 See, up to our breast, nearly, reaches 
the topmost branch. He is what the hunter of old called a 
" Stag of Ten." His eye has lost the flash of freedom — the 
tongue that browsed the brushwood is bitten through by the 
clenched teeth — the fleetness of his feet has felt that fatal frost 
— the wild heart is hushed, Hamish — tame, tame, tame ; and 
there the Monarch of the Mountains — the King of the Cliffs — 
the Grand Llama of the Glens — the Sultan of the Solitudes — 
the Dey of the Deserts — the Eoyal Ranger of the Woods and 
Forests — yea, the very Prince of the Air and Thane of Thunder 
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— " ebom of all his beams," lies motionless as a dead Jackasa 
by tlie wayside, wLoae hide was oot thought worth the trouble 
of flaying by bis owners the gypsies I " To this complexion 
has he come at last" — he whoat dawn bad borrowed the wings 
of the wind to carry him aoroes the cataracts I 

A sudden pang shoots across our heart. What right bod 
we to commit this murder ? How, henceforth, shall we dare to 
hold up our head among the lovers of liberty, after baring 
thus stolen basely from behind ou him, the boldest, brightest, 
and most beautiful of all lier eonet We, who for so many years 
have been just able to hobble, and no more, by aid of the 
Crutch — who feared to let the heather-bent touch our toe, bo 
Hensittve in its gout — We, the old and impotent, all last winlar 
bed-ridden, and even now Belted like a lameter on a sheltf, 
strapped by a patent buckle to a saddle prorided with a pum- 
mel behind as well as before — such an unwieldy and weary 
wretch as We — " faf, and scant of breath" — and with our 
hand almost perpetually preseed against our left side, when a 
conghing-fit of asthma brings back the stitch, seldom an 
absentee — to assassinate that red-deeb, whose flight on 
earth could accompany the englcs in heaven ; and not only to 
assassinate him, but, in a mora! vein, to liken hia carcass to 
that of a Jackass ! It will not bear further reflection ; so, 
Hamish, out with your whinger, and carve him a dish fit for 
the goda — in a style worthy of Sir Tristrem, Gill Morice, Eobin 
Hood, or Lord Kanald. No ; let him lie till nightfall, when 
we shall he returning from Inveraw with strength sufEcient to 
bear him to the Tent. 

But hark, Hamish, to that sullen croak from the clj£f I The 
old raven of the cove already scents death — 

" Sagacious of hia quarry from afar ! " 
But where art thou, Hamish ? Ay, yonder is Hamish, wriggling 
on his very belly, bke an adder, through the heather to wind- 
ward of the croaker, whose noatiils, and eyes, and bill, are now 
all hungrily fascinated, and as it were already fastened into 
the very bowels of the beast Hia days are numbered. That 
sly serpent, by circuitous windings insinuating bis limber 
length through among all obstructions, has ascended unseen 
the drooping shoulder of the cHff, and now cautiously erects 
his crest within a hundred yards or more of the nnsuspecting 
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savage, atill uttering at intervals bis STillen croak, croak, 
croak ! Something crumbles, and old Sooty, ■unfolding his 
huge wings, lifta himself up like Satan, about to sail away for 
a while into another glen ; but the rifle rings among the rocks 
— the lead has broken his spine — and look ! how the demon, 
head- over-heels, goes tumbling down, down, down, many 
hundred fathoms, dashed to pieces and impaled on the sharp- 
pointed granite 1 Ere nightfall the blooiiy fragments will be 
devoured by his mate. Nothing now will disturb the carcass 
of the deer. No corbies dare enter the cove where the raven 
reigned ; the hawk prefers grouse to venison, and bo does the 
eagle, who, however, like a good Catholic as he is — this is 
Friday — baa gone out to sea for a fish dinner, which he devours 
to the mnsio of the waves on some is!e-rock. Therefore lie 
there, dethroned king ! till thou art decapitated ; and ere the 
moon wanes, that haunch will tower gloriously on our Tent- 
table at the Feast of Shells. 

What is your private opinion, O'Bronte, of tlio taste of Eed- 
deer blood? Has it not a wild twang on the tongue and 
palate, far preferable to sheep's-Lcad ? You are absolutely 
undergoing transfiguration into a deer-hound I With your 
fore-paws on the flank, your tail brandished like a standard, 
and your crimson flews (thank yon, Shepherd, for that word) 
licked by a long lambent tongue red as crimson, while your 
eyes express a fierce delight never felt before, and a stifled 
growl disturbs the star on your breast — -just as you stand now, 
O'Bronte, might Edwin Landseer rejoice to paint thy picture, 
for which, immortal image of the wilderness, the Duke of Bed- 
ford would not scruple to give a draft on his banker for one 
thousand pounds 1 

Shooting grouse after red-deer is, for a while at first, felt to 
be like writing an anagram in a lady's album, after having 
given die finishing- touch to a tragedy or an epio poem. 'Tis 
like taking to catching shrimps in the sand with one's toes, on 
one's return from Davis' Straits in a whaler that arrived at 
Peterhead with sixteen fish, each calculated at ten tun of oil. 
Tet, 'tis strange how the human soul can descend, pleasantly 

I at every note, from the top to the bottom of passion's and 

I imagination's gamut. 

I A Tarn — a Tarn I with but a small circle of unbroken 

1 water in the centre, and all the rest of its shaUownesH briat- 
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ling, ill every bay, with ree-ds and rualies, Rud surrounded, all 
about the mossy flat, with marshes and quagmires 1 What a 
breeding -place — " procreant cradle" for water-fowll Now 
comes thy turn, 0'Bront« — for famous ia thy name, almost as 
thy sire's, among the flappers. Crawl down to leeward, 
Hamish, that you may pepper them — should they take to 
flight overhead to the loch. Surefoot, lAst© that greeoswaid, 
and you will find it sweet and succulent, Dogs, heel — heel! 
— and now let us steal, on our Crotoh, behind that knoll, and 
open a sudden fire on the swimmers, who seem to think them- 
selves out of shot at the edge of that line of water-liliea ; but 
some of them will soon find themselves mistaken, whirling 
round on their backs, and vainly endeavouring to dive after 
their friends tSiat disappear beneath the agitated surface shot- 
swept into spray. Long Gun ! who oft to the forefinger of 
Colonel Hawker has swept the night-harbour of Poole all 
alive with widgeons, he true to the trust now reposed in thee 
by Kit North I And though these he neither geese, nor 
swans, nor hoopers, yet send thy leaden shower among them 
feeding in their play, till all the air he afloat with specks, as 
if at the shaking of a feather-bed that had burst the ticking, 
and the tarn covered with sprawling mawsies and mallards, 
in death-throes among the ducklings 1 There it lies on its 
rest — like a telescope. No eye has discovered the invention — 
keen as those wild eyes are of the plonterers on the shallows. 
Lightning and thunder 1 to which all the echoes roar. But 
we meanwhile are on our back ; for of all die recoils that 
ever shook a shoulder, that one was the severest — hut 'twill 

probably cure our rheumatism and Well done — nobly, 

gloriously done, O'Brontfi 1 Heaven and earth, how otter-Uke 
lie swims 1 Ha, Hamish I you have cut off the retreat of that 
airy voyager — you have given it him in his stem, Hamish — 
and are reloading for the flappers. One at a time in your 
mouth, O'Bronte ! Put about with that tail for a rudder — 
and make for the shore. What a stately creature 1 as he 
comes issuing from the shallows, and bearing the old mallard 
breast-high, walks all dripping along the greensward, and 
then shakes from his curled ebony the flashing spray-mist, 
one look as we crown tlie knoll, and then in 
again with a spang and a plunge far into the tarn, caring no 
more for the reeda than for eo many windle-straes, and, fast as 
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a sea serpent, is among the heart of the killed and wounded. 
In unerring instinct he always seizes the dead — and now a 
dovira dozen lie along the shore. Come hither, O'Bronte, 
and caress thy old master. Ay — that showed a fine feeling — 
did that long shake that bedriasled the sunshine. Pnt thy 
paws over our shoulders, and round our neck, true son of thy 
sire — oh ! that he were but alive, to see and share thy achieve- 
ments : but indeed, two such do^a, living together in their 
prime at one era, would have been too great glory for this 
sublunary canine world. Therefore Siriua looked on thy sire 
with an evil eye, and in jealousy — 

" Tautffine animis ecelestibua iree ! " 
growled npon some sinner to poison the Dog of all Dogs, 
who leapt up almost to the ceiling of the room where he 
slept — our own bedroom — under the agony of that accursed 
arsenic, gave one horrid howl, and expired. Methinks we 
know his murderer — his eye falls when it meets ours on the 
Street of Princea ; and let him scowl there but seldom — for 
though 'tis but suspicion, this fist, O'Bronte, doubles at the 
sight of the miscreant — and some day, impelled by wrath and 
disgust, it will smash his noae flat with the other features, till 
his face is a pancake. Yea ! as sure as Themis holds her 
balance in the skies, shall the poisoner be punished out of all 
recognition by his parents, and be disowned by the Irish 
Cockney father that begot hira, and the Scotch Cockney 
mother that bore him, as he carries home a tripe-like counte- 
nance enough to make his paramour the scullion miscarry, as 
she opens the door to him on the fifth flat of a common stair. 
But we are getting personal, O'Bronte, a vice abhorrent from 
our nature. 

There goes our Crutch, Hamieh, whirling aloft in the sky 
like a rainbow flight, even like the teu-pound hammer from the 
fling of George Scougal at the St Konans games. Our gout 
is gone — so is our asthma — eke our rheumatism — and, like 
an eagle, we have renewed our youth. There ia hop, step, 
and jump, for you, Hamish — we should not fear, young and 
agile as you are, buck, to give you a yard. But now for the 
flappers. Pointers all, stir your stumps and into the water. 
This is rich. Why, the reeds are as full of flappers as of 
frogs. If they cau fly, the fools don't know it. Why, there 
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is a whole muaquito- fleet of yellow boys, not a month old. 
What a prolific old lady muat she have been, to have kept on 
breeding till July. There she sits, cowering, just on the 
edge of the reeds, nnoertain whether to dive or fly. By the 
oreak and cry of the cradle of thy firat-bom, Hatnish, epars 
the plumage on her yearning and quaking bi-east The little 
yellow images liave all melted away, and are now, in holy 
onnning of instinct, deep down beneath the waters, shifting 
for themselves among the very mud at tho bottom of the 
reeds. By-and-by they will be Boating with but the points 
of their bilU above the surface, invisible among the air-belk. 
The parent duck has also disappeared; the drake yon dis- 
posed of, Hamish, as the coward was lifting up his lumbering 
body, with fat doup and long neck in the air, to eeek safer 
skies. We male creatures — drakes, ganders, and men alike— 
what are we, when affection pleads, in comparison with 
females ! In our passions, we are brave, but these satiated, 
we turn upon our heel and disappear from danger, like 
dastards. But doves, and ducks, and women, are fearless in 
ftflTection to the very death. Therefore have we all our days, 
sleeping or waking, loved the sei, virgin and matron; nor 
would we hurt a hair of their heads, grey or golden, for all 
else that shines beneath the aun, 

Not the best practice tliia in the world, certainly, for 
pointers — and it may teach them bad habits on the hill; 
but, in some situations, all dogs and all men are aUke, and 
cross them as you will, not a breed but shows a taint of 
original sin, when under a temptation sufficiently strong to 
bring it out. Ponto, Ptro, and Basta, are now, according to 
their abilities, all as bad as O'Bronte — and never, to be buts, 
was there such a worrying in this wicked world. But now 
we shall cease our fire, and leave the few flappers that are 
left alive to their own meditations. Our conduct for the last 
hour must have seemed to them no less unaccountable than 
alarming, and something to quack over during the rest of 
the season. Well, we do not remember ever to have seen a 
prettier pile of ducks and ducklings. Haroiah, take census. 
What do you say — two score? That beats cookfighting. 
Here's a hank of twine, Hamisb, tie them altogether by the 
legs, and hang them, in two divisions of equal weights, over 
the crupper of Snrefoot. 
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FLIOIIT THIRD — STILL LIFE. 

We Lave been sufficiently Blaugliterous for a man of onr fine 
Bensibilitiee and moderate desiieB, Hamish; and as, someliow 
or other, the scent seems to be beginning not to he well — yet 
the air cannot be said to be close and sultry either — we shall 
let Brown Bess cool herself in botli barrels — relinquish, for an 
Lour or so, our seat on Shelty, and, by way of a change, pad 
the hoof up that smooth ascent, strangely left stonelesB — an 
avenue positively looking as if it were artificial, aa it stretches 
away, with its beautiftil green undulations, among the blocks; 
for though no view-hunter, we are, Hamish, what in fine lan- 
guage is called a devout worshipper of Nature, an enthusisBt 
in the sublime ; and if Nature do not show us something 
worth gazing at when we reach yonder altitudes, she must be 
a grey deceiver, and we shall never again kneel at her foot- 
stool, or siiig a hymn in her praise. 

The truth is, we have a rending headache, for Beaa has 
been for some hours on the kick, and Snrefoot on the jog, and 
our exertions in the pulpit were severe — action, Hamish, 
action, action, being, as Demosthenes said some two or three 
thousand years ago, essential to oratory ; and yon observed 
how nimbly we kept, changing legs, Hamish, how strenuously 
brandiahiug arms, throughout our discourse — saving the cun- 
ning pauses, thou simpleton, when, by way of relief to our 
auditors, we w^ere as gentle as sucking-doves, and folded up 
L onr wings as if about to go to roost, whereas we were hut 
I meditating a bolder flight — about to soar, Hamish, into the 
I empyrean. Over and above all that, we could not brook 
I Tickler's insolence, who, about the sma' hours, challenged us, 
1 you know, qnaich for quaich ; and though we gave him a 
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moment a tlirobbing in our temples tliat threatens a regular 
brain-fever. We bum for an air-bath on the mountain-top. 
Moreover, we are seized with a sudden desire for solitude — to 
be plain, we are gettiog sulky; so ascend, Surefoot, Hamish, and 
be off with the pointers — O'Bronte goes with us — north-west, 
making a circumbendibus round the TomAana, where Mhairhe 
M'Intyre lived seven years with the fairiea ; and in a couple 
of hoars or so you will find us under the Merlin Orag. 

We offer to walk any man of our age in Great Britain. Bat 
what IS our age ? Confound us if we know within a score or 
two. Yet we cannot get rid of tlie impression that we are 
under ninety. However, as we seek no advantage, and give 
no odds, we challenge the octogenarians of the United King- 
dom — fair too and heel — a twelve-hour match — for love, fame, 
and a legitimate exchequer bill for a thousand. Why, these 
calves of ours would look queer, we confess, on the legs of a 
Leith porter ; but even in our prime they were none of your 
big vulgar calves, but they handled lite iron — now more like 
butter. There is still a spring in our instep ; and our knees, 
eomeUmes shaky, are to-day tnit as Pan's aud neat as Apol- 
lo's, Poet we may not be, but Pedestrian we are ; with 
Wordsworth we could not walk along imaginative heights, 
but, if not grievously out of onr reckoning, on the turnpike 
road we could keep pace with Captain Barclay for a short 
distance — say from Dundee to Aberdeen. 

Oh I Gemini ! but we are in high spirits. Yes — delights 
there indeed are, which none but pedestrians know. Much — 
all depends on the character of the wanderer ; he must have 
known what it is to commune with his own thought-a and 
feelings, and be satisfied with them even as with the converse 
of a chosen friend. Not that he must always, in the solitudes 
that await him, be in a meditative mood, for ideas and emo- 
tions will of themselves arise, and he will only have to enjoy 
the pleasures which his own being spontaneously affords. It 
would indeed be a hopeless thing, if we were always to be on 
the stretch for happiness. Intellect, Imagination, and Feel- 
ing, all work of theii' own free-will, and not at the order of 
any taskmaster. A rill soon becomes a stream — a stream a 
river — a river a loch — and a loch a sea. So it is with the 
current within the spirit. It carries us along, without either 
sail, increasing in depth, breadth, and swiftness, yet all 
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the while the easy work of our own wonderful minds. While 
we seem only to see or hear, we are thinkicg and feeling fer 
beyond the mere notices given by the senaeB ; and years 
afterwards we find that we have been laying up treasures, in 
our most heedless moments, of imagery, and connecting 
together trains of thought that arise in starthng beauty, 
almost without cause or any traceable origin. The Pedes- 
trian, too, moat not only love hia own society, but the society 
of any other human beings, if blameless and not impure, 
among whom his lot may for a short season be cast. He must 
rejoice in all the fonns and shows of hfe, however simple they 
may be, however humble, however low ; and be able to find 
food for hia thoughts beside the ingle of the loneliest hut, 
where the inmates sit with few words, and will rather be 
spoken to than speak to the stranger. In such places he 
will be delighted — perhaps surprised — to find in uncoiTupted 
etrength all the primary elements of human character. He 
will find that his knowledge may bo wider than theirs, and 
better ordered, but that it rests on the samo foundation, and 
comprehends the same matter. There will be no want of 
sympathies between him and them ; and what he knows beat, 
and loves most, will seldom, fail to be that also which they 
listen to with greatest interest, and respecting which there is 
the closest communion between the minds of stranger and 
host. He may know the courses of the stars according to the 
revelation of science — they may have studied them only as 
simple shepherds, " whose hearts were gladdened " walking 
on the mountain-top. But they know — as he does — who 
sowed the stars in heaven, and that their silent courses are 
all adjusted by the hand of the Most High. 

Oh I blessed, thrice blessed years of youth I would we 
choose to Uve over again all your forgotten and unforgotten 
nights and days ! Blessed, thrice blessed we call you, 
although, as we then felt, often darkened almost into insanity 
by self-sown sorrows springing out of our restless soul. So, 
we would not again face such troubles, not even for the 
glorious apparitions that familiarly haunted us in glens and 
forests, on mountains and on the great sea. Ent all, or nearly 
all, that did once so grievously disturb, we can lay in the 
depths of the past, so that scarcely a ghastly voice is heard, 
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» ^taBtl;^ bee bdieU ; irUle all tlut co cbanned of yore, or 
neulj ^ aitfaodgf) no kngcr the dailj compauiionE of our 
life, still nnrire to be teceUed at wdemn boars, and with a 
" bewitjr etiU mm beanteon " to reiDvest the earth, which 
neither m dot Boircyw can rob of il« eochantmebte. We can 
■till trarel witfa the editaiy mountain-stream from its eoarce 
to the eea, and aee new vinous at ever; \-ista of its winding 
-waters. The waterfall flows not with its own monotonotu 
voice of a da; or aa boor, bat like a choral anthem pealiog 
with the hymns of many years. In the heart of the blind 
tnist on the moootain-ranges we c^ui now sit alone, surrounded 
by a world of images, over which time holds no power bnt lo 
consecrate or solemnise. Solitude we can deepen by a single 
volition, and by a single volition let in upon it the stir and 
noise of the world and life. Wliy, therefore, sbonld we com- 
plain, or why lament the inevitable loss or change that time 
brings with it to all that hreathe? Beneath the shadow of 
the tree wo can yet repose, and traDqaillise our spirit by its 
niBtle, or by the " green light " nncheckered by one stirring 
leaf. From sucirise to sanaet, we can lie below the old mossy 
tower, till the darkness that shuts out the day, hides not the 
visions that glide round the roined battlements. Cheerful as in 
a city can we traverse the houseless moor ; and although not 
a ship be on the sea, we can set sail on the wings of imagina- 
tion, and when wearied, sink down on savage or serene isle, 
and let drop our anchor below the moon and stars. 

And 'tis well we are so Epritnal ; for the sensee are of no 
use here, and we must draw for amusement on our internal 
sources. A day-lite night we have often seen about midsum- 
mer, serenest of all among the Hebrides ; but a night-like day, 
auch as this, ne'er before fell on us, and we might as well be 
in the Heart o' Mid-Lothiao. 'Tis a dungeon, and a dark one 
— and we know not for what crime we have been condemned 
to solitary con6neroent. Were it mere mist we eliould not 
mind ; but the gloom is palpable, and makes resistance to 
the band. We did not think clouds capable of such condeo- 
flation — the blackness may be felt like velvet on a hearse. 
Would that something would mstle — but no — all is breath- 
lessly still, and not a wind dares whistle. If there be any- 
thing visible or audible hereabout, then are we stone-blind 
and stone-deaf. We have a vision I 
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See ! a great City iu a mist ! All ia not Bhrouded — at in- 
tervals something Luge ia beheld in the sky — what we know- 
not, tower, temple, spire, dome, or a pile of uamelesa structures 
— one after the other fading away, or sinking and settling down 
into the gloom that grows deeper and deeper like a night. 
The atream of life seems almost hushed in the blind blank, yet 
you hear ever and anon, now here, now there, the slow sound 
of feet moving to their own dull echoes, and lo 1 the Son 



like some great ghost. Ay, be looks I does he not ? straight 
on ffour face, as if you two were the only beings there — and 
were held looking at each other in some strange oommnnion. 
Surely you must sometimes have felt that emotion, when the 
Luminary seemed no longer luminous, but a dull-red brazen 
orb, sick unto the death — obscure the Shedder of Light and 
the Giver of Life lifeless 1 

The Sea has sent a tide-borne wind to the City, and you 
almost start in wonder to behold all the heavens clear of clouds 
(how beautiful was the clearing 1) and bending in a mighty 
blue bow, that brightly overarches all the brightened habita- 
tions of men I The spires shoot up into the sky — the domes 
tranquilly rest there — all the roofa glitter aa with diamonds, 
all the wliite walla are iuatrous, sava where, here and there, 
some loftier range of buildings hangs its steadfast shadow o'er 
square or street, magnifying the city, by means of separate 
multitudes of structures, each town-like in itself, and the 
whole gathered together by the outward eye, and the inward 
imagination, worthy indeed of the name of Metropolis, 

Let uB sit down on this bench below the shadow of the 
Parthenon. The air is now so rarified, that you can see not 
indistinctly the figure of a man on Arthur's Seat, The Cal- 
ton, though a city hill, is as green as the Carter towering 
over the Border- fore at. Not many years ago, no atone edifice 
was on hia unviolated verdure — he was a true rural Mount, 
where the lassies bleached their claes, in a pure atmosphere, 
aloof from the city smoke almost as the sides and summit of 
Arthur's Seat. Flocks of aheap might have grazed here, had 
there been enclosures, and many milch cows. But in their 
abaenoe a pastoral character was given to the Hill by its 
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green silence, here and tiiere broken by the aongs and langhter 
of those linen-bleaching lasaies, and by the arm-iQ-arm stroll- 
ing of lovers in the morning light or the evening abode. 
Here married people used to walk with their children, think- 
ing and feeling themeelvea to be in the conntiy ; and here 
elderly gentlemen, like onrselvee, with gold-headed canes or 
simple crutches, mnaed and meditated on the ongoings of the 
noisy lower world. Snch a Hill, so close to a great City, yet 
undiBturbed by it, and imbaed at all times with a feeling of 
sweeter peace, because of the immediate neighbourhood of 
the din and stir of which its green recess high np in the blue 
air never partook, seems now, in the mingled dream of ima^- 
nation and memory, to have been a super-nrban Paradise '. 
But a city cannot, ought not to be, controlled in its growth ; 
the natural beauty of this bill has had its day ; now it is 
broken all round with wide walks, along which yon might 
drive chariots abreast ; broad flights of stone-stairs lead up 
along the once elastic brae-turf; and its bosom is laden with 
towers and temples, monnmenta and mauHoleums. Along one 
side, where hanging gardens might have been, magnificent as 
those of the old Babylon, etretchea the macadamised Royal 
Road to London, flanked by one receptacle for the quiet dead, 
and by another for the unquiet living — a churchyard and a 
prison dying away in a bridewell. But, making amends for 
Buoh hideous deformities, with Iront nobly looking to the 
cliffs, over a dell of dwellings seen dimly through the smoke- 
mist, stands, sacred to the Muses, an Edihce that might have 
pleased the eye of Pericles I Alas, immediately below one 
that would have turned the brain of Palladio ! Modem 
Athens indeed ! Few are the Grecians among thy architects ; 
those who are not Goths are Picts — and the King himself of 
the Painted People designed Nelson's Monument. 

But who can be querulous on such a day ? Weigh all its 
defects, designed and undesigned, and is not Edinburgh yet a 
noble city ? Arthur's Seat ! how like a lion ! The magnifi- 
cent range of Salisbury Crags, on which a battery might be 
built to blow the whole inhabitation to atoms 1 Oor friend 
here, the Gallon, with his mural crown ! Our Castle on hia 
Cliffl gloriously hung round with national hiatories along 
all his battlements I Do they not embosom him in a style 
of grandeur worthy, if such it be, of a " City of Palacea ? " 
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Cull all things by their right names, in heaven and on eartb. 
Palaces tbey are not — nor are they built of marble ; bnt they 
are stately houBeB, fiumed of stone from Craig-Leith quany, 
almost as pale as the Parian ; and when the sun looks fitfully 
throngb the storm, or as now, serenely through the calm, richer 
than Parian in the tempestuous or the peaceful light. Never 
beheld we the cityweaidag such a majestic metropolitan aspect. 

" Ay, proudly fling thy white arma to the sea, 
Queen of the uQcouquer'd North!" 

How near the Firth ! Gloriously does it supply the want 
of a river. It is a river, though seeming, and sweeping into, 
tbo sea ; but a river that man may never bridge ; and though 
Btill now as the sky, we wish you saw it in its magnificent 
madness, when brought on the roarings of the stormfol tide 

"Breaks the long wave that at the Pole began." 

Coasf^cities alone are Queens. All inland are but Tribn- 
taties. Earth's empiry belongs to the Power that sees its 
bhadow in the sea. Two separate Cities, not twins — but one 
of ancient and one of modem birth — how harmoniously, in 
spite of form and features characteristically different, do they 
coalesce into one Capital 1 This miracle, methinks, is wrought 
by the Spirit of Nature on the World of Art. Her great fea- 
tares subdue almost into similarity a Whole constructed of 
such various elements, for it is all felt to bo kindred with those 
guardian cliffs. Those eternal heights hold the Double City 
together in an amity that breathes over both the same national 
look — tbe impression of the same national soul. In the olden 
time, tbe city gathered herself almost under the very wing of 
the Castle ; for in her heroic heart she ever heard, uualanned 
but watchful, the alarums of war, and that cliff, under heaven, 
■was on earth the rock of her salvation. But now the founda- 
tion of that rock, whence yet the tranquil burgher hears the 
morning and the evening bugle, ia beautified by gardens that 
love its pensive shadow, for it tames the light to flowers by 
rude feet untrodden, and yielding garlands for the brows 
of perpetual peace. Thence elegance and grace arose ; and 
while antiquity breathes over that wilderness of antique fltruc- 
tnres picturesquely huddled along the blue line of sky — as 
WiUde once finely said, like the spine of some enormous ani- 
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mal ; yet all along tliis side of that uDrivered aud mouiiil- 
divided dell, dow aliines a new world of radiant dwellings, 
declaring by tlieir regalar but not monotonous maguificence, 
that the same people, whose "perfervid genius" preserved 
them by war tmbumbled aurioag the nations in days of dark- 
ness, have now drawn a strength as invincible from tbe beau- 
tiful arts which have been cultivated by peaoo in the days of 
light. 

And is tlie spirit of the inhabitation there worthy of tbe 
place inhabited? We are a Scotsman. And the great Eng- 
lish Moralist has asked, where may a ScotHman be found who 
loves not the honour or tbe glory of his country better than, 
truth ? We are that Scotsman — tbough for our country would 
we die. Yet dearer too than Ufe is to ub the honour — if not 
the glory of our country; and had we a thousand lives, proudly 
would we lay them all down in the dust rather than give — or 



" Unto the silver croaa, to Scotland dea 



on which as yet no stain appears eavo those glorious 
Btaina, that have fallen on its folds fioio the clouda of vrar 
tbe storms of battle. SufGcient praise to tbe spirit of our land, 
that she knows how to love, admire, and rival — not ia vain — 
the spirit of high-hearted and heroic England, Long as 
and that other noble Isle 



radd 



" Set ns an emerald in the casing si 
n triple iinion brcatlie aa one, 



I 



What ia a people without pride ? But let them know that ita 
root rests on noble pillars; and in the whole range of strength 
and statelineBS, what pillars are there stronger and stateber 
than those glorious two — Genius and Liberty ? Here valour 
has fought-^here pbdosophy has meditated— here poetry baa 
fiung. Are not our living yet as brave as our dead? All 
wisdom has not perished with the sages to whom we have 
built or are building monumental tombs. The mnses yet love 
to brealbe the pure mountaiii-air of Caledon. And have we 
Qot amongat us one myriad-miDded man, whose name, without 
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offence to that higk-priest of nature, or his devontest worship- 
pers, may flow from our lips even when they utter that of 
Shakespeare? 

The Queen of the North has evaporated — and we again 
have a ghuipse of the Highlands. But where's the Sun? 
We know not ia what airt to look for him, for who knows bat 
it may now be afternoon ? It is almost dark enough for even- 
ing — and if it be not far on in the day, then we shall have 
thunder. What saith our repeater? One o'clock. Usually 
the brightest hour of all the twelve — but anything but bright 
at this moment. Can there be an eclipse going on — an earth- 
quake at his toilette — or merely a. brewing of storm ? Let us 
consult our almanac. No eclipse set down for to-day — the 
old earthquake dwells in the neighbourhood of Comrie, and 
has never been known to journey thus fat north — besides, he 
has for some years been bod-ridden ; argal, there is about to 
be a storm. What a fool of a land-tortoise were we to crawl 
up to the top of a mountain, when we might have taken our 
choice of half-a-dozen glens with cottages in them every other 
mile, and a village at the end of each with a comfortable 
Change-house 1 Anil up which of its sides, pray, was it that 
we crawled? Not this one — for it is as steep aa a church — 
and we never in our life peeped over the brink of an uglier 
abyss. Ay, Mister Merlin, 'tia wise of you to be flying home 
into your crevice — put your head below your wing, and do 
cease that cry. — Croak ! croak 1 croak 1 Where is the sooty 
Binner ? We hear he is on the wing — but he either sees or 
smells US, probably both, and the horrid gurgle in hia throat 
is choked by some cloud. Surely that was the sughing of 
wings 1 A Bird ! alighting within fifty yards of us — and, 
from his mode of folding bis wings— an Eagle ! This is too 
maoh — within fifty yards of an Eagle on his own mountain- 
top. Is he blind? Age darkens even an Eagle's eyes — but 
he is not old, for his plumage is perfect — and we see the glare 
of his far-keekers as he turns hia head over his shoulder and 
regards his eyrie on the cliff. We would not shoot him for 
a thousand a-year for life. Not old — how do we know that? 
Because he is a creature who is young at a hundred — so says 
Audubon — Swainson- — our brother James — and all shepherds. 
Little suspects he who is lying so near him with his Crutch. 
Oar BQuffy suit is of a colour with the storm-atained granite— 



344 HECREATIOSS OF CHBISTOPHER NOKTH. 

and if he walk this way he will get a buffet. And he is walk- 
ing this way — hia head up, and his tail down, — not hopping 
like a filthy raven — but one foot before the other — like a man — 
like a King, We do not altogether like it — it ie rather alarm- 
ing — he may not be an Eagle after all — bnt something worse 
— " Hurra I ye Sky-soraper 1 Christopher is upon you I take 
that, and that, and that " — all one tumbling scream, there be 
goes, Crutch and all, over the edge of the Cliff. Dashed ta 
death— but impoBsible for na to get the body. Whew I dashed 
to death indeed t There he wheels, all on £re, round the 
thunder gloom. Is it electric matter in the atmosphere— or 
fear and wrath that illumine hia wings ? 

We wish we were safe down. There is no wind here yet — 
none to speak of ; bat there is wind enough, to all appearance, 
in the region towards the west. The main body of the clouds 
is falling back on the reserve — and observing tliat movement 
the right wing deploys ; as for the left, it is broken, and its 
retreat wQl soon be a flight. Fear is contagious — the whole 
army has fallen into irremediable disorder — has abandoned its 
commanding positioa — and in aa hour will be self-driven into 
the sea. We call that a Panic. 

Glory be to the corps that covers the retreat. We eee now 
the oause of that retrograde movement. In the north-west, 
" far off its coming shone," and " in numbers without number 
numberless," lo I the adverse Host ! Thrown out in front, the 
beautiful rifle brigade comes fleetly on, extending in open 
order along the vast plain between the aerial Pine- mountains 
to yon Fire-cliffs. The enemy marches in masses — the epaoe 
between the divisions now widening and now narrowing — iand 
as sure aa we are ahve we hear the sound of trumpets. The 
routed army has rallied and reappears — and, hark, on the 
extreme left a cannonade. Never before had the Unholy Al- 
liance a finer park of artillery — and now its fire opens from the 
great battery in the centre, and the hurly-burly is general far 
and wide over the whole field of battle. 

But these lead drops danoing on our bonnet tell ns to take 
up our orutch and be off— for there it is slicking — by-and-by 
the waters will be in flood, and we may have to pass a night 
on the mountain. Down we go. 

We do not call this the same side of the mountain we 
crawled up ? There, all was purple except what was groea— 




and we were liappy to be a heather-legged body, occasionally 
Bkippiog like a grasshopper on turf. Here, all rocks save 
stones. Get out of the way, ye ptarmigans. We hate shingle 

from the bottom of our oh dear I oh dear I but this is 

painful — slidderiiig on sliinglo away down what ia anything 
but an inclined plane — feet foremost — accompanied with rat- 
tling debris — at railroad speed — every twenty yards or so dis- 
lodging a stone as big as oneself, who instantly joins the 
procession, and there they go hopping and jumping along 
with us, some before, soma at each side, and, we shudder to 
think of it, some behind — well somersetted over oar head, 
thou Grey Wackd — but mercy on us, and forgive \m our sins, 
for if this lasts, in another minute we are all at the bottom of 
that pond of pitch. Take care of yourself, O'Bronte 1 

Here we are — sitting ! How we were brought to assume 
this rather uneasy posture we do not pretend to say. We 
confine ourselves to the fact. Sitting beside a Tarn. Our 
escape appears to have been little less than miraculous, and 
mast have been mainly owing, under Providence, to the 
Crutch. Who's laughing? 'Tis you, you old Witch, in hood 
and cloak, crouching on the cliff as if you were warming your 
hands at the fire. Hold your tongue — and you may ait there 
to all eternity if you choose — you cloud-ridden hag I No — 
there will be a blow-up some day — as there evidently has been 
here before now ; but no more Geology — from the tarn, who 
is a 'tarnation deep 'un, runs a rill, and he offers to be our 
^uide down to the Low Country. 

Why, this does not look like the same day. No gloom 
here, but a green serenity — not ao poetical perhaps, but, in a 
human light, far preferable to a "brown horror." No sul- 
phureous smell — "the air is balm." No sultriness — how cool 
the circulating medium 1 In our youth, when we had wings 
on our feet, and were a feathered Mercury — Cherub we never 
were nor Cauhflower — by flying, in our weather-wisdom, from 
glen to glen, we have made one day a whole week — with, at 
the end, a Sabbath. For all over the really mour(aineous 
region of the Highlands, every glen haa its own indescribable 
kind of day — all vaguely comprehended under the One Day 
that may happen to be uppermoet ; and Lowland meteorolo- 
gists, meeting in the evening after a long absence — having, 
perhape, parted that morning — on comparing Dotes lose their 
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temper, and have been even known to proceed to extremitiea 

in defence of facta well established of a most coiitradictoiy and 
irreconcilable nature. 

Here ie an angler fishing with the fly. In the glen beyond 
that range he would have naed the minnow — aud in the huge 
hollow behind our friends to the South-east, he might jnst as 
well try the bare hook — though it is not univeraally true that 
troulB don't rise when there is thnuder. Let ua see how he 
throws. What a cable 1 Flies I Tnfts of heather. Hollo, you 
there ; friend, what sport ? Wiiat sport we eay ? No answer; 
are you deaf? Dumb? He fiouriehee liis flail and ia route. 
Let us try what a whack on the back may elicit. Down he 
flings it, and staring on ns with a pair of moat extraordinary 
eyes, and a beard like a goat, ie off like a shot, Alas I we 
have frightened the wretch out of his few poor wits, and he 
may kill himself among the rocks. He is indeed an idiot — 
an innocent. We remember seeing him near tiiis very spot 
forty years ago — and he was not young then — ^they often live 
to extreme old age. No wonder he was terrified — for we are 
duly sensible of the outre tout eiuemhle we mnst have suddenly 
exhibited in the glimmer that visits those weak red eyes — he 
is an albino. That whack was rash, to say the least of it — 
our Crutch was too much for him ; but we hear him whining — 
and moaning — and, good God ! there he is on his knees with 
hands clasped in supplication — " Dinna kill me — diuna kill 
me — 'am silly — 'am silly — and folk say 'am auld — anld — 
aukl." The harmless creatnre is convinced we are not going 
to kill him — takes from oar land what he calls his fishing-rod 
aud tackle — aud laughs like an owl. " Ony meat — ony meat 
— ony meat?" "Tea, innocent, there is some meat in this 
wallet, and you and we shall have onr dinner," "Hoi ho! 
ho 1 ho 1 a smelled, a smelle d 1 a can say the Lord's Prayer." 
" What's yourname, my man?" " Daft Dooggy the Haverih" 
"Sit down, Dugald." A sad mystery all this — a drop of water 
on the brain will do it — bo wise physicians say, and we be- 
lieve it. For all that, the brain is not the soul. He takes 
the food with a kind of howl — and carries it away to some 
distance, muttering " a aya eats by myael 1" He is saying 
grace ! And now he is eating like an animal. 'Tia a saying 
of old, " Their hves are hidden with God I " 

Thia lovely little glen is almost altogether new to ub : 



to ub: yet 

M 
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BO congenial its quiet to the longings cf our heart, tliat all at 
once it is familiar to ua as if we had aojourned here for days 
— aa if that cottsige were our dwelling-place — and we had 
retired hither to await the close. Were we never here before 
— in the olden and golden time ? Those dips iu the aummita 
of the mountain seem to recall from oblivion memories of a 
morning all the same as this, enjoyed by us with a different 
joy, almost as if then we were a different being, joy then the 
very element in which we drew our breath, satisfied now to 
live in the atmosphere of sadness often thickened with gnef. 
'Tie thus that there grows a confiision among the past times 
in the dormitory — call it not the burial-place — overshadowed 
by sweet or solemn imagery — in the inland regions ; nor can 
we question the recollections as they rise — being ghosta, ihey 
are silent — their coming and their going alike a mystery — but 
sometimes — as now- — ^they are happy hauntings — and age is 
•Imoat gladdened into illusion of returning youth. 

'Tia a lovely little glen as in all the Highlands — yet we 
know not that a painter would see in it the aubject of a picture — 
for the sprinklings of young trees have been sown capriciously 
by nature, and there eeems no reason why on that luU-eide, 
and not on any other, should survive the remains of an old 
wood. Among the multitude of knolls a few are eminent with 
rocks and shrubs, but there is no central assemblage, and tlie 
green wilderness wantons in such disorder that you might be- 
lieve the poola there to he, not belonging as they are to the 
aam© running water, but each itself a small separate lakelet 
fed by its own spring. True, that above its homeliills there 
are mountains — and these are cliffs on which the eagle might 
not disdain to build — but the mnge wheels away in its gran- 
deur to face a loftier region, of which we see here but the 
Bommita awimming in the distant clouds. 

Gkid bless that hut I and have its inmates in His holy keep- 
ing I But what Fairy ia this coming unawares on us sitting 
by the side of the most lucid of little wells ? Set down tliy 
pitcher, my child, and let us hav« a look at thy happiness — 
for though thou mayest wonder at our words, and think us a 
strange old man, coming and going, once and for ever, to theo 
and thine a shadow and no more, yet lean thy head towards 
as that we may lay our hands on it and bless it — and promise, 
as thon art growing up hero, sometimea to think of the voice 
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that Spake to tbee hy tbe Birk-tree well. Love, fear, and eerVA 
God, as the Bible leaches — and whatever happens thee, qoaie 
not, but pat tliy trust in Heaven. 

Do not be afraid of him, Bweet one ! O'Bronte would submit 
to be flayed alive rather thBc bite a child : aee, he offers yon 
a paw — take it without trembling ; nay, he will let thee ride 
on hia back, my pretty dear — won't thou, O'Bronte? — and 
scamper with thee up and down the knolls like her coal-black 
charger rejoicing to bear the Fairy Queen. Thou telleat iB 
thy father and mother, sisters and brothers, all are dead ; yet 
with a voice cheerful as well as plaintive. Smile — laugh — 
sing — as thou wert doing a mincte ago — as thou hast done for 
many a morning — and shalt do for many a morning more on 
thy way to the well — in the woods^-on the braes — in the 
house, — often all by thyself when the old people are out of 
doors not far off — or when sometimes they have for a whole 
day been from home out of the glen. Forget not our words— 
and no evil can befall thee that may not, weak as thou art, be 
borne, — and nothing wicked that is allowed to walk the earth 
will ever be able to hurt a hair on tby head. 

My stars 1 what a lovely little animal 1 A tame fawn, hy 
all that is wild — kneehng down — to drink — no — no — at his 
lady's feet. The collie oatched it — thou sayest — on the edge 
of the Auld wood — and by the time its wouuds were cured, it 
seemed to have forgot its mother, and soon leamt to follow tbee 
about to far-off places quite out of sight of this — and to play 
gamesome tricks like a creature born among human dwellings. 
What 1 it dances like a kid — does it^ — and sometimes you put 
a garland of wildflowers round its neck — and pursue it like a 
huntress, as it pretends to be making its escape into the forest? 

Look, child, here is a pretty green purse for you, that opens 
and shuts with a spring — so — and in it there is a. gold coin, 
called a sovereign, and a crooked sixpence. Don't blush- 
that was a graceful curtay. Keep the crooked sixpence for 
good-Iuek, and you never will want. With the yellow feDow 
buy a Sunday gown and a pair of Sunday shoes, and what else 
you like ; and now — you two, lead the way — try a race to tlie 
door — and old Christopher North will carry the pitcher — 
balancing it on his head — thus — ha 1 O'Bronte galloping 
along as umpire. The Fawn has it, and by a neck has heal 
Camilla. 
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We shall luach ere we go^an-d lunch well too — for this is 
a poor man's, not a pauper's hut, and Heaven stiU grauta his 
prayer — " give us this day our daily bread." Sweeter — richer 
bannocks of barley-meal never met the mouth of mortal man 
— nor more delicious butter. " Wo salt it, sir, for a friend in 
Glasgow — but noiv and then we tab a bite of the fresh — do 
oblige US a', sir, by eatin, and you'll maybe find the mutton- 
tbat bad, though I've kent it fatter — and, as you hae 
I me, sir, for being sae bauid aa 
in your milk. The gudemaa is 
a' his life — but we keep it for 
) be sure it's a gey big ane — 
■has lasted us sin' Whitsua- 



1 



a lang walk afore you, 
to suggeest a glass o' spei 
temperate, and he's been 
a cordial — and that bottle — tc 
and would thole replenishing- 



tide." 

So presseth ua to take care of number one the gudewife, 
while the gudenian, busy as ourselves, eyea ber with a well- 
pleased face, but saith nothing, and the bonny wee bit lassie 
sits on her stool at the wonnock wi' her coggie ready to do any 
service at a look, and supping little or nothing, out of bash- 
fiilness in presence of Christopher North, who she believes is 
a good, and thinks may, perhaps, be some great man. Our 
third bannock has bad the gooseberry jam laid on it thick by 
" the gudewife'a ain hand," — and we suspect at that last wide 
bite we have smeared the corners of our mouth^but it will 
only be making matters worse to attempt licking it off with 
our tongue. Pussie 1 thou hast a cunning look— purring on 
our knees — and though those glass een o' thine are blinking 
at the cream on the saucer — with wliich thou jalonsest we 
intend to let thee wet tby wliiekers, — we fear thou mak'at no 
bones of the poor birdies in the brake, and that many an un- 
lucky leveret has lost its wits at the spring of such a tiger. 
Cats are queer creatures, and ha,ve an instinctive liking to 
Warlocks. 

And these two old people have survived all their children 
— sons and daughters 1 They have told ua the story of their 
life — and as calmly aa if they had been telling of the trials of 
Bonje other pair. Perhaps, in our sympathy, though we say 
but little, tliey feel a strength that is not always theirs — per- 
haps it ia a relief irom silent sorrow to speak to one wlio is a 
stranger to them, and yet, as they may think, a brother in 
•ffliction — but prayer like thanksgiving assures us that there 
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18 in this lint a Cfariatian composure, far beyond the need of 
our pity, and sent from a region above the Btara. 

There cannot bo a cleaner cottage. TidiocBB, it is pleasant 
to know, baa for a good many years past been establisliing 
itself in Scotland among the minor domestic virtues. Once 
established it will never decay ; fur it must be felt to brighten, 
more than could be imagined by our fathers, tlie whole aspect 
of life. No need for any other household fairy to sweep this 
floor. An orderly creature we have seen she is, from all her 
movements out and in doors — though the guest of but an 
hour. They have told us that they bad known what are called 
better days — and were once in a thriving way of business in 
a town. But they were bom and bred in the country; and 
their manners, not rustic but rural, breathe of its serene and 
simple spirit — at once Lowland and Highland — ^to us a plea- 
sant union, not without a certain charm of gi-ace. 

What loose leaves are those lying on the Bible ? A few 
odd numhera of the Scottish Chbibtian Herald. We shall 
take care, our friends, that all the Numbers, bound in three 
large volumes, shall, ere many weeks elapse, be lying for you 
at the Manse. Let us recite to you, our worthy friends, a 
small sacred Poem, which we have by heart. Christian, keep 
your eye on the page, and if we go wrong, do not fear to set 
UB right. Can you say many psalms and hymns ? But 
need not ask — for 

" Piety is aweet to infant minds ;" 
what they love they remember — for how easy — how happy- 
to get dear things by heart ! Happiest of all — the things 
held holy on earth as in heaven — because appertaining here to 
Eternal life. 



1 




TO TIIE SCOTTISH CHRISTIAN 

" Beauteous on our heath -clad mountains, 
May our Herald's feet appear ; 

Sweet, bj silver lakes and fountains, 

May his voice he to our ear. 

Let the tenants of onr rocks, 

Shepherds watching o'er tlieir flocks. 

Village swain and peasant boy, 

Hiee salute with, songs of joy I 
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Crristian Herald I spread the stoiy 
Of Redemption's woodroug plan ; 

'Tia Jehovah's brightest glory, 
'Tia His highest gift to m.in ; 
Angels on their harpa of gold, 
Love its glories to unfold ; 
Heralds who its inflnence wield, 
Make the waste a fruitful field. 



To the fonnt of mercy soaring, 
On the wings of faith and lore ; 

And the depths of grace esploring. 
By the light ahed from above i 
Show ns whence life's waters flow, 
And where treea of blessing grow. 
Bearing fniit of heavenly bloom, 
Breathing Eden's rich perfume. 

Love to God and man expressing. 
In thy course of mercy speed ; 

Lead to springs of joy and blessing, 
And with heavenly manna feed 
Scotland's children high and low. 
Till the Lord they truly know : 
As to us our fathers told. 
He was known by them of old. 

To the young, in season vemaJ, 
Jeans in His grace disclose ; 

As the tree of life eternal, 
'Neath whose shade they may repose. 
Shielded from the noontide ray, 
And from ev'ning'B tribes of prey ; 
And refrsah'd with fruits of love. 
And with muaic from above. 

Chbisttah Hbbald ! may the blessing 
Of the Highest thee attend. 

That, this chiefest boon poaBcsaing, 

Thou may'at prove thy country's friend : 
Tend to make oar laud assume 
Something of its former bloom, 
When the dewa of heavea were aeen 
. Sparkling on its pastures green. 
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When the voice of warm devo^on 
To the throne of God arose — 

Mighty as the tonnd of ocean, 
Calm as natnre in rapoBe ; 
Sweeter, than when Arabf 
Perfume breathes from flow'r and tree, 
lUsing 'bove the ahiniiig spher 
To Jehovah's Ibt'uiDg ear." 



tree, ^^| 



I 3fi 

B It is timB we were going— but we wish to hear how thy 

V voice sounds, Chriatian, wheo it reads. So read these sanie 

■ verses, first " into youreel," and then to us. They speak of 

I mercies above your comprehension, and ours, and all men's ; 

f for they speak of the infinite goodness and mercy of God — but 

though thou hast committed in thy short life no sine, or but 

small, towards thy fellow- creatures — how couldst thou ? yet 

thou knowest we are all sinful in His eyes, and thou knowest 

on whose merits is the reliance of our hopes of Heaven. 

Thank you, Christian. Three minutes from two by your 

house-clock — she gives a clear warning — and three minutes 

from two by our watch — rather curious this coincidence to 

such a nicety — we must take up our Crutch and go. Thank 

tliee, bonny wee Christian — in wi' the bannocks intil our 

pouch — but we fear you must take us for a sad glutton. 

" Zickety, dickety, dock, ^^H 

The mouse ran up the nock ; ^^H 

The nock struck one, ^^H 

Down the mouse ran, ^H 
Zickety, dickety, dock." 

Come closer, Christian — and let ua put it to thine ear. What 
a pretty face of wonder at the ohime I Good people, you have 
work to do in the hay-field — let us part — God bless you — 
Good-by — farewell 1 

Half an hour since we parted — we cannot help being b 
little sad — and fear we were not so kind to the old people — 
not 60 considerate as we ought to have been — and perhaps, 
though pleased with us just now, they may say to one another 
before evening that we were too merry for our years. Non- 
sense. We were all merry together — ^iaft Uncle among the 
lave— for the creature came stealing in and sat down on his 
own stool in the comer ; and what's the use of wearing a 
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long face at all times like a Methodiat miaiater ? A Methodist 
"Whj, John Wesley was facets, and Whitfield 
humorous, and Eowland Hill witty — though he, we believe, 
was not a Methody ; yet were their hearts fountains of tears 
— and nurs is not a rock — if it be, 'tis the rock of Horeb. 

Ha, Eamish 1 Here we are beneath the Merlin Crag. What 
Bport? Why, five brace is not so much amiss — and they are 
thumpers. Fifteen brace in all. Ducks and flappers. Seven 



"Bat what are these, 
So withei'd and so wild in their attire i 
That look not like th' inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on't ) Live you 1 or are yon aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
"Upon her skinny lips : — you should be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so !" 

Shakespeare is not familiar, we find, among the natives of 
Loch-Etive side — else these figures would reply, 

" All hail, Macbeth I luul to thee. Thane of Qlammia I " 

But not satisfied with laying their choppy fingers on their 
skinny lips, they now put them to their plooky noses, having 
first each dipped fore and thumb in his mull, and gibber 
Gaelic, to us unintelligible as the quacking of ducka, when a 
Christian auditor hae been prevented from catching its mean- 
ing by the gobbling of turkeys. 

Witches at the least, and about to prophesy to us some 
pleasant events, that are to terminate disastrously in after 
years. Is there no nook of earth perfectly sohtary — but 
must natural or supernatural footsteps haunt the remotest and 
most central places? But now we shall have our fortunes 
told in choice Erse, for sure these are the Children of the 
Mist, and perhaps they will favour us with a running com- 
intary on Ossian. Stout, griro, heather-legged bodies they 
' are, one and all, and luckily we are provided with snuff and 
' tobacco sufficient for the whole crew. Were they even ghoata 
tbey will not refase a aneeshin, and a Highland spirit will 
look pictaresque puffing a cigar I — Hark 1 we know them and 
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tlieir vootttion. Theae are tbe Genii of tbe Mountain-dew ; 
and tbeir hidileo enginery, depend on't, is not far off, but 
buried in the bowels of some brae. See ! — a faint mist dissi- 
pating ileelf ovar the heather I There — at work, shaming the 
idle waate, and in use and wont to break even the Sabbath- 
day, is a Still 1 

Do we look like Ezciaemen ? The Crutch has indeed a 
BUBpioious family reeemblance to a gauging-rod ; and literary 
characters, like us, may well be miatakeD for the SuperriBor 
himself. But the smuggler's eye knows his enemy at a glance, 
as the fox knows a hound ; and the whispering group discern at 
once that we are of a nobler breed. That one fear dispelled, 
Highland hospitality bids us welcome, even into the mouth of 
the matt-kiln, and, with a amacfc on our loof, the Chief vol- 
imteers to initiate us into the grand mysteries of the Worm, 

The turf-door is flung outward on its lithe hinges, and 
already what a gracious smell 1 lo we go, ushered by un- 
bonneted Celts, gentlemen in manners wherever the kilt ia 
worn ; for the tartan ia the symbol of courtesy, and Mac a 
good password all the world over between man and man. 
Lowland eyes are apt to water in the peat-reek, but ere long 
we shall have another " drappie in our ee," and drink to the 
Clans in the " unchristeoed cretur," What a sad neglect in 
our education, among all the acquired lingoes extant, to have 
overlooked the Gaelic I Tet nobody who has ever heard 
P. E. preach an Erse Sermon, need despair of discoursing in 
that tongue after an hour's practice ; so let ua forget, if poB- 
sible, every woid of English, and the language now needed 
will rise up in its place. 

And these figures in men's coats and women's petticoats 
are females ? We are willing to beheve it in spite of their 
beards. One of them absolutely suckling a child ! Thank 
you, my dear sir, but we cannot swallow the contents of that 
quaich. Tet, let us try. — A little too warm, and rather harsh ; 
but meat and drink to a man of age. That seems to be goat- 
milk cheese, and the scones are barley ; and they and the 
epeerit will wash one another down in an amicable plea, nor 
quarrel at close quarters. Honey too^ — heather-honey of this 
blessed year's produce. Hecette's forefinger mixes it in a 
quaich with mountain-dew — and that ia Atholl-brose ? 

There cannot be the least doubt in the world that tha 
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HamiltoDian system of teaching la:riguages is one of the l>eBt 
ever invented. It will enable any pupil of common-run 
powers of attention to read any part of the New Testament 
in Greek in Bome twenty lessons of an hour each. But what 
is that to the principle of the Worm? Half a blessed hour 
has not elapsed since we entered into the door of this hill- 
house, and we offer twenty to one that we read Ossian ad 
aperturam libri, in the original Gaelic. We feel as if we 
could translate the works of Jeremy Bentham into than 
tongue — ay, even Francis Maximus Macnab'a Theory of the 
"Universe. We gnarantee ourselves to do both, this identical 
night before we go to sleep, and if the printers are busy dur- 
ing the intermediate hours, to correct the press in the morn- 
ing. Why, there are not above five thousand roots — but we 
are getting a little gizzy — into a state of civilation in the 
■wilderness — and, gentlemen, let as drink — in solemn silence 
—the " Memory of Pingal." 

St Cecilia 1 we did not lay our account with a bagpipe I 
What is the competition of pipers in the Edinburgh Theatre, 
small as it is, to this damnable drone in an earth-cell, eight 
feet by six ! Tet while the dmma of our ears are continuing 
to split like old parchment title-deeds to lands nowhere exist- 
ing, and all our animal economy, from finger to toe, is one 
agouiaing dirl, jEoIus himself sits as proud as Lucifer in 
Pandemonium ; and as the old soldiers keep tending the 
Worm in the reek as if alt were silence, the male-looking 
females, and especially the he-she with the imp at her breast, 
nod, and smiik, and smile, and snap their fingers, in a chal- 
lenge to a straspey — and, by all that is horrible, a red Lairy 
arm is round our neck, and we are half choked with the fumes 
of whisky-kisses. An hour ago wo were dreaming of Mal- 
vina I and here she is with a vengeance, while we in the cha- 
racter of Oscar are embraced till almost all the Lowland breath 
JD our body expires. 

And this is still- life. 

Extraordinary it is, that, go v^here we will, we are in a 
wonderfully short time discovered to be Christopher North. 
A few years ago, the instant we found our feet in a mine in 
Cornwall, after a descent of about one-third the bored earth's 
diameter, we were saluted by nanne by a grim Wonops who 
had not seen the upper regions for years, preferring the in- 
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tenor of Uw plaoet ; a&d faTthwith " Cbristoplier Nortli/'J 
"Chiistopber North," reverberated along the galleriea, wh^l 
the gnomes cune flocking in all directioos, witli s&fety-lampa 
to catch a glimpse of the Eunous Editor. On another o 
flion, we remember, when coostiiig the south of Ireland ia 
schomer, blling in with a boat like a cockle-ehell, well out of ^ 
the Bay of Bantrr, and of the three half' naked PaddieB that wen 
ensnaring the finny race, two smoked ns at the helm, and bawled 
np, " Kitty go bragh I " Were we to go up in a balloon, and by 
any accident descend in the interior of Africa, wo have not ■ 
the slightest doabt that Soltan Belloo would know u 
jiffy, lutving heard our person eo frequently described by« 
Major Denham and Captain Clapperton. So we are known,! 
it seems, in the Still — by the men of the Worm ? Yes — thftT 
principal proprietor in the concern is a schoolmaster ovaU 
about Looh-Eam-Head — a man of no mean literary abilitie^.J 
and an occasional contributor to the Uagazine. He visits T!ift I 
Shop in breeches — but now moants the Hit — and astonialiM I 
ns by the versatility of his talents. In one of the most actirBl 
working bees we recognise a cadie, formerly in Auld Beekiel 
yeleped " The Despatch," now retired to the Braes of Bsl-l 
quhidder, and breathing strongly the spirit of his yonth..B 
With that heather-houghed gentleman, fiery-tressed as the J 
God of Day, we were, for the quarter of a century that w 
held a large grazing farm, in the annual practice of drinkin^l 
a gill at the Falkirk Tryst ; and— wonderfnl, indeed, to thii^ 
how old friends meet — we were present at the amputation of ■ 
the right leg of that timber-toed hero with the bushy wfaiskertf ■ 
— ^in the Hospital of Bosetta — ^having accompanied Sir Dand'l 
Baird's splendid Indian army into Egypt. 

Shying, for the present, the q^uestion in Political Economyf J 
and viewing the subject in a moral, social, and poetical light^l 
what, pray, is the true influence of The Still? It makesl 
people idle. Idle? Wliat species of idleness is that whiehl 
consieta in being up night and day — traversing moors an4B 
mountains in all weathers — constantly contriving the most J 
skilful espedients for misleading the Excise, and which, onfl 
some disastrous day, when dragoons suddenly shake the M 
deeort — whan all is lost except honour — hundreds of gaJloni I 

kof wash (alas! alas 1 a-dayl) wickedly wasted among the I 
heather-roots, and the whole beautiful Apparatus lying batj 
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tered and spiritleBS in the sun beneath the accursed blows of 
tbe Pagans — returns, after a few weeks set apart to natural 
grief and indignation, with unabated energy, to the self-aame 
work, even within view of the former mina, and pouring out a 
libation of the first amalgamated hotneas that deserves the 
name of speerit, devotes the whole Board of Excise to the 
Infernal Gods? 

The argument of idlenSBB has not a leg to stand on, and 
falls at onoe to the ground. — But the StiU makes men dis- 
honest. We grant that there is a certain degree of diahonestj- 
in cheating the Excise ; and wo shall allow yourself to fix it, 
who give as fine a caulker from the sma' still as any moral 
writer on Honesty with whom we have the pleasure occasion- 
ally to take a family dinner. But the poor fellows either grow 
or purchase their own malt. They do not steal it ; and many 
is the silent benediction that wo have breathed over a bit 
patch of barley, far up on its stony soil among the hills, 
bethinking us that it would yield -up its precious spirit unex- 
cised ! Neither do thoy charge for it aoy very extravagant 
price — for what is twelve, fourteen, twenty shillings a-gallon 

(for such drink divine as is now steaming before us in that 
celestial caldron ? 
Having thus got rid of the charge of idleness and dishon- 
esty, nothing more needs to bo said on the Moral Influence of 
the Still; and we come now, in the second place, to consider 
it in a Social Light. The biggest bigot will not dare to deny, 
that without whisky the Highlands of Scotland would be un- 
inhahitable. And if all the population ware gone, or extinct, 
where then would be your social life ? Smugglers are seldom 
drunkards ; neither are they men of boisterous manners or 
■avage dispositions. In general, they are grave, sedate, 
peaceable characters, not unlike elders of the Kirk. Even 
Excisemen admit them, except on rare occasions when huraan 
, patience is exhausted, to be merciful. Four pleasanter men 
do not now exist in the bosom of the earth, than the friends 
with whom we are now on the hobnob. Stolen waters are 
Bweet — a profound and beautiful reflection — and no doubt 
originally made by some peripatetic philosopher at a Still. 
The very soul of the strong drink evaporates with the touch of 
the ganger's wand. An evil day would it indeed be for 
Scotiand, that should witness the extinguishment of all her 
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free and unlicensed mouataio stills I Tlie charm of Higliland 
hospitality would be wan and withered, and the doch-an-dorras, 
instead of a blessing, would sound like a ban. 

We have said that amngglera are never drankards, not for- 
getting that general rules are proved by exceptions ; nay, we 
go fartlier, and declare that the Highlanders are the fioberest ■ 
people in Europe. Whisky is to them a cordial, a medicine, i 
a life-preserver. Chief of the umbrella and wraprascal ! were i 
you ever in the Highlands ? We shall produce a single day 
from any of the fifty-two weeks of the year that will out-argna 
you on the present subject, in half an hour. What sound is 
that ? The rushing of rain from heaven, and the sudden oct- 
ory of a thousand waterfalls. Look through a chink in the ' 
bothy, and far as you can see for the mists, the heath-oovered I 
desert is steaming Uke the suioke of a smouldering fire. 
Winds biting as winter come sweeping on their invisible | 
chariots armed with scythes, down every gleu, and scatter 
far and wide over the mountains the spray of the imaging loche. 
Now you have a taste of the summer cold, more dangeroiM I 
fcr than that of Tule, for it often strikes " aitches " into the I 
unprepared bones, and congeals the blood of the Bhelterleea | 
shepherd on the hill. But one glorious gurgle of the speerit i 
down the throat of a storm -stayed man ! and bold i 
bow he faces the reappearing sun, and feels assured (though i 
there he may be mistaken) of dying at a good old age. 
Then think, oh think, how niiaerably poor are most of 
who have fought our battles, aad bo often reddened their 
defence of our liberties and our laws ! Would i 
you grudge them a little whisky? And depend upon it, a | 
little is tbe moat, taking one day of the year with another, 
that they imbibe. You figure to yourself two hundred thou- 
sand Highlanders, taking snufF, and chewiiig tobacco, and 
drinking whiaky, all year long. Why, one pound of snnff, , 
two of tobacco, and two gallons of whisky, would be I 
the mark of the yearly allowance of every grown-up man I | 
Thousands never taste such luxuries at all — meal and water, 
potatoes and salt, their only food- The animal food, sir, and 
the fermented hquors of various kinds, Foreign and Brit- | 
iah, which to our certain knowledge you have swallowed I 
within the last twelve months, would have sufficed for fifty I 
W^ families in our abstemious region of mist and snow. We haTS | 
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known you drink a bottle of champagne, a bottie of port, and 
two bottlea of claret, frequently at a sitting, equal, in prime 
cost, to tiitee gallons of the beat Glenlivetl And You (who, 
by the way, are an English clergyman, a circumstance we had 
entirely forgotten, and have published a Discourae against 
DruDkenness, dedicated to a Bishop) pour forth the Lamen- 
tatiooB of Jeremiah over the sinful multitude of Small Stills 1 
Hypocrisy 1 hypocrisy 1 where aiialt thou hide thy jnany- 
coloured sides ? 

Whisky is found by esperience to be, on the whole, a bless- 
ing in so misty and mountainous a country. It destroys dis- 
ease and banishes death ; without some such stimulant the 
people would die of cold. You will see a fine old Gael, of 
ninety or a hundred, turn up hia little finger to a caulker with 
an air of patriarchal solemnity altogether scriptural ; his 
great-grandchildren eyeing bim with tbe most respectM affec- 
tion, and the youngest of them toddling across the floor, to 
take the quaich from his huge, withered, and hairy band, which 
he lays on the amiable Joseph's sleek craniology, with a bless- 
ing heartier through the Glenlivet, aud with all the earnest- 
ness of religion. There is no disgrace in getting di'unk — in 
the Highlands — not even if you are of tbe above standing — 
for where tbe people are so poor, such a state is but of rare 
.occurrence ; while it is felt all over the land of sleet and 
enow, that a ' drap o' the cretur' is a very necessary of life, 
and that but for its ' dew ' the mountains would be uninhabit- 
able. At fairs, and funerals, and marriages, aud suchlike 
merry meetings, sobriety is sent to look after the sbeep ; but, 
except on charitable occasions of that kind, sobriety stays at 
Iiome among the peat-reek, and is contented with crowdy. 
Who that ever stooped bis head beneath a Highland hut 
would grudge a few gallons of Glenlivet to its poor but unre- 
pining inmates ? The seldomer they get drunk tbe better — 
and it is but seldom they do so ; but let the rich man — the 
monied morabst, who bewails and begrudges the Gael a modi- 
cum of the liquor of life, remember the doom of a certain 
Cives, who, in a certain place that shall now be nameless, 
cried, but cried in vain, for a drop of water. Lord bless the 
Highlanders, say we, for tbe most harmless, hospitable, peace- 
able, brave people that ever despised breeches, blew pibrochs, 
Cook invincible standards, and believed in the authenticity of 
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Owimi'b poeoLB. In tbat pure and lofty re^oD ignorance ia 
not, &• eUewfaere, the mother of »ice — ^pennry cannot repress 
the noble nge of the mountaineer as " he eings aloud old 
songs that are the mn^c of the heart ; " while enperstitum 
benelf has sa elevatiiig infloenoe, and will be suffered, evea 
by leligUBi, to show her shadowy shape and mutter her wild 
▼(Hoe throt^ the gloom that lies on the headd of the remote 
glans, and among the thouBand caves of echo in her iroD- 
bonnd oooata, dashed on for ever — night and day — sommer 
and winter — by those eleeplees seas, who have no sooner laid 
their heads on tlio pillow than np they start with a bowl that 
cleaves the Orcades, and away off in search of shipwrecks 
Toond the comer of Cape Wrath. 

In the third place, what shall we Gay of the poetical infla- 
enoe of Stills? What more poetical life can there be tfaani 
that of the men with whom we are now quafGng the barley-j 
bree ? They live with the moon and stars. All the n' 
winds are their familiars. If there be Buch things as ghi 
and fairies, and apparitions — and that there are, no man 
has travelled much by himself after sunset will deny, ex 
from the mere love of cootradictiou — they see them ; or when 
invisible, which they generally are, hear them — here — there 
— everywhere — in sky, forest, cave, or hoUow-soiinding world 
immediately beneath their feet. Many poets walk these wilds; 
nor do their songs perish. They pubhsh not \vith Blackwood 
or with Murray — but for centuries on centuries, such songs 
are the preservers, often the sources, of the oral traditions 
that go glimmering and gathering down the stream of years. 
K^ative are they to the monntains as the blooming heather, 
nor shall they ever cease to invest them with the light of 
poetry — in defiance of large farms, Methodist preachers, and 
the Caledonian Canal. 

People are proud of talking of solitude. It redounds, they 
opine, to the honour of their g^eat-mindedness to be thoughi 
capable of living, for an hour or two, by themselves, at a con- 
siderable diataiiceiromknotsor fikeins of their fellow-creatnres. 
BjfTon, again, thought be showed bis superiority by swearing 
as solemnly as a man can do in the Spenserian stansa that 
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" To Bit alone, and muse o'er flood and feU," ^^H 

t thing whatever to do with solitude — and that, if 70^^| 
, J 
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wiali to know and feel wLat solitude really ie, you must go to 
Almaok's. 

" This ia to be alone, — t!iiB, this Is Holitude, " 

Hia Lordflhip'e opinions were often peculiar — but the paseage 
has been much admired ; therefore we are williDg to believe 
that the Great Desert ia, in point of loneliness, unable to stand 
a philosophical, much leas a poetical compaiiaon, with a well- 
frequented Fancy-ball. But is the statement not borne out 
by facta ? Zoology ia on its side — more especially two of its 
most interesting branches. Entomology and Ornithology. 

Go to a desert and clap your back against a cliff. Do yon 
think yourself alone ? What a iiinny I Your great clumsy 
aplay feet are bruising to death a batch of beetles. See that 
spider whom you have widowed, running up and down your 
elegant leg, in distraction and deepair, bewailing the loss of a 
husband who, however savage to the epheraerals, had always 
smiled sweetly upon her. Meanwhile yonr shoulders have 
crashed a colony of small red ants settled in a moss city 
beautifully roofed with lichena — and that accounts for the 
sharp tickling behind your ear, which you keep scratching, no 
Solomon, in ignorance of the cause of that effect. Should you 
sit down — we must beg to draw a veil over your hurdies, 
which at the moment extinguish a fearful amount of animal 
life — creation may be said to groan under them ; and, insect 
as yon are yourself, you are defrauding millions of insects of 
their little day. All the while you are supposing yourself 
alone I Now, are you not, as we hinted, a prodigious ninny? 
But the whole wilderness — as you choose to caD it — is crawl- 
ing with various life. London with its million and a hall' of 
inhabitants — including of course the suburbs — is, compared 
with it, an empty joke. Die — and you will soon be picked to 
the bones. The air swarma with sharpers — and an insurrection 
of radicals will attack your corpse from the worm-holes of the 
earth. Corbies, ravens, hawks, eagles, all the feathered furies 
of beak and bill, will come flying ere sunset to anticipate the 
maggots, and carry your remains — if you will allow us to call 
them 80 — over the wliole of Argyllahira in many living 
sepulchres. We confess ourselves unable to see the solitude 
of this — and begin to agree with Byron, that a man is leas 
ci'owded at a masquerade. 
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But Uie same Bubject may be illustmted less tragically, 
and even with eoiue sligbt comic effect. A man amoog 
mountaine is oHun Burrouud^d on all sides with mice and 
niolea. What c<:>S7 nesta do the former constmct at the roots 
of heather, among tun« of grass in the mshes, and the mo«s 
on the greensward ! As for the latter, tboug'b you think yoo 
know a moontain frDcn a molehill, you are much mietaheD; 
for what is a mountain, in many caBee, but a collection of 
molehills — and of fairy knolls? — which again introduce a sev 
element into the composition, and show, in still more glaring 
colours, your absnrdity in supposing yourself to bo in solitnde. 
The " Silent People " are around you at every step. Yoa 
may not see them — for they are dressed in invisible green; 
but they see you, and that unaccountable whispering and 
buzzing sound one often bears in what we call the wildemes*, 
what is it, or what can it be, but the fairies making merry at 
your expense, pointing out to each other the extreme sillinen 
uf your niedilative countenance, and laughing like to split at 
your fond conceit of being alone among a multitude of crea- 
tures far wiser than yourself. 

But should all this fail to convince you that you are never 
less alone than when you think yourself alone, and that a man 
never knows what it is to be in the very heart of life till he 
leaves London, and takes a walk in Glen-Etive — suppose 
yourself to have been leaning with your back against that 
knoll, dreaming of the far-o£f race of men, when all at once 
the support gives way inwards, and you tumble bead over 
heels in among a snug coterie of kilted Celts, in the very act 
of creating Glenlivet in a great warlock's caldron, seething to 
the top with the Spirit of Life ! 

Such fancies as these, among many others, were with na in 
the Still. But a glimmering and a humming and a dizzy 
bewilderment hangs over tbat time and place, finally dying 
away into oblivion. Here are we silting in a glade of a bii'ch- 
wood in what must be Gleno — some miles from the Still, 
Hamish asleep, as usual, whenever he lies down, and all the 
doga yowfflng in dreams, and Surefoot standing with bis long 
beard above ours, almost the same in longitude. We have 
been more, we suspect, than half-seas over, and are now 
lying on the shore of sobriety, almost a wreck. The truth is, 
that the new spirit is even nsore dangerous than the new light. 




THE MOORS. 



S6S 



Both at first dazzle, thon obfuscate, and lastly darken into 
temporary deatiu There is, we fear, but one word of one 
Byllable in the Englisli language that could fully express onr 
late condition. Let our readers solve the enigma. Oh ! those 
quaicbs I By 

"What drugs, what spells. 
What coBJuratioua, and what mighty magic" 
was Christopher overthrown ! A strange confusion of sexes, 
as of men in petticoats and women in breeches — gowns trans- 
mogrified into jackets — caps into bonnets — and thick naked 
hairy legs into slim ankles decent in hose — all sginewhero 
whirhng and dancing by, dim and obscure, to the sound of 
something groaning and yelling, sometimes inailiculately, as 
if it oame from something instru mental, and then mixed up 
with a wild gibberish, as if shrieking, somehow or other, from 
living lips, human and brute — for a dream of yowling dogs ia 
over all — utterly confounds us as we strive to muster in re- 
collection the few last hours that have passed tumultuously 
tlirough our brain — and then a wide black moor, sometimes 
covered with day, sometimes with night, sti'etches around us, 
hemmed in on alt sides by the tops of mountains seeming to 
reel in the sky. Frequent flashes of fire, and a whirring as 
of the wings of birds — but sound and sight alike uncertain — 
break again upon our dream. Let us not mince the matter — 
wa can afford the confession — we have been overtaken by 
liquor — sadly intoxicated — out with it at oncel Frown not, 
fiiirest of all sweet — for we lay our calamity, not to the charge 
of the Glenlivet circling in countless quaichs, but at the door 
of that inveterate enemy to sobriety — the Fresh Air. 

But now we are as sober as a judge. Pity our misfortune 
. — rather than forgive our sin. We entered that Still in a 
State of innocence before the Fall. Where we fell, we know 
not — in divers ways and sundry places — between that magic 
cell on the breast of Benachochie, and this glado in Gleno. 
But 

"Tliere are worse things in life fhan a fall among heather." 

Surefoot, we suppose, kept himself tolerably sober — and 
O'Bronte, at each successive cloit, must have assisted us to 
remount — for Hamish, from his style of sleeping, must have 
sen as bad as his master ; and, after all, it ia wonderful to 
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think how we got here— over hags and mosses, and marshes, 
and quagmires, like those in which ^^ armies whole have sunk." 
But the truth is, that never in the whole course of our lives 
— and that course has been a strange one— did we ever so 
often as once lose our way. Set us down blindfolded on 
Zahara, and we will beat the caravan to Timbuctoo. Some- 
thing or other mysteriously indicative of the right direction 
touches the soles of our feet in the shape of the ground they 
tread ; and even when our souls have gone soaring far away, 
or have sunk within us, still have our feet pnrsued the shortest 
and the safest path that leads to the bourne of onr pilgrimage. 
Is not that strange ? But not stranger surely than the flight 
of the bee, on his first voyage over the coves of the wilder- 
ness to the far-off heather-bells— or of the dove that is sent 
by some Jew stock-jobber, to communicate to Dutchmen the 
rise or fall of the funds, from London to Hamburg, from the 
clear shores of silver Thames to the muddy shallows of the 
Zuyder Zee. 
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Let Tia inspect the Btate of Brown Besa. RigLt barrel empty 
— left barrel — what ia the meaning of this ? — crammed to the 
mazzlel Ay, that comes of visiting Stills. We have been 
snapping away at the coveys and single birds all over the 
moor, without so much as a pluff, with the right-hand cock — 
and then, imagining that we had fired, have kept loading away 
at the bore to the left, till, see 1 the ramrod absolutely stands 
upright in the air, with only about three inches hidden in the 
hollow ! What a narrow — a miraculous escape has the world 
had of losing Christopher North I Had he drawn that trigger 
instead of this, Brown Bess would have burst to a moral cer- 
tainty, and blown the old gentleman piecemeal over the 
heather. " In the midst of life we are in death ! " Could we 
but know one in a hundred of the close approaohings of the 
akeletoD, we should lead a Hfe of perpetual shudder. Often 
and often do his bony fingers almost clutch onr throat, or his 
foot is put out to give us a cross-buttock. But a saving arm 
piiUa him back, ere we have seen so much as his shadow. We 
believe all this — but the belief that comes not from something 
Bteadfaatly present before our eyes, ia barren ; and thus it is, 
since believing is not seeing, that we walk hoodwinked nearly 
all onr days, and worst of all blindness is that of ingratitude 
and forgetfulness of Him whose shield ia for ever over us, and 
■whose mercy shall he with ua in the world beyond the grave. 
By all that is most beautifully wild in animated nature, a 
Eoe I a Roe I Shall we slay him where he stands, or let him 
Tanish in silent glidings in among his native woods ? What 
a fool for asking ourselves such a question ! Slay him where 
he stands to be sure — for many pleasant seasons hath he led 
in his leafy lairs, a life of leisure, delight, and love, and the 
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hour is come when he tnuet sink down on his kneea 
den and unpaiiiful death — fair eylvan dreamer ! We hai 
drawn that multitudinous shot — and hoth barrels of Brown 
Bess now are loaded with ball — for Haraieh ia yet lying with 
his head on the rifle. Whiz 1 whiz I one is through lungs, aod 
another through neck — and seeiaingly rather to sleep than 
die (so vaiiouB are the many modes of expiration I ) 

" Iq quieinsBs he lays him itown 
Gently, as a weary wave 
Sinks, when the Bummer breeze hnd died, 
Against an anchor'd vessel's side." 

Ay — Hamiah — you may start to your feet — and see realised 
the vision of your sleep. What a set of distracted doga 1 But 
O'Bronte first catcliea eight of the quarry — and olearing, with 
grasshopper spangs, the patches of stunted coppice, stops stock- 
etiU beside the roe in the glade, as if admiring and wondering 
at the beauty of the fair spotted creature I Yes, dogs have a 
sense of the beautiful. Else how can you account for their 
loving so to lie down at the feet and lick the hands of the 
virgin whose eyes are mild, and forehead meek, and hair of 
placid sunshine, rather than act the same part towards ugly 
women, who, coarser and coarser in each successive widow- 
hood, when at their fourth husband are beyond estpression 
hideous, and felt to he so by the whole canine tribe ? Spenser 
must have seen some dog like O'Bronte lying at the feet and 
licking the hand of some virgin — aweet reader, like thyself — 
else never had he painted the posture of that Lion who guarded 
through Fairyland 

" Heavenly TJna and her milk-white lamb." 

A divine line of Wordsworth's, which we shall never cease 
quoting on to the laat of our indilings, even to our dying 

But where, Hamish, are all the flappers, the mawsies, and 
the mallards ? What ! You have left them — hare, grouse, 
bag, and all, at the Still 1 We remember it now — and all the 
distillers are to-night to be at otu- Tent, bringing witJi them 
feathers, fur, and hide— -dncka, puaay, aud deer. Bat take the 
roe on your stalwart shoulders, Hamish, and bear it down to 
the sylvan dwelling at the mouth of Gleno. Surefoot hu ^ 
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Bufficient burden in us — for we are waxing more corpulent 
every day — and ere long sLall b« a SilenuB. 

Ay, travel all the world over, and a humaa dwelling lovelier 
in its wiidness shall you nowhere find, than the one that bides 
itself in the deptb of its own beauty, beneath tlie last of the 
green knolls besprinkling Gleno, dropt down tliere in presence 
of the peacefulest bay of all Loch-Etive, in whose clond-soft- 
ened bosom it sees itself reflected among the congenial imagery 
of the skies. And, hark 1 a murmur as of swarming bees I 
'Tis a Gaelic school — set down in this loneliest of all places, 
by that religious wisdom that rests not till the seeds of saving 
knowledge shall be sown over all the vrilds. That greybaired 
minister of God, whom all Scotland venerates, hath been here 
&OIII the great city on one of his boly pilgrimages. And, lo 1 
at his bidding, and that of his coadjutors in the heavenly work, 
a Sohoolhouse has risen with its blue roof — the pure diamond- 
sparkling slates of Baliahulish — beneath a tuft of breeze- 
breaking trees. But whence come they — the little scholars — 
who are all mumiuriiig there ? "We said that the shores of 
Iioch-Etive were desolate. So seem they to the eye of Ima- 
gination, that loves to gather up a hundred scenes into one, 
and to breathe over the whole the lonesome spirit of one vast 
wilderness. But Imagination was a liar ever — a romancer and 
a dealer in dreams. Hers are the realms of fiction, 

"A bonndlesB contiguity of ahade!" 
But the land of truth ia ever the haunt of the heart — there 
her eye reposes or expatiates, and what sweet, humble, and 
lowly visions arise before it, in a light that fadeth not away, 
but abideth for ever ! Cottages, huts, shielings, she sees 
hidden — few and far between indeed — but all filled with 
Christian life — among the hollows of the hills — and up, all 
the way up the great glens — and by the shores of the lone- 
liest lochs — and sprinkled, not so rarely, among the woods 
that enclose little fields and meadows of their own — all the 
way down — more and more animated — till children are seen 
gathering before their doors the slielle of the contiguous sea. 

Look and listen fur and wide through a sunshiny day, over 

a rich wooded region, \Tith hedgerows, single trees, groves, 

and forests, and yet liaply not one bird is to be seen or heard 

I ■— neither plumage nor song. Yet many a bright lyrist ia 
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there, all mute till the barbinger-hour of sunset, when all 
earth, air, and beaTBu, shall be ringing with one song. Al- 
most even bo is it with this moua tain- wilderness. Small 
bright-haired, bright-eyed, bright-faced cbUdren, come steal- 
ing out in the morning from many hidden buta, eacli Bolittuy 
in its own site, the sole dwelling on its own bras or its own 
dell. Singing go they one and all, alone or in stnall bands, 
trippingly along the wide moors ; meeting into pleasant par^ 
ties at croBB-paths or at fords, till one stated hour sees thein 
all gathered together, as now in the small SchoolhouBe of 
Gleno, and the echo of the happy hum of the simple scholais 
ia heard soft among the cliffs. But all at once the hum now 
ceases, and there is a hurry out of doors, and an esnlting ciy ; 
for the shadow of Hamiah, with the roe on lus shoulders, has 
passed the small lead-latticed window, and the Schoolroom 
has emptied itself on the green, which is now brightening 
with the young blossoms of life, " A roe — a roe — a roe I " — 
is stiU the ohorua of their song ; and the Schoolmaster him- 
self, though educated at college for the kirk, has not lost the 
least particle of his passion for the chase, and with kindling 
eyes asBista Hamiah in laying down his burden, and gazee on 
the spotg with a hunter's joy. We leave you to imagine his 
delight and his surprise when, at first hardly trusting his 
optics, he beholds Christopher on Sdrefoot, and then, patting 
the ahelty on the shoulder, bows affectionately and respect- 
fully to the Old Man, and while our hands grasp, takes » 
pleasure in repeating over and over again that celebrated BnP- 
n a me — North — North — North . 

After a brief and bright hour of glee and merriment, mingled 
with grave talk, nor marred by the sweet undisturbance of all 
those elves maddening on the Green around the Roe, Tve ex- 
press a wish that the scholars may all again be gathered to- 
gether in the Schoolroom, to undergo an examination by the 
Christian Philosopher of Buchanan Lodge. 'Tie in all things 
gentle, in nothing severe. All slates are instantly covered 
with numerals, and 'tis pleasant to see their skill in finest 
fractions, and in the wonder-working golden rule of three. 
And now the ruathng of their manuals is hke that of rainy 
breezes among the summer leaves. No fears are here that 
the Book of God will lose its sanctity by becoming too familiar 
to eye, lip, and hand. Like the sunlight in the sky, the iight 
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tbat Btinea fiiere is for ever dear — and unlike any sunliglkt in 
any akies, never is it clouded, permanently bright, and tm- 
dimmed before pious eyes by one eingle shadow. We ought, 
perhaps, to be ashamed, but we are not so — we are happy 
tbat not an urchin is there who ia not fully better acquainted 
with the events and incidents recorded in the Old and New 
Teatamenta than ourseivea ; and think not tbat all these could 
have been so faithfully committed to memory without the 
perpetual operation of the heart. Worda are forgotten unless 
they are embalmed in spirit ; and the air of the world, blow 
afterwards rudely aa it may, shall never shrivel up one syllable 
that has been steeped into their souls by the spirit of the 
Gospel — felt by these almost infant disciples of Christ to be 
the very breath of God. 

It has turned out one of the sweetest and aerenest after- 
noons tbat ever breathed a hush over the face and bosom of 
Attgnst woods. Can we find it in our mind to think, in our 
heart to feel, in our hand to write, tbat Scotland is now even 
more beantiful than in our youth 1 No — not in our heart to 
feel — but in our eyes to see — for they tell us it is the truth. 
The people have cared for the land which the Lord their God 
bath given them, and have made the wilderness to blossom 
like the rose. The same Arts that have raised their condition 
have brightened their habitation ; Agriculture, by fertilising 
the loveliness of the low-lying vales, has sublimed the sterility 
of the stupendous mountain heights — and the thundrous tides, 
flowing op the lochs, bring power to the cornfields and pas- 
tures created on hilt-sides once horrid with rocks. The whole 
country laughs with a more vivid verdare — more pure the 
flow of her streams and rivers — for many a fen and marsh 
has been made dry, and the rainbow pictures itsolf on clearer 
cataracts. 

The Highlands were, in our memory, overspread with a too 
dreary gloom. Vast tracts there were in which Nature her- 
self seemed miserable ; and if the lieart find no human happi- 
ness to repose on. Imagination will fold her wings, or flee 
away to other regions, where in her own visionary world she 
may soar at will, and at will stoop down to the homes of this 
real earth. Assuredly the inhabitants are happier than they 
then were — belter off — and therefore the change, whatever loss 
it may comprehend, has been a gain in good. Alas I poverty 

VOL. 1. 2 4 



IL 



370 RECREATIONS OF CHUISTOPOER NORTH. ^^H 

— penary — want — even of tbe neceSBaries of life-— are too often 
there etill rife ; but patieiiee and endurance dwell thore, beroio 
and better fur, Christian — nor hiia Cbarity been alow to Buccour 
regions remote but not ina.ccessible, Charity acting in power 
delegated by Heaven to our National Councils. And thus we 
can think not only without sadness, but vrith an elevation of 
soul inspired by such esareiple of highest virtue in hunnblest 
estate, and in our own sphere exposed to otlier trials be in- 
duced to follow it, set to U.S in many " a virtuous household, 
though exceeding poor." What are the poetical fancies about 
" mountain scenery," that ever fluttered on the leaves of al- 
bumB, in comparison with any scheme, however prosaic, tiiat 
tends in any way to increase human comforts? Tlie best 
sonnet that ever was written by a versifier from the South to 
the Crown of Benlomond, ia not worth the worst pair of worsted 
stockings trotted in by a small Celt going with his dad to 
seek for a loBt sheep among the snow-wreaths round his base. 
As for eagles, and ravens, and red-deer, "those magnificent 
creatures bo stately and bright," let them shift for themselves 
— and perhaps in spite of all our rhapsodies — the fewer of then 
the better; but among geese, and turkeys, and poultry, let 
propagation flourish — the fleecy folk baa — and the baity 
hordes bellow on a thousand hills. Aii the beauty and suhli- 
raity on earth — over the Four Quartors of the World — is not 
worth a straw if valued against a good harvest. An average 
crop is satisfactory ; but a crop that soars high above an aver- 
age — a golden year of golden ears — sends joy into the heart 
ofheaven. No pratingnowof the degeneracy of the potato. We 
can sing now with our single voice, like a numerous chorus, of 

" Potatoes dreat both waya, both roasted and boiled [ " 

sixty bolls to the acre on a. field of our own of twenty acres — 
mealier than any meal — Perth rede — to the hue on whose 
cheeks dull was that on the face of the Pair Maid of Perth, 
when she blushed to confesa to Burn-y-win' that hand-over-hip 
he had struck the iron when it was hot, and that she was no more 
the Glover's, bright are potato blooms! — green arepotato- 
ehaws I— yellow are potato-plums ! But how oft are blighted 
summer hopes and broken summer promises 1 Spare not the 
shaw — heap high the mounds — that damp nor frost may dim 
a single eye ; so that all ^nter through poor men may pros- 



THE Moona. 371 

per, and spring see settinga of Bach prolific vigour, that they 
ehai! yield a thousandfold — and the sound of rumble dethumpB 
be heard all over the land. 

Let the people eat — let them have food for their bodies, 
and then they will have heart to care for their souls ; and 
the good and the wise vdll look after their eoule with sure and 
certain hope of elevating them from their hovels to heaven, 
while prigs, with their eyes in a fine frenzy rolling, rail at 
railroads, and all the other vile inventions of an utilitarian ags 
to open up and expedite commumcation between the Children 
of the Mist and the Sons and Daughters of the Sunshine, to the 
ntter annihilation of the snblime Spirit of Sohtude. Be under 
no sort of alarm for Nature. There is some talk, it is true, of 
a tunnel through Cniachan to the Black Mount, but the general 
impreSBion seems to be that it will be a great bore. A joint- 
stock company that undertook to remove Ben-Nevia, is begin- 
ning to find unexpected obstructions. Feasible as we con- 
fees it appeared, the idea of draining Loch Lomond has been 
relinquished for the easier and more useful scheme of convert- 
ing the Clyde from below Stonebyrea to above the Banna- 
tyne Fall into a canal — the chief lock being, in the opinion 
of the most ingenious speculators, almost ready-made at Corra 
linn. Shall we never be done with our soliloquy? It may 
be a little longish, forage is prolix — but every whit as natural 
and congenial with circumstance a, as Hamlet's " to be or not 
to be, that is the question." O beloved Albin I our soul 
yearneth towards thee, and we invoke a blessing on thy many 
thousand giens. The man who leaves a blessing on any one 
of thy solitary places, and gives espression t-o a good thought 
in presence of a Christian brother, is a missionary of the 
church. What uncomplaining and unrepining patience in 
thy Bohtary huts ! What uoshrinking endurance of physical 
pain and want, that might well shame the Stoic's philosophic 
pride 1 What calm contentment, akin to mirth, in so many 
lonesome households, hidden the greatest part of the year in 
mist and snow 1 What peaceful deathbeds, witnessed but by 
a few, a very few grave but tearless eyes 1 Ay, how many 
martyrdoms for the holy love and religion of nature, worse to 
■endure than those of old at the stake, because protracted 
■through years of sore distress, for ever on the very limit of 
femine, yet for ever far removed from despair I Such is the 
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people among whom we seek to drop the hooks, whose sacred 
leaves are too often scattered to the wiitde, or buried in the 
dust of Psgan lands. Blessed is the fount from whose wisely- 
managed mutiificence the small house of Ood will lise frequent 
in the wide and sea-divided wilds, with its humble associate, 
the heath-roofed sohool, in which, through the ailenoe of 
nature, will be heard the murmuring voices of the children 
of the poor, instructed in the knowledge useful for time, and 
of avail for eternity. 

We leave a. loose sovereign or two to the Bible Fund ; and 
remounting Surefoot, while our friend the schoolmaster holds 
the stirrup tenderly to our toe, jog down the road which is 
rather alarmingly like the channel of a drought-dried torrent, 
and turning round on the saddle, send our farewell salutes to 
the gazing scholars, first, bonnet waved round our head, and 
then, that replaced, a kiss fl-ung from our hand. Hamish, re- 
lieved of the roe, which will be taken up (how, you shall by- 
aod-by hear) on our way back to the Tent, ia close at our 
side, to be ready should Shelty stumble ; O'Bronte as usual 
bounds in the van ; and Pouto, Piro, and Basta, impatient for 
the nest heather hill, keep close at our heels through the 
wood. 

We do not admire that shooting-ground which resembles a 
poultry-yard. Grouse and barn-door fowls are constructed on 
opposite principles, the former being wild, and the latter 
tame creatures, when in their respective perfection. Of all 
dull pastimes, the dullest seems to us sporting in. a preserve ; 
and we believe that we share that feeling with tlie Grand 
Signior, The sign of a lonely wayside inn in the Highlands, 
ought not to be the Hen and Chickens. Some shooters, we 
know, sick of common sport, love slaughter. From sunrise 
to sunset of the First Day of the Moors, Ihey must bag their 
hundred brace. That can only be done where pouts prevail, 
and cheepers keep chiding ; and where you have half-a-dozen 
attendants to hand you double-barrels sans intermission, for 
a round dozen of hours spent in a perpetual fire. Commend us 
to a plentiful sprinkling of game ; to ground which seems 
occasionally barren, and which it needs a fine instraoted eye 
to traverse scientifically, and thereof to detect the latent 
riches. Fear and Hope are the Deities whom Christopher in 
his Sporting Jacket worships ; and were they unpropitioii% 
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the Moors would lose all their witchcraft. We are a dead 
ehot, but not always, for the forefinger of our right hand is 
the moBt fitful forefinger in all this capricious world. Like 
all performeTB in the Fine Arts, our execution is very un- 
certain; and though " tovjours pret" ia the impress on one 
side of our shield, "kU and miss" is that on the other, and 
often the more characteristic. A. gentleman ought not to 
ehoot like a gamekeeper, any more than at billiards to play 
liie a marker, nor with four-in-hand ought he to tool hia 
prada like the Portsmouth Dragaman. We choose to shoot 
like a philosopher as we are, and to preserve the golden mean 
in murder. Wo liold, with Aristotle, that all virtue consists 
in the middle between the two extremes ; and thus we shoot 
in a style equidistant from that of the gamekeeper on the one 
hand, and that of the bagman oq the other, neither killing 
Dor missing every bird ; but, true to the spirit of the Aris- 
totelian doctrine, leaning with a decided inclination towards 
the first rather than the second predicament. If we shoot 
too well one day, we are pretty sure to mate amends for it 
by shooting just as umch too ill another ; and thus, at the 
close of the week, we can go to "bed vrith a clear conscience. 
In short, we ehoot like gentlemen, scholars, poets, philosophers 
&B we are ; and looking at us, you have a eight 

" Of him wlio walks (rides) iii glory and in joy, 
Following hia dog npon the mountain-side," — 

a man evidently not shooring for a wager, and performing a 
match from the mean motive of avarice or ambition, but blaz- 
ing away " at his own sweet will," and, without aeeming to 
know it, making a great noise in the world. Such, believe 
ns, is ever the mode in which true genius displays at once the 
earnestness and the modesty of its character. — But, Hamish — 
Hamish— Hamish- — look with both thine eyes on yonder 
bank — yonder sunny bauk, beneath the shade of that fantastic 
olifCa superincumbent shadow — and seest thou not basking 
there a miraculous amount of the right sort of feathers ? They 
tave packed, Hamish — they have packed, early as it yet is 
in the season ; and the question is — What shall we do f We 
have it. Take up a position — Hamish — about a hundred 
yards in the rear — on yonder knoll — with the Colonel'a 
_.Swoeper. Fire from the rest — mind, from the rest, Hamish — 
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right iiito tlie centre of tliftt "bed of plumage, and we shall 
be ready, with Brown Bees and her sister, to pour in our 
quartette upon the reniaiua aa they rise- — ^so that not eecapa 
sliall one single feather. Let our coming "to the present" 
be your signal. — Baug I Whew 1 — what a flutter I How take 
that — and that— and that — and that 1 Ha I Hamiah — aa at 
the apringing of a njitie, the whole company has perished. 
Count the dead. Tweoty-one I Life is short — and by this 
compendious alyle we take Time by the forelock. Bat where 
the devil are the ducts ? Oh, yes 1 with the deer at the 
Still. Bag, and be stirring. For tlie Salmou-poud is mur- 
muring in our ear ; and in another liour we must be at In- 
veraw. Who said that Cruachan was a steep mountain? 
Why, with a gentle, smooth, and easy slope, he dips liis foot- 
steps in the sea-salt watera of Loch Etive's tide, as if to 
accommodate the old gentleman who, lialf-a-century ago, used 
to beard him in bis pride on his throne of clouds. Heaven 
bless him 1 — he is a kind-hearted mountain, though his fore- 
head be furrowed, and his aspect grim in stormy weather. 
A million memories " o' auld lang syne " revive, as almost 
" smooth-slidiug without a step" Surefoot travels through 
the sylvan haunts, by us beloved of yore, when every day 
was a dream, and every dream filled to oveiflowing with 
poetic visions that swarmed in every bough, on every bent, 
on eveiy heather-bell, on every dewdrop, in every mote o' 
the sun, in every line of gossamer, all over greenwood and 
greensward, grey cliff, purple heath, blue lock, " wine-faced 
sea," ^ 

" with locks divinely spreading. ^H 

Like Gullen hyacinths in vernal hue," ^H 

and all over tlie sky, eeemiiig then a glorious infinitaJ^^ 
where light, and joy, and beauty had their dwelling in calm 
and storm alike for evermore. 

Heaven bless thee — with all her sun, moon, and stars I 
there thou art, dearest to ua of all the lochs of Scotland — 
and they are all dear — mountain -crovmed, cliff-guarded, isle- 
zoned, grove-girdled, wide-winding, and far- stretching, with 
thy uiany^ayed banks and braes of brushwood, fern, broom, 
and heather, rejoicing io their huts and shielings, thou gloiy 
of Argyllshire, rill-aud-river-fed, sea-arm-like, floating in thy 
majeaty, magnificent Loch Awe 1 
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OompanBona, bo far from being odious, are always suggested 
to our hearts by the spirit of love. We behold Four Locha — 
Iioch Awe, before our bodily eyes, which sometiuies sleep — ■ 
Loch Lomond, Windermere, KiUarney, before those other eyes 
of ours that are waking ever. The longest is Loch Awe, 
which from that bend below Sonnachan to distant Edderline, 
looks like a river. But cut off, with the soft scythe or sickle 
of fancy, twenty miles of the length of the mottled snake, 
who never coils himself up except in misty weather, and who 
is now lying outstretched in the sunshine, and the upper part, 
the head and shoulders, are of themselves a Loch. Pleasant 
are hia many hills, and magnificent hia one mountain. Tor 
you see but Cruaohan, He is the master-spirit. Call him 
the noblest of Scotland's Kings. His Buhjecta are princes ; 
and gloriously they range around him, stretching high, wide, 
and far away, yet all owing visible allegiance to him, their sole 
and undisputed sovereign. The sotting and the rising suu 
do him homage. Peace loves — na now — to dwell within hia 
shadow ; but high among the precipices are the halls of the 
etorms. Green are the shores as emerald. But the dark 
heather with its purple bloom sleeps in sombra shadow over 
wide regions of dusk, and there ia an austere character in the 
cliifs. Moors and mosses intervene between holms and mea- 
dows, and those black spots are stacks of last year's peats — 
not huts, as you might think ; but those other specks are 
huts, somewhat browner — few roofed with straw, almost all 
with heather — though the better houses are slated — nor is 
there in the world to be found slate of a more beautiful pale- 
green colour than in the quarriea of Ballahnlish, The scene 
'is vast and wild ; yet so much l:>eauty is interfused, that at 
Huch an hour as this its character is almost that of loveliness ; 
the mde and rugged is felt to be rural, and no more ; and the 
eye, gliding IJom the cottage gardens on its banks to the 
ialanda on the bosom of the Loch, loses sight of the mighty 
masses heaved up to the heavens, while the heart forgets that 
they are there, in its sweet repoee. The dim-seen ruins of 
castle or religious house, secluded from all the stir that dis- 
turbed the shore, carries back our dreams to the oldon time, 
and we awake from our reveries of " sorrows suffered long 
ago," to enjoy the apparent happiness of the living world. 

Loch Lomond is a sea 1 Along its shores might you voyage 
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in your swift echooner, with Bhifting breezes, all a eummer'a 
day, not at sutiset, when you dropped anchor, have seen half 
the beautiful wonders. It is luauy-isled ; and some of tliera 
are in themaelvea little worlds, with woods and hills. Houbbb 
are seen looking out from among old trees, and children play- 
ing on the greensward that slopes safely into deep water, 
where in rushy havens are drawn up the boats of fisherioen, 
or of woodcutters who go to their work on the mainland, You 
might live all your life on one of those islands, and yet be do 
hermit. Hundreds of small bays indent the shores, and some 
of a majestic character take a fine bold sweep with their 
towering groves, enclosing the mansion of a Colquhoun or a 
Campbell at enmity no more, or the turreted castle of the ricb 
alien, who there finds himeelf as much at home as ia his here- 
ditary hall, Sassenach and Gael now living in gentle friend- 
ship. What a prospect from the Point of Firkin I The Loch 
in its whole length and breadth — the magnificent expanse 
unbroken, though bedropped, with unnumbered isles — and the 
shores diversified with jutting cape and far-shooting peninsula, 
enclosing sweet separate seolusionB, each in itself a loch. 
Ships might be sailing here, the largest ships of war; and 
there ia anchorage for fleets. But the cleat course of the 
lovely Levan is rocfe-crOBSed and intercepted with gravelly 
ehftllows, and guards Loch Lomond from the white-winged 
roamers that from all seaa come crowding into the Firth of 
Clyde, and carry their streaming flags above the woods of 
Ardgowan. And there stands Ben. What cares he for all 
the multitude of other lochs his gaze commands — what cares 
he even for the salt-sea foam turabhng far away ofl" into the 
ocean? All-sufBcient for his love is his own loch at his feet. 
How serenely looks down the Giant ! Is there not soniethiDg 
very sweet in his sunny smile ? Tet were you to see bim 
frown — as we have seen him — your heart would sink ; and 
what would become of you — if all alone by your own single 
self, wandering over the wide moor that glooms in utter 
houselesBnesB between his corries and Glenfalloch — what if 
you were to hear the strange mutteringa we have heard, as if 
moaning from an earthquake among qnagniires, till you felt 
that the sound came from the sky, and all at once from the 
heart of night that had strangled day burst a shattering peal 
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that might waken tlie dead — for Benlomond was in wrath, and 
vented it in thunder ? 

Perennially enjoying tlie blessing of a milder clime, and 
repaying the bounty of nature by beauty that bespeaks per- 
petual gratitude — merry as May, rich as June, shady as July, 
lustrous as August, and serene as September, for in her meet 
the characteristic charms of every season, all deUghtfully 
mingled by the happy genius of the place commissioned to per- 
vade the whole from heaven, most lovely yet most majestic, we 
breathed the music of thy name, and start in this sterner 
solitude at the sweet syllabUng of Windermere, Windermere I 
Translucent thy waters as diamond without a flaw. Unstained 
from source to sea are all the streams soft issuing from their 
silver springs among those beautiful mountains. Pure are 
they all as dew — and purer look the white clouds within their 
breast. These are indeed the Fortunate Groves 1 Happy is 
every tree. Blest the " Golden Oak," which seems to shine 
in lustre of his own, unborrowed from the sun. Faher far the 
flower-tangled grass of those wood -en circled pastures than 
any meads of Asphodel. Thou need'st no isles on thy 
heavenly bosom, for iu the sweet confusion of thy shores are 
Been the images of many isles, fragments that one mif^~ 
dream had been gently loosened from the land, and had floated 
away into the lake till they had lost themselves in the fairy 
wilderness. But though thou need'st them not, yet hast thou, 
Windermere 1 thine own steadfast and enduring isles — her 
called the Beautiful — and islets not far apart that seem born 
of her; for theirs the same espression of countenance — that 
of celestial calm — and, holiest of the sisterhood, one that still 
retains the ruins of an oratory, and bears the name of the 
Virgin Mother Mild, to whom prays the mariner when sailing, 
in the moonhght, along Sicilian seas. 

Eillarney ! From the village of Ologhereen issued an un- 
couth figure, who called himself the " Man of the Mountain ; " 
and pleased with Pan, we permitted him to blow his horn 
before ua up to the top of Mangerton, where the Devil, 'tis 
beUeved, scooped out the sward beneath the chfFs into a 
Pnnch-bowl. No doubt he did, and the Old Potter wrought 
with fire. 'Tis the crater of an extinct volcano. Charles 
Fox, Weld says, and Wright doubts, swam the Pool. Why 
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uot? 'Tie not ao cold as llie Tolar Sea. We ewara acrogeit 
— as llulcoc-ky, were lie alive, bul Le is dead, could voncb; 
and felt braced like a drum. What a panotama 1 Our &rsi 
feeliujf was one of grief that we were not an Iriehman. We 
knew not where to tix our gaze. SuiTOUoded b; the dazzling 
bewildtirmeut of all tlial multitudiuoiia niaguificeiice, the eye, 
as if afraid to grapple witli the near glorj — for such anotW' 
day never ahoue from heareo — sought relief in the 
distance, and slid along the beautiful river Kenmare, ii 
ing itself among the recesacs of the mountains, till it rested' 
on the green gliiuuier of the far-off sea. The grandeur was 
felt, far off as it was, of that iron-bound coast. Coming round 
with an easy sweep, as the eyes of an eagle may do, when 
hanging motionless aloft he but turns his head, our eyes took 
in all the mighty range of tlie Iteeks, and reeted in awe on 
Carran Tual. Wild yet gentle was the blue aerial haze over 
the glimpses of the Upper Lake, where soft and aweet, 
girdle of rocks, seemed to be hanging, now in air and now. 
water — for all was strangely iudietidct in the dim confusioi 
masseB of green light tliat might be islands with their lovely 
trees ; but suddenly tipt with fire shone out the golden pin- 
nacles of the Eagle's Nest ; and as again they were tamed by 
cloud-shadow, the glow of Purple Mountain for a while en- 
chained our vision, and then left it free fo feast on the forestB 
of Glena, till, wandering at tjie capricious will of lancy, it 
floated in delight over the woods of Mucruss, and long lost 
among the trembling imagery of the water, found lasting 
repose on the steadfast beauty of the sylvan isle of Iniafallan. 
But now for the black mass of rapid waters that, murmur- 
ing from loch to river, rush roaring through that rainbow-arch, 
and bathe the greon woods in freshening apray-mist through 
a loveliest landscape, that steals along with its meadow- 
sprinkling trees close to the ve:y shore of Ix)ch-Etive, binding 
the two lochs together with a sylvan band — her whose calmer 
spirit never knows the ebb or flow of tide, and her who fluc- 
tuates even when the skies are still with the swelling and 
subsiding tumult duly sent up into and recalled down from 
the silenoe of her inland aohtude. And now for one pool in 
that river, called by eminence the Salmon Fool, whose gravelly 
depths are sometimes paved with the blue backs of the silver 
Boaled shiners, all strong as sunbeams, for a while repoaiag 
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there, till tlie river eliall blacken in its glee to the floods fall- 
ing in Gleo-Scrae and Qlenorohy, and then will they slioot 
through the cataract — for 'tis all one fall between the loclie — 
pftssionate of the sweet fresh waters in which the Abbey-Isle 
reflects her one ruined tower, or Kilchum, at all times dim or 
dark in the shadow of Cruacbaii, see his grim turrets, momen- 
tarily less grim, imaged in the tremblings of the casual sun- 
shine. Sometimes they lie like Btones, nor, uiileas yon stir 
them up with a long pole, will they stir in the gleam, more 
than if they were shadows breathed from trees when all winds 
are dead. But at other times, tlioy are on feed ; and then no 
sooner does the fly drop on the water in its blue and yellow 
gaudiness (and oh 1 but the browa mallard wing ia bloody — 
bloody !) than some snout sucks it in — some snout of some 
Bwine-necked shoulder -bender ; and instantly — as by dexter- 
ously dropping your elbow you give him tlie butt, and strike 
the barb through hia tongue — liown the long reach of the 
river vista'd along that straight oak-avenue — but with clear 
space of greensward between wood and water — shoots the 
giant steel-stung in his fear, bounding blue-white into the 
air, and then down into the liquid element with a plunge as 
of a man, or rather a horse, till your heart leaps to your 
mouth, or, as the Greeks we believe used to say, to your nose, 
and you are seen galloping along the hanks, by spectators in 
search of the picturesque, and iguorant of angling, supposed 
in the act of making your escape, with an incomprehensible 
weapon in both hands, from some rural madhouse. 

Eh ? eh ? not in our bat — not in our waistcoat — not in our 

I jacket — not in our breeclies ! By tlie ghost of Autolycua 

Bome pickpocket, while we were moralising, has abstracted 

OUT Lascellos I We may as well tie a stone to each of our 

feet, and sink away from all sense of miseiy in the Salmon 

Pool. Oh ! that it had been our purse I Who carea for a 

dozen dirty sovereigns and a score of nasty notes ? And 

what's the use of them to us now, or indeed at any time? 

I And what's the use of this identical rod ? Hang it, if a little 

thing would not make us break it 1 A multiplying reel. 

The invention of a fool. The Tent sees not ua 

[ again ; this afternoon we shall return to Edinburgh. Don't 

I talk to us of flies at the next village. There are no fliea at 

r &e village — there ia no village. Beelzebub 1 Satan I was 
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ever man tempted as we are tempted ? See — see a Fist — a 
fine Fifih — an enormous Fish — leaping to insnlt us 1 Give ns 
onr gun that we may ehoot him — no — do, dang gnna — and 
dang thi§ great clumuy rod I There — !et it lie there for tb6 
first person that paaaea — for we swear never to angle more. 
As for the Awe, we never tilted it — and wonder what in&tna- 
tion brought us here. We shnll be made to pay for thia yet 
— whew 1 there was a twinge — tliat big toe of ours we'll 
warrant is as red as fire, and we bitterly confess that we 
deaerve the gout. Och 1 och I och 1 

But hark ! whoop and hollo, and is that too the mnaic of 
the hunter's bom ? Reverberating among the woods a well- 
kuown voice salutes our ear ; aud there ! bounds Hamish ovei 
the rocks like a chamois taking his pastime. Holding up out 
Lasceixes I he places it with a few respectful words — hoping 
we have not missed it — aud standing aloof — leaves us to our 
own reflections and our flies. Nor do those amount to remorse 
— nor these to more than a few dozens. Samson's fitrengfli 
having been restored — we speak of our rod, mind ye, not of 
ourselves — we lift up our downcast eyes, and steal somewhat 
ashamed a furtive glance at the trees and stones that most 
have overheard and overseen all our behaviour. We leave 
those who have been in anything like the same predicament 
to confess — not publicly — there is no occasion for that — nor 
on their fcneea — but to their own consciences, if they have 
any, tlieir grief and their joy, their guilt, and, ws hope, their 
gratitude. Transported tliougli they were beyond all bounds, 
we forgive them ; for even those great masters of vrisdom, the 
Stoics, were not infallible, nor were they always able to sus- 
tain, at their utmost strength, in practice the principles of 
their philosophy. 

Pliin ! this Rod is thy masterpiece. And what Gut 1 Then 
she has it I Eoel-muaic for ever 1 Ten fathom are run out 
already — aud see how she shoots, Hamiah ; — such a somerset 
as that was never thrown from a spring-board. Just the size 
for strength and agility — twenty pound to au ounce — jimp 
weight, Hamish — ha 1 Harlequin art tjiou — or Columbiae ? 
Assuredly neither Clown nor Pantaloon. Now we have 
turned her ladyship's nose up the stream, her Inngs, if she 
have any, must be beginning to labour, and we almost hear 
her snore. What I in the sulks already — sullen among the 
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Btones, But we shall make yon mudge, madam, were we to 
tear the very tongue out of your mouth. Ay, once more down 
the middle to the tune of that spirited country-dance — " Off 
flhe goea I " Set comers, and reel ! The gaff, Hamish — the 
gaff I and the landiog-net I For here is a shailow of the 
silver eaud, spreading into the bay of a ford — and ere she re- 
covers from her astonishment, here will we land her — with a 
Btrongpnll, a longpull, and a pull altogether — Juat on the 
edge of the greensward — and then smite her on the shoulder, 
Hamish — and, to make asaurance doubly sure, the net under 
her tail, and hoist her aloft in the suushiae, a glorious prize, 
dazzUng the daylight, and giving a brighter verdure to the 
woods, 

He who takes two hours to kill a fish — be its bulk what it 
may — is no man, and is not worth his meat, nor the vital air. 
The proportion is a minute to the pound. This rule were we 
taught by the " Best at Most " among British sportamen — 
Scrope the Matchless ou moor, mountain, river, loch, or sea ; 
and with exquisite nicety have we now carried it into prac- 
tice. Away with your ueeleas steelyards. Let us feel her 
teeth with our forefinger, and then hold out at arm's length — 
80 — we know by feeling, that she is, as we said soon as we 
saw her side, a twenty-pounder to a draohm, and we have 
been true to time, within two seconds. She has literally no 
head ; but her snout is in her shoulders. That is the beauty 
of a fish — high and round shoulders, short- waisted, no loins, 
[ but all body, and not long of terminating — the shorter still 
the better — in a tail sharp and pointed as Diana's, when she 
IB creacent in the sky. 

And lo, and behold I there is Diana — but not crescent — for 
toand and broad is she as the sun himself — shining in the 
Booth, with as yet a needless light — for daylight has not gone 
down in the west — and we can hardly call it gloaming. 
Chaste and cold though she seem, a nunlike luminary who 
has just taken the veil — a transparent veil of fine fleecy 
olouds — yet, alas I is she frail aa of old, when she descended 
on the top of Latmos, to hold dalliance with Endymion. 6he 
has absolutely the appearance of being in the family way — 
and not for irom her time. Lo I two of her children stealing 
from ether towards her feet. One on her right hand, and an- 
other on her left — the fairest daughters that ever charmed 
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mother's heart — and in heaven called stars. What a celestial 
trio the three form in the aky ! The face of the moon ieep 
brighteuing as the lesser two twinkle into darker luatre ; and 
now, though day is still lingering, we feel that it is Night. 
When the one comes and when the other goes, what eye can 
not«, what tongue can tell — hut what heart feels not in the 
dewy hush dirine— as the power of the beanty of earth decays 
over ns, and a still dream descends upon ua in the power of 
the beauty of heaven 1 

Bnt hark I the regular twang and dip of oars coniing up 
the river — and lo 1 indistinct in the distance, something mov- 
ing through the moonshine — and now taking the likeness of a 
boat — a barge — with bonneted heads leaning back at eveiy 
fiaehing stroke — and, Hamish, list I a choral song in thine 
own dear native tongue 1 Sent liitlier by the Queen of the 
aea-fairies to bear back in state Christopher North to the Tent? 
No. 'Tia the big coble belonging to the tacksDian of the 
Awe — and the crew are going to pull her through the first 
few hours of the night — along with the flowing tide — up to 
Kinloch-Etive, to try a cast with their long net at the mouth 
of the river, now winding dim like a snake from King's House 
beneath tlie Black Mount, and along the hays at the head of 
the Looh. A rumour that we were on the river had reached 
them — and see an awning of tartan over the stern, beneath 
which, as we sit, the sun may not smite our head by day, nor 
the moon by night. We embark — and descending the river like 
a dream, rapidly but stilly, and kept in the middle of the onr- 
rent by cunning helmsman, without aid of idle oar, all six 
suspended, we drop along through the sylvan scenery, gliding 
serenely away back into the mountain-gloom, and enter into 
the wider moonshine trembling on the wavy verdure of the 
foam-created sea. May this be Loch-Etive? Yea — ^verily; 
hut BO broad here is its boBOm, and so far spreads the billowy 
brightness, that we might almost believe that our bark was 
bounding over the ocean, and marching merrily on the main. 
Are we — into such a dream might fancy for a moment half 
beguile herself — rowing hack, after a day among the savage 
islanders, to our ship lying' at anchor in the offing, on a voy- 
age of discovery round the world ? 

Where are all the dogs ? Ponto, Piro, Basta, trembling 
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partly with cold," partly with hunger, partly with fatjguo, and 
partly with fear, among and below the Beats of the rowere — 
with their noBee somewhat uncomfortably laid between their 
fore-pawB on the tarry titobera ; but O'Bronte fcoldly sitting 
Kt our side, and wistfully eyeing the green swell as it- heaves 
^autifolly by, ready at the ehgbtest signal to leap oveiboard, 
And wallow like a walrus in the hrine, of which you might 
almost tliink be was born and tred, bo native seems the 
element to the "Dowg o' Dowgs." Ay, these are sea-mews, 
O'Bronte, wheeling white as silver in the moonshine ; but we 
ihall not shoot them — no — no — no — we will not shoot you, ye 
images of playful peace, so fearlessly , nay, so lovingly attend- 
ing oar bark as it bounds over the breasts of the billows, in 
motion quick almost as your slowest flight, while ye linger 
around, and behind, and before our path, like fair spirits wiling 
US along up this great Loch, farther and farther through gloom 
and glimmer, into the heart of profounder sohtude. On what 
errands of your own are ye winnowing your way, stooping 
ever and anon just to dip your wing-tips in the waves, and 
then up into the open air- — the blae Hght filling this magnifi- 
cent hollow — or seen glancing along the shadows of the 
mountains as they divide the Loch into a succeBBion of sepa- 
rate bays, and often seem to block it up, till another moon- 
light reach ia seen extending far beyond, and carries the 
imagination on — on — on — into inland recesses that seem to 
lose at last all connection with the forgotten sea. .All at once 
the moon is like a ghost ; — and we believe — Heaven knows 
why — in the anthenticity of Ossian's Poems. 

Was there ever such a man as Ossjan ? We devoutly hope 
there was — for if so, then there were a prodigious number of 
fine fellows, besides his Bardship, who after their death figured 
away as their glimmering ghosts, with noble effect, among the 
moonlight mists of the mountains. The poetry of Oseian has, 
it ifl true, since the days of Macpherson, in no way coloured 
the poetry of the island ; and Mr Wordsworth, who has writ- 
ten beautiful lines about the old Phantom, states that fact as 
an argument against its authenticity. He thinks Ossian, as 
we now possess him, no poet ; and alleges, that if these com- 
positions had been the good things so many people have 
thought them, they would, in some way or other, have 
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breatlied tbeir epirit over the poetical geniua of the land. 
Who kuowB that tliey may not do bo yet ? The time may not 
have come. Bat must all true poetry neceBaarily create 
imitatioa, aad a aohool of imitators? One sees no reason why 
it must. Besides, the life which the poetty of Osuian cele- 
brates, has utterly passed away ; and the poetry itself, good, 
bad, or iDdlBTereat, is bo vety peculiar, that to imitate it U, 
all you muflt almost traneoribe it. That, for a good many 
years, was often done, but naturally inspired any other feehng 
than delight or admiration. But the simple question is, Do 
the poems of Osaiao delight greatly and widely? We tliink 
they do. Nor can we believe that they would not still deligbt 
such a poet as Mr Wordaworth, What dreariness overspreada 
them all 1 What a melancholy spirit shrouds all his heroes, 
passing before us on the cloud, after all their battles have 
been fought, and their tombs raised on the hill I The very 
picture of the old blind Hero-bard himself, often attended by 
the weeping virgins whom war has made desolate, is always 
touching, often sublime. The desert is peopled with lament- 
ing mortals, and the miste that wrap them with ghoats, vchoae 
remembrances of this life are all dirge and elegy. True, that 
the images are few and endlessly reiterated ; but that, we sus- 
pect, is the case with all poetry composed not in a philoaophio 
age. The great and coustant appearances of nature suffice, 
iu their simplicity, for all its purposes. The poet seeks not 
to vary their character, and his hearetB are willing to be 
charmed over and over again by the same strains. We be- 
lieve that the poetry of Oeaian would be destroyed by any 
greater distinctness or variety of imagery. And if, indeed, 
Fingal lived and Oseian sung, we must believe that the old 
bard was blind ; and we suspect tliat in such au age, such a 
man would, in iiis hlindneea, think dreamily indeed of the 
torrents, and lakes, and heaths, and clouds, and mountains, 
moons and stars, which he had leapt, swam, walked, climbed, 
and gazed on in the days of his rejoicing youth. Then has 
he no tendemesa — no pathos — no beauty ? Alas for thousands 
of hearts and souls if it be even so ! For then are many of 
their holiest dreams worthless all, and divinest melancholy a 
mere complaint of the under standing, which a hit of philoso- 
phical criticism will purge away, as the leech's phial does a 
disease of the blood. 
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Macplieraon's " Ossian,' ' ia it not poetry ? Wordsworth says 
it IB not — but Cliristopher North sa.ye it is — with all reverence 
for the King. Let its antiquity be given up — let such a state 
of society as is therein described be declared impossible — !et 
all the inconBistencies and violations of nature ever charged 
against it be acknowledged — let all its glaring plagiarisms 
from poetry of modem date inspire what derision they may — 
and far worse the perpetual repetition of its own imbecilitiea 
and inanities, wearying one down even to disgust and anger; 
— yet, in spite of all, are we not made to feel, not only that 
we are among the mountains, bnt to forget that there is any 
other world in existence, save that which glooms and glimmers, 
and wails and raves around ns in Tnists and clouds, and storms 
and snows — full of lakes and rivers, sea-intersected and sea- 
Borrounded, with a sky as troublous as the earth — yet both 
at times visited with a mournful beauty that sinks strangely 
into the sou! — while the shadowy life depictured there eludes 
not our human sympathies ; nor yet, aerial though they be — 
BO sweet and sad are their voices — do there float by as un- 
beloved, unpitied, or unhonoured — single, or in bands — the 
ghosts of the brave and heautifui ; when the few stars are 
dim, and the moon ia felt, not seen, to be yielding what faint 
light there may be in the skieB. 

The boat in a moment is a bag;pipe ; and not only so, but 
all the mountains are bagpipes, a.nd so are the clouds. All 
the bagpipes in the world are here, and they fill heaven and 
earth. 'Tis no exaggeration — much less a fiction — but the 
fioul and body of truth. There Hamish stands stately at the 
prow ; and as the boat hangs by midships on the very point 
that commands all the echoes, he fills the whole night with 
the "Campbells are coming," till the sky yells with the 
gathering as of all the Clans, His eyes are triumphantly 
fixed ou ours to catch their emotions ; his fingers cease their 
twinkling ; and still that wild gathering keeps playing of 
itself among the mountains — fainter and fainter, as it is flimg 
from cliff to cliff, till it dies away far — far off— as if in infini- 
tude — sweet even and soft in its evanescence as some lover's 
lute. 

We are now in the bay of Gleoo. For though moonlight 
strangely alters the whole face of nature, confusing its most 
settled features, and with a gentle glamoury blending with the 
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greensward what once wms the grey granite, and itiveating 
with apparent woodineu what an hoar ago was the desolatiou 
of berbleBs cUfTB — yet not all the changes that wondrooi 
natare, in ceasetess ebb and Sow, ever nronght 
oonld metamorphose ont of our recognitioii that Glen, 
which, one night — long — long- ago — 

" fn life's monting march, when our spirit 
we were visited by a dream — a dream that Bbadowed forth i| 
it« inexplicable symbols the whole course of our fatnre life— 'j 
the graves — the tombe vfhere many we loved are now buried 
— that cburohyard, where we hope and believe that one day 
oar own bones will rest. 

But who sliouta from the shore, Hamieh — and now, ae if 
through his fingers, sends forth a sharp shrill whistle that 
pierces the sky ? Ah, ha I we ken his shadow in the light, 
with the roe on hia shoulder. 'Tis the schoolmaster of Gleno, 
bringing down our quarry to tlie boat — kilted, we declare, like 
a true Son of the Mist. The shore here is shelving bat stony, 
and our prow is aground. Bat strong-spined and loined, and 
strong in their withers, are the M'Dougals of Lorn ; and, 
wading up to the red hairy knees, he lias flung the roe into 
the boat, and followed it himKclf like a deer-honnd. So bend 
to your oars, my hearties— my heroes — the wind freshens, and 
the tide strengthens from the sea ; and at eight knots an hoW- 
we shall sweep aloug the sbadovvs, and soon see the lani 
twinkling as from a lighthouse, on the pole of onr Tent, 

III a boat, upon a great sea-arm, at night, 
who would be so seuseless, so soulless as to speak ? The 
has its might, 

" BecauBe not of this noisy 'world, but silent and di 
A sound there ia in the sea-green swell, and the hollows of Ct_ 
rocka, that keep muttering and muttering, as their entranoa 
feel tlie touch of the tide. But nothing beneath the 
be more solemn, now that her aspect is so wan, and that some 
melancholy spirit has obscured the lustre of the stars. We 
feel as if the breath of old elegiac poetry were visiting our 
slumber. All is sad within us, yet why we know not; und^ 
the sadness is stranger as it is deeper after a day of a 
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foolish pastime, spent by a being who believes that be is im- 
mortal, and that thie life is but the threshold of a life to come. 
Poor, puny, and paltry pastimes indeed are they all 1 But are 
they more so than those pursuits of which the moral poet has 

" Tlie paths of glory lead bat to the grave ! " 
Methinka, cow, as we are entering into a sabler mass of 
shadow, that the doctrine of eternal punishment of sins com- 
mitted in time — hut — 

" Hera's a health to all good lasses, 
Here's a health to all good lasses, 
Pledge it merrily, fill jour glasses ; 
Let the bumper toast go round, 
Let the bumper toast go round ! " 

Best on your oars, lads. Haraishl the quaich! give each man 
a caulker, that his oar may send a bolder twang from its rol- 
look, and our fish-coble walk tlie waves like a man-of-war's 
gig, with the captain on board, going ashore, after a long 
cruise, to meet his wife. Now she spins 1 and lot lights at 
Kinloch-Etive, and beyond on the breast of tha mountain, 
bright as Hesperus — the Pole-star of our Tent 1 

Well, this is indeed the Londe of Faery 1 A car with a nag 
caparisoned at the water edgel On with the roe, and in with 
Christopher and the Fish. Now, Hamish, hand us the Crutch. 
After a cast or two, which, may they be successful as the 
night is auspicious, your presence, gentlemen, will be expected 
in the Tent. Now, Hamish, handle thou the ribbons — alias 
the hair-tother — and we will tonch him behind, should be 
linger, with a weapon tliat might 

1" Create a soul under tlie riba of death." 
Linger! why the lightning fiios from his heels, as he carries 
OS along a fine natural causeway, like Ossian's car-borne 
heroes. From the size and state of the stones over which we 
make such a clatter, we shrewdly suspect that the parlia- 
mentary grant for destroying the old Highland torrent-rottda 
has not extended its ravages to Glen-Etive. O'Bronte, 
" Like panting Time, toils after us in vain ; " 
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and the pointers aro following ns by our own scent, and thai 
of the roe, in the distant darkness. Full up, Hauiish, pull 
up, or otherwise we shall overshoot our mark, aud meet witL 
some accident or other, perhaps a capsize ou Buachaille-Etive, 
or the Black Mouat. We Lad no idea tiie circle of green- 
sward in front of the Tent was so spacious. Why, there is 
room for the Lord Mayor of London's state-coach to turn with 
its eight horses, and that enormous ass. Parson Dillon, on liie 
diokey. What could have made us think at this moment of 
London ? Certes, the association of ideas is a droll thing, 
and also sometimes most magnificent. Dancing in the Tent, 
among strange figures I Celebration of the nuptials of some 
Arab chief, in an oasis in the Great Desert of Stony Amhia! 
Ueavens ! look at Tickler 1 How be hanla the Hizzies! 
There ia no time to be lost — he and the Admiral must not 
have all the eport to themselves ; and, by-and-by, spite of 
age and infirmity, we shall show the Tent a touch of the 
Highland Fling. Hollo ! you landloupers 1 Christopher is 
upon you — behold the Tenth Avatar incarnated ia North. 
But what Apparitions at the Tent-door salute our approach? 

" Back step these two fair angels, half a&sid 
So saddeniy to Bee the Griealy King ! " 

Goat-herdesaes from the clifis of Glencreran or Glenco, 
kilted to the knee, and not unconscious of their ankles, om 
twinkle of which is sufllcient to bid " Begone dull care " for 
ever. One hand on a shoulder of each of the mountain- 
nymphs — Hweet liberties — and then embraced by both, half 
in their arms, and half on their bosoms, was ever Old Man go 
pleasantly let down from triumphal car, on the soft surface of 
his mother-earth? Ay, there lies the Eed-deer! and what 
heaps of smaller slain 1 But was there ever such a rush of 
dogs 1 We shall be estinguiahed. Down, dogs, down — nay, 
ladies and gentlemen, be seated — on one another's knees u 
before — we beseech you — we are but men like yonrselTea— 
and 
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What it is to be the darling of gods and men, and women 
and children I Why the very stars bum brighter — and thou, 
O Moon I art like the Sun. We foresee a night of dancing 
and drinking — till the mountain-dew melt in the lustre of 
mom. Such a day should have a glorious death — and a 
glorious resurrection. Hurra I Hurra I 

The Moors for ever ! The Moors I The Moors I 




L 



What do you mean by original genina? By that fine line in 
the " Pleasures of Hope" — 

" To muae ou Nature witli a poet's eje 1 " 

Why — genius— one kind of it at least — is transfusion of self 
into all outward things. The genius thai does that — natur- 
ally, but novelly — ia original ; and now you know the meaning 
of one kind of original geniua. Have we, then, Cliristoplier 
North, that gift ? Have you? Yea, both of Us. Our epirits 
animate the insensate earth, till she speaks, sings, smiles, 
laughs, weeps, sighs, groans, goes mad, and dies. Nothing 
easier, though perhaps it is wicked, than for original genius 
like ours, or yours, to drive the earth to distraction. Wa 
wave our wizard hand thus — and lo ! list 1 she ia insane. How 
she howla to heaven, and Low the maddened heaven howls 
back her frenzy! Two dreadful maniacs raging apart, but 
in communion, in one vast bedlam ! The drift-snow spina 
before the hurricane, hissing like a nest of serpents let Ioobb 
to torment the air. What iierce flakes 1 furies 1 as if all 
the wasps that ever stung had been revivified, and were 
now careering part and par-cel of the tempest. We are in a 
Highland Hut in the midst of mountains. But no land ia 
to be seen any more than if we were in the middle of the spa. 
Yet a wan glare shows that the snow-storm is strangely 
shadowed by superincumbent cliffs ; and though you cannot 
see, you hear the mountains. Eendings are going on, fre- 
quent, over your head — and al! around the blind mldomeBB — 
the thunderous tumblings down of avalanches, mixed with 
the moanings, slmekinga, and yellings of caves, as if spirita 
there were angry with the snow-drift choking up the fissures 
and chasms ia the cliffs. Is that the creaking and groaning, 
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and rooKng and tossing of old trees, afraid of being uprcotad 
and fiuDg into the spate ? 

" Red cornea the river down, and loud and oft 
The angry spirit of the water ahrieka," 

more fearful than at midnight in this night-liko day — whose 
meridian is a total sun eclipse. The river runs by, blood- 
like, through the snow — and, short aa ia the reach you can 
see through the flaky gloom, that short reach ehowa that 
all his course must be terrible — more and more terrible — 
gathering his streams like a chieftain hie clan — ere long he will 
sweep shieling, and hut, and hamlet to the sea, undermining 
rooks, cutting mounds asunder, and blowing up bridges that 
explode into the air with a roar like that of cannon. You 
Bometimes think you hear thunder, though you know that 
cannot be — but sublimer than thunder is the nameless nc' 
80 like that of agonised life — that eddies far and wide around 
— high and huge above — fear all the while being at the 
bottom of your heart — an objectless, dim, dreary, undefinable 
fear, whose troubled presonoe — if any mortal feeling be so- 
le sublime. Your imagination ie troubled, and dreams ( 
death, but of no single corpse, of no single grave. Nor fear 
yon for yourself — for the Hut in which you thus enjoy the 
Btorra is safer than the canopied cliff-calm of the eagle's nest; 
lint your spirit is convulsed from its deepest and darkest 
foundations, and all that lay hidden there of the wild e 
wonderful, the pitiful and the strange, the terrible and 
pathetic, is now upturned in dim confusion, and imagination, 
working among the hoarded gatherings of the heart, creates 
out of them moods kindred and congenial with the hurricane, 
intensilying the madness of the heaven and the earth, till 
that which sees and that which is seen, tliat which hears and 
that which is heard, tindergo alternate mutual tranaSguration ; 
and the blind Roaring Day — at once substance, shadow, and 
6oul — is felt to be one with ourselves — the blended whole 
either the Live-Dead, or the Dead-Alive. 

We are in a Highland Hut — if we called it a Shieling we 
did BO merely because we love the sound of the word Shiel- 
ing, and the image it at once brings to eye and ear — the 
rustling of leaves on a summer sylvan bower, by simple art 
slightly changed from the form of the growth of nature, or 
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the waving of fern on the turf-roof and turf- walls, all covered 
with wildflowers and mosses, and moulded by one single 
season into a knoll-like beauty, beside its guardian birch-tree, 
insupportable to all evil spirits, but vnth its silvery stem and 
drooping tresses dear to the Silent People that won in the 
land of peace. Truly this is not the sweet Shieling- season, 
when, far away from all other human dwellings, on the dip of 
some great mountain, quite at the head of a day's-joumey- 
long glen, the young herdsman, haply all alone, without one 
single being with him that has the use of speech, liveth for 
months retired far from kirk and cross — ^Luath his sole com- 
panion — ^his sole care the pasturing herds — the sole sounds 
he hears the croak of the raven on the cliflF, or bark of the 
eagle in the sky. sweet, solitary lot of lover I Haply in 
some oasis in the wilderness, some steadfast gleam of emerald 
light amid the hyacinthine-hue of the heather, that young 
herdsman hath pitched his tent, by one Good Spirit haunted 
morning, noon, and night, through the sunny, moonlight, 
starry months, — the Orphan-girl, whom years ago her dying 
father gave into his arms — the old blind soldier — ^knowing 
that the boy would shield her innocence when every blood- 
relation had been buried — now Orphan-girl no more, but 
growing there like a lily at the Shieling door, or singing vnthin 
sweetlier than any bird — the happiest of all living things — ^her 
own Konald's dark-haired Bride. 

We are in a Highland Hut among a Highland Snow-storm — 
and all at once amidst the roar of the merciless hurricane we 
remember the words of Bums — ^the peerless Peasant. Simple 
as they are, with what profound pathos are they charged ! 

" Listening the doors an* winnocks rattle ; 
I think me on the curie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this hrattle 

0* winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scaur ! 

Hk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, 
That, in the merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o* thee ? 
Whar wilt thou cow r thy chittering wing, 

An* close thy ee ? 
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^B E/n yon on murdering errands toil'd, 

^K Lone from your savage homes exiled, 

U The blood-Btain'd roost, and slieep-cot spoil'd, 

I My heart forgets, 

I While pitiless the tempest wild 

B Sore on you beata." 

Bums is our Lowland bard — but poetry ia poetry all over the 
world, when streamed from the life-blood of the human heart. 
So Bang the Genius of inspired humanity in his bleak " auld 
clay -biggin," on one of the braes of Coila, and now onr lieart 
responds the strain, high up among the Celtic cliffs, central 
among a sea of mountains hidden in a snow-storm that en- 
Bhrouda the day. Ay — the one single door of this Hut — the 
ingle " winnock," does "rattle" — by fits — as the blast 
a it, in spite of tlie white mound drifted Idll-high all round 
the buried dwelling. Dim through the peat-reek cowor the 
figures in tartan — fear has hushed the cry of the infant in the 
swinging cradle — ^and all the other imps are mute. But the 
household is thinner than usual at the raeal-hour ; and feet 
that loved to follow the red-deer along the bent, now fearless 
of pitfalle, since the first lour of morning light have been tra- 
versing the tempest. The shepherds, who sit all day long 
when summer hues are shining, and summer flowerets are 
blowing, almost idle in their plaids, beneath the shadow of 
some rock watching their flocks feeding above, around, and 
below, now expose their bold breasts to all the perils of the 
pastoral life. This is our Arcadia — a realm of wrath — woe^ 
danger, and death. Here are bred the men whose blood — 
when the bagpipe blows — is prodigally poured forth on a 
thousand shores. The limbs strung to giant-force by eiich 
snows as these, moving in line of battle within the shadow of 
L the Pyramids, 

I " Brought from the duat tha aound of liberty," 

' while the Invincible standard waa lowered before the heroes 
of the Old Black Watch, and victory out of the very heart of 
defeat arose on " that thrice- repeated cry" that quails all foes 
that madly rush against the banners of Albyn. The storm 
that has frozen in his eyrie the eagle's wing, driven the deer 
I to the oorab beneath the cliffs, and all night imprisoned the 
\ wild-cat in his cell, hand-in-hand as is their wont when cross- 
i Btream or flood, bands of Highlanders now face in ita 
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Btrangbolds all over the ranges of inountaina, come it from thn 
wrathlul inland or the more wrathful sea. 

"Tiiej tbiok upon the oarie cattle 
And silly slieep," 

and mail's reaBon goes to the help of brute instinct. 
How passing sweet is that other stanza, heard li 
hytiin amidst iJie noiee of tlie tempest ! Let oar hearts 
more recite it, — 

" Ilk happing bird, ■wee, helpleas thing, ^^m 

Tliat, iu the merrj months o' spring, ^^^^ 

Delighted me to hear thee aing, ^^^| 

What comes o' theo I '^^| 

Whar wilt thou coVr thy chittering wing, 

Au' cloae thy ee J" 

The whole earth is for a moment green again — trees whisper 
— Htreamleta murmur — and the " merry month o' Spring" is 
musical through all her groves. But in another moment we 
know that almost all tliose sweet-singers are now dead — or 
that they " cow'r the chitlering wiog " — never more to flutter 
through the woodlands, and " close the ee " that shall never 
more be re-iilutoined with love, when the Season of Nests is at 
hand, and bush, tree, and lower are again aU a-twitter with 
the survivors of some gentler climate. 

The poet's heart, humanised to utmost tenderness by the 
beauty of its own merciful thoughts, extends its pity to the 
poor beasts of prey. Each syllable tells — each stroke of the 
poet- painter's pencil depicts the life and sufferings of the 
wretched creatures. And then, feeling that at such an hoar 
all life is subject to one lot, how profound the pathos reflected 
back upon our own selves and our mortal condition, by these 
few simplest words, — 

" My heart forgets, 
While pitiless the tempest wild 
Sore on you beata ! " 

They goto help the "ourie cattle" and the "silly sheep;" 
but who knows that they a.re not tent on an errand of higher 
meroy, by Him whose ear has not been shut to the prayer 
almost frozen on the lips of them about to perish I — an incidcDt 
long forgotten, though on the eve of that day on which the 
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deliverance happened, bo paasionately did we all regard it, 
thai we felt tliat interference providential — aa if we had indeed 
seen the hand of God stretched dowD throngh the mist and 
BDOW fi-om heaven. We all said that it would never leave our 
memory ; yet all of ns soon forgot it — but now, while the 
tempest howle, it seema again of yesterday. 

One family lived in Glencreran, and another in Glenco — the 
families of two brothora — seldom visiting each other on work- 
ing-days — seldom meeting even on Sabbatba, for theirs was 
not the same parish-kirk — seldom coming together on rural 
festivals or holidays, for in the Highlands now these are not so 
frequent as of yore ; yet all these sweet seldoms, taken together, 
to loving hearts made a happy many, and thus, though each 
family passed its life in its own Lome, there were many invis- 
ible threada stretched out through the iiitermediate air, con- 
necting the two dwellings together — as the gossamer keeps 
floating from one tree to another, each with its own secret 
nest. And nest-like both dwellings were. That in Glenco, 
built beneath a treeless but high- heath ered rock — Iowa in all 
storms — with greensward and garden on a slope down to a 
rivulet, the clearest of the clear {oh ! once woefully reddened 1 ) 
and growing — so it seems in the mosses of its own roof, and 
the huge stones that overshadow it — out of the earth. That 
in Glencreran, more conspicuous, on a knoll among the pastoral 
meadows, midway between mountain and mountain, so that 
the grove which shelters it, except when the sun ia shining 
high, ia darkened by their meeting shadows, and dark indeed 
even in the sunshine, for 'tis a low but wide-armed grove of 
old oak-like pines. A little further down, and Glencreran ia 
very sylvan ; but this dwelling is the highest up of all, 
the first you descend upon, near the foot of that wild banging 
staircase between you and Glen-Etivo ; and, except this old 
oak-like grove of pines, there is not a tree, and hardly a bush, 
on hank or brae, pasture or hay-field, though these are kept by 
many a rill there mingling themselves into one stream, in a 
perpetual lustre, that seems to be as native to the grass as its 
light is to the glow-worm. Such are the two Huts — for they 
are huts and no more — and you may see them still, if you know 
how to discover the beautiful siglits of nature from descrip- 
tions treasured in your heart — and if the spirit of change, now 
Dowhere at rest on the earth, not even in its moat solitary 
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plftojs, have not swept from the scenes the; beaati£ed the 
humble but liereditary dwellings that ought to be iJlowed, iu 
the folness of the quiet time, to relapse back into the bosom 
of nature, throngh insensible and nnperceived decay. 

These Huta belonged to brothers — and each had an onlj 
cliild — a SOD and a daaghler — born on the same day — and doit 
blooming on the verge of yonth. A year ago, and they were 
bnt mere children — bat vrhat wondrous growth of frame and 
spirit does nature at that season of life often present before onr 
eyes ! So that we almoat see the very change going on 
between mom and morn, and feel that these objects of oni 
affection are daily brought closer to onrBelveB, by partakiiJg 
daily more and more in all our most sacred thoughts, in onr 
cares and in onr dulies, and in knowledge of the Borrows as 
well as the joys of oar coinmou lot Thus had these coasins 
grown up before tlieir pareots' eyes, Flora Macdonald — a name 
hallowed of yore — the fuirest, and Ranald Cameron, the boldest 
of all the living flowers in Glenco and Glencreran, It waa 
now their seventeenth birthday, and never had a winter son 
smiled more serenely over a hush of snow. Flora, it had been 
agreed on, was to pass that day in Glencreran, and Kanald to 
meet her among the mountains, that he might bring her down 
the many precipitous passes to bis patents' hut. It was the 
middle of February, and the snow had lain for weeks with all 
its drifts unchanged, so calm liad been the weather, and so 
continued the frost. At the same hour, known by horologe on 
the cliff touched by the finger of dawn, the happy creatures 
left each their own glen, and mile after niile of the smooth 
surface glided away past their feet, almost as the quiet water 
glides by the little boat that in favouring breezes walks merriiy 
along the sea. And soon they met at the trysting- place — ft 
hank of birch- trees beneath a cliff that takes its name from the 
Eagles, 

On their meeting seemed not to them the whole of nahua 
suddenly inspired with joy and beauty ? Insects unheard by 
them before, hummed and glittered in the air — from tree- 
roots, where the snow was thin, little flowers, or herbs flower- 
hke, now for the first time were seen looking out as if ah'ye 
—the trees themselves seemed budding as if it were already 
Kpring — and rare as in that rocky region are the birds of song, 
a faint trill for a moment touched their ears, and the flutter of 
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a wing, telling them that Bomewhere near tliere was prepara- 
tion for a nest. Deep down beneath the Bnow they listened 
to the tinkle of rills unreached by the frost — and merry, 
thought they, was the music of these contented prisoners. 
Not Summer's self, in its deepest green, so beautiful had ever 
been to them before, as now the mild white of Winter; and 
as their eyes were lifted up to heaven, when bad they ever 
Been before a sky of such perfect blue, a sua so gentle in its 
brightness, or altogether a week-day in any season, so like a 
Sabbath in ite stillness, ho Hke a holyday in its joy I Lovers 
■were they — although as yet they scarcely knew it ; for from 
iove only could have come such bliss as now was theirs, a 
bliss that while it beautified was felt to come from the skies. 

Flora sang to Ranald many of her old songs to those wild 
Gaelic aiis that sound like the sighing of winds among frac- 
tured cliffs, or the branches of atorm-tossed trees when the 
subsiding tempest is about to let them rest. Monotonous 
music I But irresistible over the heart it has once awakened and 
enthralled, so sincere seems to be the mournfulness it breatlies 
— a mournfulness brooding and feeding on the same note that 
is at once its natural expression and its sweetest aliment — of 
which the singer never wearieth in her dream, while her heart 
all the time is haunted by all that is most piteous, by the 
feces of the dead in their paleness returning to the shades of 
life, only that once more they ma.y pour from their fised eyes 
those strange showers of iinaccountable tears I 

How merry were they between those mournful airs 1 How 
Flora trembled to see her lover's burning brow and flashing 
eyes, as ho told her tales of great battles fought in foreign 
lands, far across the sea — tales which he had drunk in with 
greedy ears from the old heroes scattered all over Lochaher 
and Badenoch, on the brink of the grave still garrulous of 
blood I 

" The 8UU Bat high in his meridian tower," 

but time bad not been with the youthful lovers, and the 
blessed beings believed that 'twas but a little hour since 
beneath the Eagle Cliff they had met in the prime of the 

The boy starts to his feet — and his keen eye looks along 
the ready ride — for his sires liad all been lamous deer-stalkers, 
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and tLe passion of the chase was liereditary in liis blood. 
Lo I a deer from Dalness, Lound-driven or Bnllenly astray, 
slowly bearing liia antlera up the glen, then stopping for a 
moment to anuff the air, and then away — away 1 The rifle- 
ehot rings dully from the scarce echoing Bnow-clifTe, and the 
animal leaps aloft, struck by a certain but not sudden death- 
wound. Oh I for Fingal now to pull him down lite a wolf! 
But labouring and lamboring heavily along, the snow spotted 
as he bounds with blood, the huge animal at last disappears 
round some roclte at the head of the glen. " FoDow me, 
Flora 1 " the boy-hunter cries — and flinging down their plaids, 
they turn their bright faces to the mountain, and away up the 
long glen after the stricken deer. Fleet was the mountain- 
girl — and Ranald, as be ever and anon looked back to wave 
her on, with pride admired her lightsome motion as she 
bounded along the snow. Eedder and redder grew that 
snow, and more heavily trampled, as they winded round the 
rocks, Tonder is the deer staggering up the mountain, not 
half a mile off — now standing at bay, as if before his swim- 
ming eyes came Fingal, the terror of the forest, whose howl 
was known to all the echoes, and quailed the herd while tfaeir 
antlera were yet afar o£f. " Hest, Flora 1 rest I while I fly to 
Lim with my rifle — and shoot him tlu'ongh the heart ! " 

Up — up— up the interminable glen, that kept winding 
and winding round many a jutting promontory, and many a 
castellated cliff, the red-deer kept dragging his gore-oozing 
bnlk, sometimes almost within, and tlien, for some hundreds 
of yards, just beyond rifle-shot ; while the boy, maddened by 
the chase, pressed forwards, now all alone, nor any more look- 
ing behind for Flora, who bad entirely disappeared ; and thns 
he was hurried on for miles by the whirlwind of passion — till 
at last he strnok the noble quarry, and down sank the anlJers 
in the snow, while the air was spurned by the convulsive 
beatings of feet. Then leaped Banald upon the Ked-deer 
like a beast of prey, and lifted up a look of tiiampli to the 
monntain-tops. 

Where ie Flora? Her lover has forgotten her — and he is 
alone — nor knows it — he and the Hed-deer — at 
animal — fast stiffening in the frost of death. 

Some large flakes of snow are in the air, and they s 
waver and whirl, though an hour ago there was not a 
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Faster tbey fall atid faster — the flakes are almost as large 
leaves — and overhead wlience so suddenly has come that 

'Imge yellow cloud? "Flora, where are you? where are you, 
Flora?" and fiom the huge hide tlie boy leaps up, and seea 
that no Flora is at hand. But yonder is a moving speck far 

'■ off upon the enow I 'Tia she — 'tis she — and again Kanald 
tarns his eyes upon the quarry, and the heart of the hunter 
Tmms within hiui like a new-stirred fire. Shrill as the eagl 
ory disturbed in his eyrie, he sends a shout down the glen 
and Flora, with cheeks pale and bright by fits, is at last at 
his side. Panting and epeechiesa she stands — and then 
dizzily sinks on his breast. Her Lair is ruffled by tlie wind 
that revives her, and her face all moistened by the snow- 
flakes, now not falling but driven — for the day baa undergone 
a dismal change, and all over the skies are now lowering 
savage symptoms of a fast-coming night-storm. 

Bare is poor Flora's bead, and sorely drenched her hair, 
iiiat an hour or two ago glittered in the sunshine. Her 
thivering frame misses now the warmth of the plaid, which 
almost no cold can penetrate, and which had kept the vital 
onrreot flowing freely in many a "bitter blast. What would 
the miserable boy give now for the coverings lying far away, 
which, in his foolish passion, he flung down to cliase that 
fetal deer I " Oh I Flora I if you woidd not fear to stay here 
by yourself — under the protection of God, who surely will not 
ibraake you— -soon will I go and come from the place where 

I our plaids are lying ; and under the shelter of the deer we 
may lie able to outlive the hurricane — you wrapped up in 
Item — and folded — my dearest sister — in my arms ! "— -" I 
will go with you down the glen, Ranald ! " and she left his 
breast — but, weak as a day-old lannb, tottered and sank down 
On the snow. The cold^ — intense as if the air were ice — had 
ohilled her very heart, after the heat of that long race ; and 
it waa manifest that here she must be for the night — to live 
lOr to die. And the night seemed already come, so full wag 
the liil of snow ; while the glimmer every moment became 
gloomier, as if the day were expiring long before its time. 
Howling at a distance down the glen waa heard a sea-born 
tempest from the Linnhe-Loch, where now they both knew tho 
tide was tumbling in, biinging with it eleet and snow-blasta 
'fiom afar ; and from the opposite quarter of the sky an inland 
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tempest was ragmg to meet it, while every lesser glen liad 
its own uproar, bo that on all hands they were enviroQed with 
death. 

"I will go — and, till I return, leave you with God." — 
" Go, Eanald 1 " and he went and came — as if he had beeu 
endowed with the raven's wings ! 

Miles away — and miles back had he flown — and an horn' 
had not beeu with his going and his coming — but what a 
dreary wretchedness meanwhile had heen hers I She feaied 
that she was dying — that the cold snow-storin was killicg 
her — and that she would never more see Eanald, to say to 
him farewell. Soon as he was gone, all her courage had 
died. Alone, she feared death, and wept to think how hard 
it was for one so young thus miserably to die. He came — 
and her whole being was changed. Folded up in both tlie 
plaids, she felt resigned. " Oh 1 kiss me — kias me, Kanald — 
for your love — great as it is — is not as my love. You mu£t 
never forget me, Eanald — when your poor Flora is dead." 

ReHgion with these two youug creatures was as clear as 
the light of the Sabbath-day — and their bebef in heaven just 
the same as in earth. The will of God they thought of just 
as they thought of their parents' will — and the same was 
their loving obedience to its decrees, If she was to die — sup- 
ported now by the presence of her brother — Flora was utterly 
resigned ; if she were to hve, her heart imaged to itself the 
very forma of her grateful worship. Bnt all at once she 
closed her eyes — ceased breathing — and, as the tempest 
howled and nimbled in the gloom that fell around them Uke 
blindness, Banuld almost sank down, thinking that she was 

" Wretched sinner that I am I — my wicked madness 
brought her here to die of cold I" And he smote his breast 
— and tore his hair — and feared to look up, lest the angry eye 
of God were looking on him through the storm. 

All at once, without speaking a word, Ranald lifted Flora 
in his arms, and walked away up the glen — here almost nar- 
rowed into a pass. Distraction gave him supernatural Htrength, 
and her weight seemed that of a child. Some walls of what 
had once been a house, he bad suddenly remembered, were 
but a short way off — whether or not they had any roof, he 
bad forgotten ; but the thought even of such shelter seemed 
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a thought of salvation, Tliere it was — a snow-drift at the 
opening that hod once heen a door — enow up the holes once 
wiadowa — the wood of the roof bad been carried off for fael, 
and the snow-Bakes were falling in, ae if they would soon fill 
up the inside of the ruin. The buow in front was all tracopled 
as if by aheep ; and carrying in hie burden under the low lintel, 
he saw the place was filled with a fiook that had foreknown 
the hurricane, and tliat all huddled together looked on bim as 

'on the shepherd come to see how tliey were faring in the 
storm. 

And a young shepherd be was, with a lamb apparently 

j dying in his arms. All colour — all motion — all breath seemed 

I to be gone — and yet something convinced bis heart that aho 
' was yet alive. The ruined hut was rooSess, but across an 
BBgle of the walls some pine-hranchoBhadbeen flungas a soit 
of slielter for the sheep or cattlo that might repair thither in 
'omel weather — some pine-branches left by the woodcutters 

(who had felled the few trees that once stood at the very head 
of the glen. Into that comer the snow-drift had not yet 
forced its way, and he sat down there with Flora in the cher- 
ishiog of bis embiace, hoping tha.t the warmth of his dis- 
tracted heart might be felt hy her who was as cold as a corpse. 
The chUl air was somewhat softened by the breath of the 
huddled flock, and the edge of the cutting wind blunted hy 

II the stones. It was a place in which it seemed possible that 
she might revive — miserable as it was with mire-mised snow 
— and almost as cold as one auppoaes the grave. And she 
did revive — and under the half-open lida the dim blue ap- 
peared to be not yet life -de sorted. It was yet but the after- 
noon — night-like though it was — and he thought, as he 

,, breathed upon her lipa, that a faint red returned, and that 
Ctiiey felt the kiaaes he dropt on them to drive death away. 

" Oh ! father, go seek for Ranald, for I dreamt to-night he 
Iji(ras periahing in the snow 1 " — " Flora, fear not — God is with 
B." " Wild swans, they say, ar& come to Loch-Phoil — let 
B go, Ranald, and see them — but no rifle — for why kill crea- 
■ tares said to be bo beautiful ? " Over them where they lay 
I fiended down the pine-branch roof, as if it would give way 
Beneath the increasing weight ; — but there it still hung — 
1 though the drift came over their feet and up to tlieir knees, 
■and seemed stealiog upwards to be their shroud. " Oh I I 
TOI,. I. 2 c 
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am overcome mith dronsiness, and fain would bo allowed to 
sleep. Who is disturbing me — and what noise is this in 
our liousQ ? " — " Fuar not — feii^ not, Flora — God is with us." 
" Mother I am I lying in your arms? My father surely ia 
not in t!ie storm I Oh 1 I have had a moat dreadful dream ! " 
and with such mutterings as these Flora relapsed again into 
that perilous sleep — which soon becomes thsit of death. 

Night itself came — but Flora and Ranald knew it not — and 
both lay now motionless in one snow-shroud. Many passions 
— though earth-bom, heavenly all — pity, and grief, and love, 
and hope, and at last despair — liad prostrated the strength 
they had so long supported ; and the brave boy — who had 
been for some time feeble as a very child after a fever — with 
a mind confused and wandering, and in its perplexities sore 
afraid of some nameless ill, had submitted to lay down his 
head beside his Flora's, and had soon become like her insen- 
sible to the night and all its storms 1 

Bright was the peat-fire in the hut of Flora's parents in 
Qlenco — and they were among the happiest of tlie humbly 
happy, blessing tliis the birthday of tlieir blameless child. 
They thought of her singing her sweet songs by the fireside 
of the hut in Glencreran — and tender thoughts of her cousin 
Ranald were with them in their prayers. No warning came 
to their ears in the sugh or the howl ; for Fear it is that 
creates its own ghosts, and all its own ghost-like visitings, and 
they had seen their Flora- in the meekness of the morning, 
setting forth on her way over the quiet mountains, like a fawn 
to play. Sometimes too Love, who starts at shadows as if 
they were of the grave, is strangely insensible to realities that 
might well inspire dismay. So was it now with the dwellera 
in the hnt at the head of Qlsncreran, Their Ranald had left 
them in the morning — night had come, aud he and Flora were 
not there — but the day had been almost like a suramer-day, 
and in their infatuation they never doubted that the happy 
creatures had changed their minds, and that Flora had re- 
turned with him to Glenco. Ranald had laughingly said, that 
haply he might surprise the people in that gleo by bringing 
back to them Flora on her birthday — and, strange though it 
afterwards seemed to her to be, that behef prevented oiie 
single fear from touching hia mother's heart, and she and hei 
IniBbaud that night lay down in untroubled sleep. 
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I And what oould have been done for them, had t]iey been 
W told by Bome good or evil spirit that their children were in 
the clutches of such a night ? As well seek for a single bark 
in the middle of the misty main ! But the inland storm had 
been seen brewing among the mountaina round King's House, 
and hut had communicated with hnt, though far apart in re- 
gions where the traveller sees no gymptoms of human life. 
Down through the long cliff-paas of Mealanumy, between 
Buachaille-Etive and the Black Mount, towards the lone House 
of DalnesH, that lives in everlasting shadows, went a band of 
shepherds, trampling their way across a hundred frozen 
Btreams. Dalness joined its strength — and then away over 
the drift-bridged chasms toiled that Gathering, with their 
sheep-dogs scouring the loose snows — in the van, Fingal the 
Bed Reaver, with his head aloft on the look-out for deer, 
grimly eyeing the Correi where last he tasted blood. AU 
" plaided in their tartan array," these shepherds laughed at 
the storm — and hark ! you hear the bagpipe play — the musio 
the Highlanders love both in war and in peace. 

" They think then of the ourie cattle, 
And ailLyaheej) ;" 

Rnd though they ken 'twill be a moonless night — for the 
enow-storm will sweep her out of heaven — up the mountain 
and down the glen they go, marking where flock and herd 
have betaken themselves, and now, at nightfall, unafraid ol 
that blind hollow, they descend into the depth where once 
Btood the old Grove of Pines. Following the dogs, who know 
their duties in their instinct, the band, without seeing it, are 
DOW close to that ruined hut. Why bark the sheep-dogs so 
■ — and why howls Fingal, as if some apiiit passed athwart the 
night ! Ho scents the dead body of the boy who so often 
had shouted him on in the forest, when the antlers went by ! 
Hot dead — nor dead she who is on bis bosom. Tet life in 
^th is frozen — and will the iced hlood in their veins ever 
5gain be thawed? Almost pitch-dark is the roofless ruin — 
and the frightened sheep know not what is the terrible Shape 
that is howling there. But a man enters, and lifts up one of 
the bodies, giving it into the arms of them at the doorway — 
and then lifts up the other ; and, by the flash of a rifle, they 
see that it is Ranald Cameron and Flora Macdonald, seemingly 
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both &ozea to death. 6oiii« of those reeds that the ahephetils 
burn in tlieir buta are kmdled, and in Uiat email light they 
are assnrtHl that such are the corpses. But that noble dog 
knows tliat death is not there — and licks the face of Ranald, 
as if he would restore life to bis eyes. Two of the shepherds 
know well how to fold the dying in their plaids — how gentliest 
tn cany them along; for they bad learnt it on the field of 
viotorioiis battle, when, witboat stumbling over the dead and 
wounded, they bore away tlie shattered body — yet living — of 
the yonthful warrior, who bad shown that of such a Clan Le 
was worthy to be the Chief. 

The storm was with them all the way down the glen — nor 
could they have heard each other's voices had they spoke — 
but mnt*Iy tbey shifted the burden from strong band to baud 
— tliinking of the Hut in Glenco, and of what would be felt 
there on their arrival with the dying or dead. Blind people 
wait through what to them is tlie night of crowded day- 
streets — unpausing turn round comers — unhesitatingly plunge 
down steep stairs — wind their way fearlessly through wliirl- 
winds of life — and reach in their serenity, each one unharmed, 
bis own obscure house. For God is with the blind. So is he 
with all who walk on works of mercy. This saving band had 
no fear — and therefore there was no danger — on the edge o! 
the pitfall or the cliff. They knew the countenances of the 
mountains shown momentarily by ghastly gleaminge througli 
the fitful night, and the hollow sound of each particular 
stream beneath the snow at places where in other weather 
there was a pool or a waterfall. Tlie dip of the hills, in spite 
of the drifts, familiar to their feet, did not deceive them now ; 
and then, the dogs in their instinct were guides tliat erred 
not, and as well as the shepherds knew it themselves did Fin- 
gal know that they were anxious to reach Glenco. He leil 
the way, as if he were in moonlight ; and often stood slill 
when they were shifticg their burden, and whined as if in 
grief. He knew where the bridges were— stones or logs; and 
he rounded the marshes where at springs the wild-fowl feed. 
And thus Instinct, and Reason, and Faith conducted the sav- 
ing band along — and now they are at Glenco — and at tlifl 
door of the Hut. 

To life were brought the dead ; and there at midnight sal 
they up like ghosts. Strange seemed they — for a while — to 
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each other's eyes — and at each other tbey looked as if 
had forgotten how dearly once they loved. Then as if in 
fear they gazed on each other's fticeB, thinking that they had 
awoke together in heaven, " Flora ! " said Banald — and that 
Bweet word, the first he had been able to speak, reminded 
him of all that had passed, and he knew that the God in whom 
they had put their trust had sent them deliverance. Flora, 
too, knew her parents, who were on their knees — and she 
Btrove to rise up and kneel down beside them — but she waa 
powerless as a broken reed — and when she thought to join 
with them in thanksgiving, her voice was gone. Still as death 
Bat all the people in the hut — and one or two who were fathers 
were not ashamed to weep. 

Who were they — the solitary pair — all alono by themselves 
Bave a small image of her on whose breast it lay — whom — 
Beven summers after — we cam& upon in our wanderings, 
before their Shieling in Correi-VoUaoh at the foot of Ben 
Chmlas, who sees his shadow in a hundred looha ? Who but 
Banald and Floral 

K'ay, dry up— Daughter of our Age, dry up thy tears I and 
we ehal! set a vision before thine eyes to fill them with un- 
tnoistened light. 

Oft before have those woods and waters — those clouds and 
mountains — that sun and sky, held thy spirit in Elysium, — 
thy spirit, that then was disembodied, and Hving in the beauty 
and the glory of the elements, 'Tm Windermebe — Winder- 
herb I Never canst thou have forgotten those more than 
fortunate — those thrice-blessed Isles I But when last we saw 
them within the still heaven of thy smiling eyes, summer suns 
had overloaded them with beauty, and they stooped their 
flowers and fohage down to the blushing, the burning deep, 
that glowed in its transparency with other groves aa gorgeous 
OS themselves, the whole mingling mass of reality and of sha- 
dow forming one creation. But now, lo 1 Windermere in 
Winter, All leafless now the groves that girdled her as if 
shifting rainbows were in love perpetually letting fall their 
colours on the Queen of Lakes. Gone now are her banks of 
emerald that carried our calm gazings with them, sloping 
away back into the cerulean sky. Her monnlaina, shadowy 
in eunBhine, and seeming restlcBS aa seas, where are tbey 
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now? — The oloud-cleaWng cUECs that shot up into tha liina 
region where the buzzard sailed? All gone. But oioum aot 
for that loBB. Accustom tliioa eye — and through it tby eoul, 
to that traoBCendent Eubatitution, and deeply will they be re- 
oonciled. Sawest thou ever the bosom of the Lake hushed 
into profonnder rest? No white-winged pinnace glides 
throQgh the suashine — no clanking oar is heard leaving or 
approaching cape, point, or bay — no mnaic of voice, stop, or 
string, wakens the sleeping echoes. How Btrangely dim and 
oonfnsed on the water the fantastic frostwork imagery, yet 
more steadfastly hanging there than ever hung the banks of 
Bummerl For ail one sheet of ice, now clear as the Glass of 
Glamoury in which that lord of old beheld his Cieraldine— is 
Windermere, the heaven-loving and the heaven-beloved. Not 
R wavelet nmrinura in all her bays, from the sylvan Brathay 
to where the southern straits narrow into a river — now chained 
too the Leven on his sylvan course towards that periloM 
Estuary afiir off raging on its wreck-strewn sands. The frost 
came after the last fall of snow — and not a single flake ever 
touched that sarfaoe ; and now that you no longer miss ttie 
green twinkling of the large July leaves, does not imagination 
love those motionless frozen forests, oold but not dead, serene 
but not sullen, inspirative in the strangeness of their apparel- 
ing of wild thoughts about the scenery of foreign climes, far 
away among the regions of the North, where Nature woito 
her wonders aloof from human eyes, and that wild architect 
Frost, during the absence of the sun, employs his night of 
months in building and dissolving his ice-palaces, magnificent 
beyond the reach of any power set to work at the bidding of 
earth's crowned and sceptred kings? All at onoe a hundred 
houses, high up among the hills, seem on fire. The setting 
snn has smitten them, and the snow-tracts are illuminated by 
harmless conflagrations. Their windows are all lighted up 
by a lurid splendour, in its strong suddenness sublime, 
look, look we beseech you, at the sun — the sunset — the Bi 
set region — and all that kindred and corresponding heavf 
effulgent where a minute ago lay in its cold glitter the bli 
hoaom of the lake. Who knows the laws of light and th* 
perpetual miracle of their operation ? God — not thon. The 
anow-moun tains are white no more, but gorgeous in their 
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colouriog e.B the clouds. Lol Pavey-Ark — magnificent range 
of clifiFs — seeming to come forward, while you gazel — How it 
glows with a rosy light, as if a flush of flowers decked the 
precipice in that delicate splendour 1 Langdale- Pikes, me- 
thinks, are tinged with finest pTirple, and the thonght of 
violets is with tis as we gaze on the tinted bosom of the 
mountains dearest to the Betting sun. But that long broad 
slip of orange- coloured sky is yellowing with its reflection 
almost all tho rest of our Alpa — all but yon stranger — the 
Bumrait of some mountain belonging to another region — ay — 
the Great Gabel — silent now as sleep — when last we clomb 
his olifTs, thundering in the mists of all his cataracts. In his 
shroud he stands pallid hke a ghoet. Beyond the reach of the 
Betting sun he lours in his exclusion from the rejoicing light, 
and imagination personifying his solitary vastness into fors^en 
life, pities the doom of the forlorn Giant. Hal just as the eye 
of day is about to shut, one smile seems sent afar to that 
lonesome mountain, and a crown of crimson encompasses bis 
forehead. 

On which of the two sunsets art thou now gazing ? Thou 
who art to our old loving eyes bo like the " mountain nyraph, 
Bweet Liberty ?" On the sunset in the heaven — or the sunset 
in the lake ? Tlie divine truth is— Daughter of onr Age I 
—that both BUTisets are but visions of our own spirilB. Again 
both are gone from the outward world — and nought renjains 
but a forbidding frown of the cold bleak snow. But imperish- 
able in thy imagination will both sunsets be — and though it 
will sometimes retire into the recesses of thy memory, and 
He there among the unsuspected treasures of forgotten imagety 
that have been unconsciously accumulating there since first 
those gentle eyes of thine had perfect vision given to their 
depths — yet mysteriously brought back from vanishment by 
Bome one single silent thought, to which power lias been 
yielded over that bright portion of the Past, will both of them 
sometimes reappear to thee iu solitude — or haply when in the 
very heart of life. And then surely a few tears will fall for 
Bake of him — then no more seen — ^by whose side thou etoodest, 
when that double sunset oTilarged thy sense of beauty, and 
made thee in thy father's eyes the sweetest — best — and 
brightest poetess — whose whole life is musical inspiiation — 
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ode, ^fogj, and hjmii, snng not in words bat in looks — eigli- 
brMthed (a tpeecUeaaly distilled in teara flowiog from feelings 
the &nfae8t in this world from grief. 

So much, tfaotigb bat little, for the beautiful — with, perbape, 
« tinge of the Bublime. Are the two emotionB different and 
distinct — think'et tlion, 01 metapliysical critic of the grue- 
some coijat«nanoe— or modi£cations of oae and the same? 
'Tia ft puzzling question — and we. Sphinx, might wait till 
doomsdaT, before you, (Edipna, could solve the enigma. 
Certwnly a Roae is one thing and Mount ^tna is another — 
an antelope and an elephant— an insect and a man-of-w37, 
both eaiUng in tiie eun — a little lucid well in which iLe 
fairies ba^e, and the Polar Sea in which Leviathan is 
"wallowing unwieldy, enonnons in his gait" — the jewelled 
finger of a virgin bride, and grim Saturn with his ring — tbe 
upward eye of a kneeling eaint, and a comet " that from liis 
horrid hair shakes pestilence and war." But let the roee 
bloom on the mouldering ruins of the palace of some great 
king — among the temples of Balbec or Syrian Tadmor — and 
in its beanty, methinks, 'twill be also sublime. See the 
antelope bounding across a raging chasm — up among the 
region of eternal saoivs on Mont Blanc — and deny it, if yon 
please — but assuredly we think that there is sublimity in the 
fearless flight of that beautiful oreatnre, to whom naturs 
grudged not wings, but gava instead the power of plumes to 
her small delicate liinbs, unfractured by alighting among tiie 
pointed rocks. All alone, by your single sohtaty self, in 
some wide, lifeless desert, could you deny sublimity to tliB 
im!ooked-for hum of the tiniest insect, or to the sudden shiyer 
of the beauty of his ganze-winga ? Not you, indeed. Stoop- 
ing down to quench your thirst in that little lucid well whera 
the fairies bathe, what if you saw the iuiage of the evening 
star shining in some strange subterranean world ? We suspect 
that you would hold in your breath, and swear devoatly that 
it was sublime. Dead on the very evening of her marriage 
day is that virgin bride whose delicacy was so beautiful ; and 
as she lies in her white wedding garments tliat serve for a 
shroud, that emblem of eternity and of eternal love, the ring, 
upon her finger — with its encased star shining brightly now 
that her eyes, once stars, are closed— would, methiuks, be 
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sublime to all Christian hearts. In comparison with all these 
beantifiil sublimities, Mount ^tna, the elephant, the man-of- 
war. Leviathan swimming the ocean-stream, Saturn with his 
ring, and with his horrid hair the comet — might be all less 
than nothings. Therefore beauty and sublimity are twin- 
feelings— one and the same birth — seldom inseparable; — if 
you still doubt it, become a fire-worshipper, and sing your 
morning and evening orisons to the rising and the setting sun. 




Tiiia House of ours is a priaon— tLis Study of ours a cell. 
Time has laid his fetters on our feet— fetters fine as the gos- 
samer, hut strong as Samson's ribs, silten-soft to wise submis- 
sion, but to vain impatience galling as canlsered wound that 
keeps ceaselessly eating into the bone. But while our bodily 
feet are thus bound by an inevitable and inexorable law, our 
mental wings are free as those of the lark, the dove, or the 
eagle — and tliey shall be expanded as of yore, in cfklm or 
tempest, now touching with their tips the bosom of this dearly- 
beloved earth, and now aspiring heavenwards, beyond the 
realms of mist and cloud, even unto the very core of the still 
heart of that otherwise unapproachable sky which graciously 
opens to receive us on our flight, when, disencumbered of the 
burden of all grovelling thoughts, and strong in spirituality, 
we exult to soar 

" Beyond this visible diurnal sphere," 

nearing and neariug the native region of its own incompre- 
hensible being. 

Now touching, we said, with their tips the bosom of this 
dearly- beloved earth 1 How sweet that attraction to imagina- 
tion's wings ! How delightful in that lower flight to skira 
along the green ground, or as now along the soft-bosomed 
beauty of the virgin snow ! We were asleep all nigbt long — 
sound asleep as childien — vfhile the fiakea were felling, " and 
soft as snow on snow" were all the descendings of onr un- 
troubled dreams. The moon and all her stars wei-e willing 
that their lustre should be veiled by that peaceful shower; 
and now tbe sun, pleased with the purity of the morning 
eartli, all white as innocence, looks down from heaven with a 
meek nnmelting light, and still leaves undissolved the stain- 
lesB splendour. There is Frost in the air — but he " doea hii 
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I Bpiritiiig gently," atuddiag the ground-Bnow tliickly with 
' diamonds, aad Bliaping tho tree-snow according to the peculiar 
and obaracteriatio beauty of the leaves and sprays, on which 
it has alighted almost as gently aa the dews of spHng. You 
know every kind of tree still by its own spirit showing itself 
through that fairy veil — momentarily disguised from recog- 
nition — bnt admired the more in the sweet surprise with 
I which again your heart Balutes its familiar branches, all fan- 
•■eifiiUy ornamented with their snow-foliage, that luurmurs not 
like the green leaves of summer, that like the yellow leaves 
of autumn strews not the earth with decay, but often melts 
away into changes so invisible and inaudible, that you wonder 
to find that it is all vanished, and to see the old tree again 
standing in its own faint-green glossy bark, with its many 
million bads, which pei'haps fancy suddenly expands into a 
power of umbrage impenetrable to "the sun in Scoi-pio. 

A sudden burst of sunshine I bringing back the pensive 

bipirit from the past to the present, and kindling it, till it 

Wances like light reflected from a burning mirror. A cheerful 

ISua-Bcene, though almost destitute of life. An undulating 

Hdndscape, hillocky and hilly, but not monutainoua, and 

Rmried under the weight of a day and night's incessant and 

■Continuous snow-fall. The weather has not been windy — and 

now that the flakes have ceased falling, there is not a cloud 

to be seen, escept some delicate braidings here and there along 

the calm of the Great Blue Sea of Heaven. Most luminons is 

the sun, yet you can look straight on hia face, almost with 

-unwinking eyes, so mild and mellow is his large light as it 

BipTerflowB the day. All enclosures have disappeared, and yon 

'indistinctly ken the greater landmarks, such as a grove, a 

wood, a hall, a castle, a spire, a village, a town — the faint haze 

of a. far-off aud smokeless city. Most intense is the silence ; 

for all the streams are dumb, and the great river lies like a dead 

serpent in the strath. Not dead— for, lo 1 yonder one of his 

folds glitters — and in the glitter you see him moving — while all 

the rest of his sullen length is palsied by frost, and looks livid 

and more livid at every distant and more distant winding. What 

blackens on that tower of enow ? Crews roosting innnmerous 

on a huge tree — but they caw not in their hunger. Neither 

sheep nor cattle are to be seen or Leaid — but they are cared 

for : — the folds and the farmyards are all ftill of life — and the 
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nngathered slragglera are safe in their instincts. There hag 
been a deep fall — but no Etorm — and the silence, though partly 
that of suffering, is not that of death. Therefore, to the ima- 
gination, tuisaddened by the heart, the repose is beautiful. 
The almost unbroken uniformity of the scene — its simple and 
grand monotony — lulls nil the thoughts and feeliugG into a 
oalm, over which is breathed the gentle excitation of a novel 
cliann, inspiring many fancies, all of a quiet character. Theii 
range, perhaps, is not very extensive, but they all regard die 
home-felt and domesUo charities of life. And the heart bnras 
as here and there some human dwelling discovers itself by a 
wreath of smoke up the air, or as the robin-redbreast, a crea- 
ture tliat is ever at hand, comes flitting before your path with 
an almost pert flutter of his feathers, bold from the acquain- 
tanceship he has formed with you in severer weather at the 
threshold or window of the tenement, which for years may 
have been the winter sanctuary of the " bird whom man loves 
best," and wlio bears a Christian name in every clime he 
inhabits. Meanwhile the sun waxes brighter and warmer in 
heaven — some insects are in the air, as if that moment called 
to life — and the mosses that may yet be visihle here and there 
along the ridge of a wall or on the stem of a tree, in varie- 
gated lustre froHt-bnghtened, seem to delight in the snow, 
and in no other season of the year to be so happy as in winter. 
Such gentle touches of pleasure animate one's whole being, 
and connect, hy many a fine association, the emotions inspired 
by the objects of animate and of inanimate nature. 

Ponder on the idea — the emotion of purity — and how finely 
soul-blent is the delight imagination feels in a bright hush of 
new-fallen snow I Some speck or stain — however aUght — 
there always seems to be on the most perfect whiteness of 
any other substance — or " dim suffusion veils " it with soma 
faint discolour — witness even the leaf of the lily or the rose. 
Heaven forbid that we shoald ever breathe aught but love ud 
delight in the beauty of these consummate flowers ! But feels 
not the heart, even when the midsummer morning sunshine U 
melting the dews on their fragrant bosoms, that their loveli- 
ness is " of the earth earthy " — ftiintly tinged or streaked, 
when at the very fairest, with a hue foreboding languisbment 
and decay? Not the less for its sake are those soulless 
flowers dear to us — thus owning kindred with them whose 
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beauty is all soul enshrined for a short while on that perish- 
able faco. Do we not atill regard the insensate flowers— ho 
emblematical of what, in human life, we do most passionately 
love and profoundly pity — with a pensive emotion, often deep- 
ening into melancholy that Bometimes, ere the strong fit sub- 
sides, blackens into despair ! What pain doubtless was in 
the heart of the Elegiac Poet of oM, when he sighed over the 
I tranaitory beauty of flowers — 

" Conquerimm' natuta brevis quam gratia Florum ! " 

But over a perfectly pure expanse of night-fallen snow, when 
unaffected by the gentle sua, the first fine frost has encrusted 
it vrith small sparkling diamonds, the prevalent emotion is 
Joy. There is a charm in the sudden and total disappearance 
even of the grassy green. All the old fam I faces " of 
nature are for a while out of sight, and out of n nd. That 
white silence shed by heaven over a tl ca nes th it, far 
and wide, the pure peace of another g n — ain ost another 
life. No image is there to tell of tl s stlesa a id noisy 
world. The cheerfulness of reality k ndles up on verie ere 
it becomes a dream ; and we are glad to feel our whole being 
ooTOplexioned by the passionless repose. If we think at all 
of human life, it is only of the young, the fair, and the inno- 
cent. " Pure as snow," are words then felt to be most holy, 
as the image of some beautiful and beloved being oomes and 
goes before our eyes—brought from a far distance in this our 
living world, or from a distance further still in a world beyond 
the grave — the image of virgin growing up sinlesaly to woman- 
hood among her parents' prayers, or of some spiritual creature 
who expired long ago, and earned with her her native inno- 
, oenoe unstained to heaven. 

Such Spiritual Creatnre — ^too spiritual long to sojourn below 
e skies — wert Thou — whose rising and whose setting — botli 
4iioat starlike — brightened at once all thy native vale, and at 
once left it in darkness. Thy name has long slept in our 
heart — and there let it sleep unbreathed — even as, when we 
are dreaming our way through some solitary place, without 
naming it we bless the beauty of some sweet wildflower, pen- 
rively smiling to us through the show. 

The Sabbath returns on which, in the little kirk among tho 
liills, we saw thee baptised. Then comes a wavering glimmer 
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of fire iweet years, thai to Thee, in all their Tariedee, were 
but H one delightful Reason, one bleeeed life — and, finallr, 
timt other Sabbath, on which, at thy own dying- reqaest— 
between seirioes thoa wert buried. 

How mysl^riona are all thy ways and workings, graciom 
Nntwre I Thou who art but a oame given by na to the Being 
ill whom all thinga are and have life. Ere three years old, 
she, wliose image is now with na, all over the small syiTEa 
world that beheld the evanescent revelation of Iier pure eiisl' 
eooo, was called the " Holy Child 1 " The taint of Sm- 
inherited from those who disobeyed in Paradise — seemed from 
her (air clay to have been washed out at the baptismal font, 
and by her first infantine tears. So pious people almost 
believed, looking on her so unlike all other children, in the 
serenity of that habitual smile that clothed the creature's 
coniilenance with a wondrous beauty, at an age when on other 
infHiits is but faintly seen the dawn of reason, and their eyes 
look happy just like the thoughtlesa flowers. So unlike all 
other children — but unlike only because sooner than they she 
soetned to have had given to her, even in the communion of 
the cradle, an intimation of the being and the providence of 
Ood. Sooner, surely, than tlirough any other olay that ever 
enshrouded immortal spirit, dawned the light of religion on 
the face of the » Holy Child." 

Her lisping language was sprinkled with words alien from 
ooiumon childhood's uncertain speech, tliat murmurs only 
whnn indigent nature prompts ; and her own parents wondered 
whcnoe ihey oame, when Erst they looked upon her kneeling 
in an unbidden prayer. As one mild week of vernal smishiDe 
oovora the braes with primroses, so shone with fair and Iragiant 
fwHngs — unfoldt-d, ere tbey knew, before her parents' eyes— 
the divinft nature of her who for a season waa lent to them 
from Uie skies. Slie teanied to read out of the Bible — ahuosi 
without any teaching — they knew not how — just by looting 
gladly on tlie words, even as she looked on the pretty daiaies 
OH the grt>en — till their meanings stole insensibly into het 
aout, and the sweet syllables, succeeding each other on tbe 
liloseoil lug^ were all uniieil by the memwie* her been hid 
been tn'asnring erery hour that her fitfber or her nother h*d 
read aloud in her hearing from tlie Book c£ Ii&. "Saftf 
littlo dtililrwi to cwne unto tne, and (ottad ihem aotf fix of 
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euch is the kingdom of Iieaven " — how wept her parents, as 
these tbe moat affecting of our Saviour's words dropt silver- 
Bweet from her lips, and contitiued in her upward eyeB among 
the swimming tears I 

Be not increduloas of this dawn of reason, wonderful as it 
may seem to you, so soon becoming mora — almost perfect 
daylight — with the " Holy Child." Many such miracles are 
Bet before ua — but we recognise them not, or pass them by 
with a word or a smile of short surprise. How leaps the hahy 
in its mother's arms, whea the mysterious charm of mnsio 
thrilla through its little brain I And how learns it to modu- 
late its feeble voice, nnable yet to articulate, to the melodies 
tliat bring forth all round its eyes a delighted smile 1 Who 
knows what then may be the thougbta and feelings of the in- 
fant awakened to the sense of a new world, ahvo through all 
its being to sounds that haply glide past our ears uomeaniog 
as the breath of the common airl Thus have mere infanta 
sometimes been seen inspired by music, till, like small genii, 
they warbled spell- strains of their own, powerful to sadden 
and subdue our hearts. So, too, have infant eyes been so 
charmed by the rainbow irradiating the earth, that almost in- 
fant hands have been taught, as if by inspiration, the power 
to paint in finest colours, and to imitate with a wondrous art, 
the skies so beautiful to the quick -awake tied spirit of delight. 
"What knowledge have not some children acquired, and gone 
down scholars to their small untimely graves 1 Knowing that 
such things have been — are — and will be— why art thou in- 
credulous of the divine expansion of soul, so soon understand- 
ing the things that are divine — iii the " Holy Child ? " 

Thus grew she in the eye of God, day by day waxing wiser 
and wiser in the knowledge that tends towards the skies ; and, 
as if some angel visitant were nightly with her in her dreams, 
awakening eveiy morn with a new dream of thought, that 
brought with it a gift of more comprehensive speech. Yet 
merry she was at times with her companions among the woods 
and braes, though while they all were laughing, she only 
smiled ; and the passing traveller, who might pause for a 
moment to bless the sweet creatures in tlieir play, could not 
but single out one face among the many fair, so 
paleness, a face to he rememberecl, coming from afar, like 
monrnful thought upon the hour of joy. 
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Sister or brother of her owii had she none — and often boih 
her parents — who lived in a hut by itself up among the mos^ 
etuuips of the old decayed forest — had to leave her alone— 
eometiioes even all the day long from luoming tUl night. But 
she no more wearied in her solitariness than does the wren in 
the wood. All the flowers were her friends — all the birds. 
The linnet ceased uot his song for her, though her footsteps 
wandered into t!ie greon glade among the yellow broom, 
almost within reach of the spray from which he poured bie 
melody — the quiet eyes of his mate feared her not when 
her garments almost touched the bush where she brooded 
on her young. Shyest of the winged sylvana, the ciialiKt 
clapped not her wiugs away on the soft approach of sucli 
harmless footsteps to the pine that concealed her slender nettt. 
As if blown from heaven, descended round lier path the showers 
of the painted butterflies, to feed, sleep, or die — undisturbed 
by her — upon the wildflowera — with wings, when motionleas, 
undistinguialiable from the blossoms. And well she loved tLe 
brown, busy, blameless bees, come thither for the honey-dewa 
from a hundred cots sprinkled all over the parish, and all high 
overhead sailing away at evening, laden and wearied, to tlieir 
atraw-roofed ekeps in many a hamlet garden. The leaf of 
every tree, shrub, and plant, she knew familiarly and lovingly 
in it« own cliaracteristic beauty ; and she was loth to shake 
one dewdrop from the sweetbrier rose. And well she knew 
that all nature loved iu return — that they were dear to each 
other in their innocence — and that the very sunshiiie, in mo- 
tion or in rest, was ready to come at the bidding of her smUeE- 
Skilful those small white hands of hers among the reeds and 
rushes and osiers — and many a pretty flower-basket grew be- 
neath their touch, her parents wondering on their return home 
to see the handiwork of one who was never idle in her happi- 
ness. Thus early — ere yet hut five years old — did she earn 
her mite for the sustenance of her own beautiful life. Tbe 
russet garb she w^ore she herself had won- — and thus Poverty, 
at the door of that hut, became even like a Guardian Angel, 
with the lineaments of heaven on her brow, and the quietude 
of heaven beneath her feet. 

But these were but her lonely pastimes, or gentle taskwork 
self-imposed among her pastimes, and itself the sweetest of 
them all, inspired by a sense of duty that still brings with it 
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) own delight, and liallowed by religion, tliat oven in the 
I most adverse lot changes slavery into freedom — till the heart, 
■ 'b to the bonds of necessity, sings aloud for joy. The 
life within the Life of the " Holy Cliild," apart from even snob 
innocent employments as these, and from such recreations as 
innocent, among the shadowa and the sunshine of those sylvan 
haunts, was passed — let us fear not to say the truth, wondrous 
as Buch worship was in one bo very young — was passed in tlie 
worship of God ; and her parents — though sometiraes even 
saddened to see such piety in a small creature like her, and 
afraid, in their exceeding love, that it betokened an early re- 
moval from this world of one too perfectly pure ever to be 
touched by its sics and sorrows — forbore, in an awful pity, 
'e the Bible from ber knees, as she would git 
I with it there, not at morning and at evening only, or all the 
Sabbath long, as soon as they returned from the kirk, but often 
' through all the hours of the longest and sunniest weekdays, 
L when, had she chosen to do so, there was nothing to hinder 
[ her from going up the hill-side, or down to the little village, 
to play with the other children, always too happy when she 
appeared — nothing to hinder her but the voice she heard 
speaking in that Book, and the hallelujahs tiiat, at the turning 
over of each blessed page, came upon the ear of the " Holy 
Child " from white-robed sainta all kneeling before His throne 
in heaven. 

Her life seemed to be the same in sleep. Often at mid- 
night, by the light of the moon shining in npoo ber little bed 
beside theirs, her parents leant over her face, diviner in dreams, 
I and wept as she wept, her lips all the while mnrmoring, in 
1 broken sentfinces of prayer, the name of Him who died for us 
I »IL But plenteous as were her penitential tears — penitential 
I'in the holy humblenesB of ber stainless spirit, over thoughts 
I that had never left a dimming breath on its purity, yet that 
I seemed in those strange visitings to be haunting her as the 
1 nhadowH of sins — soon were they all dried up in the lustre of 
I her returning smiles. Waking, lier voice in the kirk was the 
I" Bweetest among many sweet, as all the young singers, and she 
I the youngest far, sat together by themselves, and within the 
I congregational music of the psalm uplifted a silveiy strain 
1 that sounded like the very spirit of the whole, even like an- 
VOL. I. 2d 
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gclio harmony blent with a mortal Bong. Bnt sleeping, Bb'U 
more sweetly eang the " Holy Child ;" and then, too, in some 
diviner inspiration than ever was granted to it while awake, 
her soul composed ite own liymns, and set the simple scrip- 
tural words to its own tnyaterions miiBlc — the tnnes she loveJ 
best gliding into one another, without once ever marring the 
melody, with pathetic touches interposed never heard before, 
and never more to be renewed 1 For each dream had its own 
breathing, and inany-vieioned did then seem to he the sinless 

The love that was home for her all over the hill- region, and 
beyond its circling clouds, was almost such as mortal creatnVea 
might be thought to feel for some existence that had visibly 
ootne from heaven. Tet all who looked on her, saw that she, 
like theniselves, was mortal, and many an eye was wet, t!iB 
heart wist not why, to hear such wisdom falling from sncii 
lips ; for dimly did it prognosticate, that as short as bright 
would he her walk from the cradle to the grave. And tbna 
for the " Holy Child " was their love elevated by awe, and 
saddened by pity — and as by herself she passed pensively by 
their dwellings, the same eyes that smiled on her presence, 
on her disappearance wept. 

Not in vain for others — and for herself, oh ! what great 
gain ! — for those few yeai-a on earth did that pure spirit ponder 
on the word of God ! Other children became pions from their 
delight in her piety — for she was simple as the simplest among 
them all, and walked with them hand in hand, nor declined 
companiortship with any one that was good. Bnt all grew 
good by being with her — and parents bad but to whisper her 
name, aud in a moment the passionate sob was hushed — the 
lowering brow lighted — and the household in peace. Older 
hearts owned the power of the piety so far surpassing their 
thoughts ; and time-hardened einnera, it ia said, when look- 
ing and listening to the " Holy Child," knew the error of 
their ways, and returned to the right path as at a voice from 
heaven. 

Bright was her seventh summer — the brightest, so the 
aged said, that had ever, in man's memory, shone over Scot- 
land. One long, still, suiitiy, blue day followed another, and 
in the rainless weather, though the dews kept green the hills, 
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the Bong of the streams waa low. But paler and paler, in 
fluulight and moonlight, became the sweet faoe that had been 
alnajB pale ; and the voice that had been always something 
moumfhl, breathed lower and sadder still from the too perfect 
whiteness of her breast. No need — no fear — to tell her that 
she was about to die. Sweet whispers had sung it to her in 
her sleep — and waking she knew it in the look of the piteous 
skies. But she spoke not to her parents of death more than 
she had often done — and never of her own. Only she seemed 
to love them with a more exceeding love — and was readier, 
even sometimes when no one was speaking, with a few drops 
of tears. Sometimes she disappeared — nor, when sought for, 
was found in the woods about the hut. And one day that 
mystery was cleared ; for a shepherd saw her sitting by her- 
self on a grassy mound ia a nook of the small solitary kirk- 
yard, a long mile off among the hills, so lost in reading the 
Bible, that shadow or sound of his feet awoke her not ; and, 
ignorant of his presence, she knelt down and prayed — for a 
■while weeping bitterly — but soon comforted by a heavenly 
calm — that her sins might be forgiven !ier ! 

One Sabbath evening, soon after, as she was sitting beside 
her parents at the door of tlieir hut, looking first for a long 
while on their faces, and then for a long while on the sky, 
thongh it was not yet the stated hour of worship, she sud- 
denly knelt down, and leaning on their knees, with hands 
clasped more fervently than her wont, she broke forth into 
tremnlous singing of that hymn which from her lips they 
UGvei heard without unendurable tears : 

'■ The hour of my departure's come, 
1 hear the voice that calls me home ; 
At last, OLord, let trouble cease, 
And let thy servant die in peace I " 

i .They carried her fainting to her little bed, and uttered not a 

I word to one another till she revived. The shook waa sudden, 

but not unexpected, and they knew now that the hand of 

. -death was upon her, although her eyes soon became brighter 

k *od brighter, they thought, than they had ever been before. 

But forehead, cheeks, lips, neck, and breast, were all as white, 

:and, to the quivering hands that touched them, almost as 
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cold, as snow. IneGTable was the blies in thoBe radiaot eyee ; 
but the breath of words waa frozen, and that byiiin was 
almost her last farewell. 8ome few words she spake — and 
named the hour and day she wished to bo buried. Her lips 
could then just feintly return the kisa, and no more — a film 
came over the now dim blue of her eyes — the father listened 
for her breath — and then the mother took his place, and 
leaned her ear to the vinbreathing mouth, long deluding her- 
self with its lifelike smile ; but a sudden darkness ia the 
room, and a sudden stillness, most dreadful both, convinced 
their unbelieving hearts at last, that it was death. 

All the parish, it may be said, attended her funeral — for 
none stayed away from the Idrk that Sabbath — thongh many 
a voice was unable to join in the Psalm, The little g^aYe 
was soon filled up— and you hardly knew that the turf Lad 
been disturbed beneath which she lay. The aftamoon ser- 
vice consisted but of a prayer — for he who ministered had 
loved her with love unspeakable — and, though an old grej- 
haired man, all the time he prayed he wept. In the aobbing 
kirk her parents were sitting, but no one looked at them— and 
when the congregation rose to go, there they remained Bit- 
ting — and an hour afterwards, came out again into the opeD 
air, and parting with their pastor at the gate, walked amy 
to their hut, overshadowed with the blessing of a thousand 
prayers. 

And did her parents, Boon after she was buried, die of 
broken hearts, or pine away disconsolately to their graves? 
Think not that they, who were Christians indeed, could be 
guilty of such ingratitude. " The Lord giveth, and the Loi^ 
taketh away — blessed be the name of the Lord I" were die 
first words they had spok-e by that bedside ; during nianji 
many long years of weal or woe, duly every morning mhI 
night, these same blessed -words did they utter when on their 
knees together in prayer — and many a thousand times besides, 
when they were apai-t, she in her silent hut, and he on ihe 
hill — neither of them unhappy in their solitude, though never 
again, perhaps, was his countenance so cheerful as of yore— 
and though often suddenly amidst mirth or sunsliine thflif 
eyes were seen to overflow. Happy had they been — as we 
mortal beings ever can be happy — during many pleasant 
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years of wedded life before she had been bom. And happy 
were they — onto the verge of old age — ^long after she had here 
ceased to be. Their Bible had indeed been an idle Book — 
the Bible that belonged to " the Holy Child,"— and idle all 
their kirk-goings with " the Holy Child," through the Sab- 
bath-calm — ^had those intermediate years not left a power of 
bliss behind them triumphant over death and the grave. 




Natcre mast be bleak and buren indeed to possess no p 
over tbe joung spirit dail; expanding ou her breast into new 
snsceptibilities, tbat ere long are felt to fill life to overflowing 
witli a perpetual sncGeBsioD — an infinite series — of enjoy- 
ments. Nowhere is she destitate of that power — not on naked 
sea-shorea — not in central deaerta. But our boyhood was 
environed by the beautiful — its home was among moora and 
raonntains, which people in towns and cities called dreary, 
but which we knew to be the cheerinllest and most gladsome 
parish in alt braid Scotland — and well it might be, for it was 
in her very heart. Moiinlaiua they seenied to us in those 
days, though now we believe they are only hills. But such 
hills ! — ^undulating far and wide away till the highest even on 
clear days seemed to touch the sky, and in cloudy weather 
were verily a part of heaven. Many a valley, and many a 
glen — and many a hollow that was neither valley nor glen — 
and many a flat, of but a few green acres, which we thought 
plains — and many a cleft waterless with its birks and 
breckans, except when the rains came down, and then they 
all sang a new song in merry choms — and niany a wood, and 
many a grove, for it takes no great number of trees to make 
a wood, and four firs by themselves in a lonesome place are a 
grove — and many a single sycamore, and many a single ash, 
kenned afar-off above its protected cottage — and many an 
indescribable spot of scenery at once pastoral and agricuitnral 
and sylvan, where, if hoase there waa, you hardly knew it 
among the rocks ; — so was Our Parish, which people in towns 
and cities called dreary, composed; but the compositio 
itself, — as well might wa hope thus to show it to yonr ^ 
eye, as by a few extracts however fine, and a few orittgl 
however exquisite, to give yon the idea of a perfect p 
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But WB liave not given you more tLan a single liiot of a 
great part of our Parish — tiie Moor. It waa then ever bo 
many miles long, and ever so many miles broad, and nobody 
thought of guessing how many miles round — but some twenty 
years ago it was absolutely measured to a rood by a land- 
louper of a land-surveyor — ^distributed-— drained — enclosed — 
utterly ruined for ever. No, not for ever. Nature laughs to 
BCorn acta of Parliament, and we predict that in a quarter of 
a century she will resume her management of that moor. We 
rejoice to hear that she is beginning already to take lots of 
it into her own hands. Wheat lias no business there, and 
ahonld keep to the carses. In spring, she takes hira by the 
braird till he looks yellow in the face long before hia time — 
in summer, by the cuff of the neck till he lies down on his 
back and rots in the rain — in autumn, by the ears, and rubs 
bim against the grain till he expires as fuahionless aa the 
windle-straea with which he is interlaced — in wint-er, she 
flhakes him in the stock till he is left but a shadow which 
pigeons despise. See him in stack at Christmas, and you 
pity the poor straw. Here and there bits of boar or big, and 
barley, she permits to Sourish— nor is she loth to see the 
flowers and shaws and apples on the poor man's plant, the 
life -sustaining potato — which none but political economists 
hate and all Christians love. Sbe is not ao sure about tur- 
nips, hut as they are a green crop she leaves them to the care 
of the fiy. But where have her gowans gone? There they 
Btill are in flocks, which no cultivation can scatter or eradi- 
cate — inextinguishable by all the lime that was ever brought 
unslokened from all the kilns that ever glowed — by all the 
dung that was ever heaped up fresh and fuming from all "the 
Augean stables in the land. Yet her heart burns within her 
to behold, even in the midst of what she abhors, the large 
(dew-loved heads of clover whitening or reddening, or with 
iheir rival colours amicably intermingled, a new birth glori- 
ous in the place of reedy marish or fen wliere the catapaws 
nodded — and them she will retain unto herself when onco 
shall rejoice in her Wilderness Restored. 

And would we be so barbarous as to seek to iinpede the 
^^gress of improvement, and to render agriculture a dead 
letter ? We are not so barbarous, nor yet so savage. We 
Jove civilised life, of whioh we have long been one of the 
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Buinllor but Biiicereat omaraenla. But agriculture, like edu- 
cntion, haa its bounds. It is, like it, a ecienoe, and woe to the 
country that encourages all kinds of quacks. Cultivate a 
moor ! educate a boor ! First underataud the character of 
Clods and Clodhoppers. To say nothing now of the Urbans 
and Subnrbaoa — a pcrilofiB people— yet of great capabilities ; 
for to discnsB that question would lead ns into lanes ; and as 
it is a long lane that haa never a turning, for the present we 
keep in the open air, and abstain from wynds. We are no 
enemies to poor soils, far less to rich ones ignorantly and 
Btnpidly called poor, which under proper treatment effuse 
riches; but to espect to extract from paupers a return for the 
expenditure squandered by miserly greed on their reluctant 
bottoms, oold and bare, is the insanity of speculation, and 
such schemers deserve being buried along with their capital 
in quagmires. Heavens 1 how they — the quagmires — auck 
in the dung 1 You aay they don't suck it in — well, then, they 
spew it out — it evaporates — and what is the worth of weeds? 
Lime whitens a moss, that is true, but so does snow. Snow 
inelta — what becomes of lime no mortal knows but the pow- 
heada — ^them it poisons, and they give up the ghost. Drains 
are dug deep nowadays — and we respect Mr Johnstone. So 
are gold mines. But from gold mines that precious metal — at 
a great expense, witness its price — ia exterred ; in drains that 
precious metal, witness wages, is interred, and then it becomes 
igvash. Stirks starve — heifera are hove with windy nothing — 
with oxen frogs compete in bulk with every prospect of a 
succeaaful issue, and on such pasturage where would be the 
virility of the Bulls of Bashan ? 

If we be in error, we shall be forgiven at least by all lovers 
of the past, and what to the elderly seems the olden time, 
Oh, misery for that Moorl Hundreds, thousands, loved it as 
well as we did ; for though it grew no grain, many a glorious 
crop it bore — shadows that gUded like ghoata — the giants 
stalked — the dwarfs crept; yet sometimes were the dwarfs 
more formidable than the giants, lying lilie blackamoors be- 
fore your very feet, and as you stumbled over them in the 
dark, throttling as if they sought to strangle you, and then 
leaving you at your leisure to wipe from yonr mouth tlie raire 
by the light of a straggling star ; — sunbeams that wrestled 
with the shadows in the gloom — sometimes clean flung, and 
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Iten tliey cowered into tbo heather, and inaitiuated the 
into the earth ; Eometimea victorious, and tlien how they ca- 
pered in the lift, ere they shivered away — not always without 
a liyinn of thunder — in behind the clouds, to refresh them- 
eelvee in their tabernacle in the sky. 

Won't you be done with this Moor, you monomaniac ? Not 
for yet a little while — for we see Kitty North all by himaelf 
in the heart; of it, a boy apparently about the age of twelve, 
and happy as the day is long, though it is the Longest Day 
in all the year. Aimless bo seems to be, but all alive as a 
grasshopper, and is leaping like a two-year-old across tiie hags. 
Were he to tumble in, what would become of the personage 
whom Kean's Biographer would call "the future Christopher 
the First ? " But no fear of that — for at no period of his life 
did he ever overrate his powers — and he knows now hia bound 
to an inch. Cap, bonnet, hat, he has none ; and his yellow 
hair, dancing on his shoulders like a mane, gives him the 
look of a precocious lion's whelp. Leonine too in his aspect, 
yet mild withal ; and but for a certain fierceness in hia gam- 
bols, yon would not suspect he was a young creature of prey. 
A fowling-piece is in liis left hajid, and in hia right a rod. 
And what may he be purposing to shoot? Anything full- 
fledged that may play whirr or sugh. Good grouse-ground 
this ; but many are yet in the egg, and the rest are but 
cheepers — ^little bigger than the small brown moorland bird 
that goes birling up with its own short epithalamium, and 
drops down on the rushes still as a stone. Them he harms 
not on their short flight — but marking them down, twirls his 
piece like a fugleman, and thinks of the Twelfth. Safer me- 
thinks wilt thou be a score or two yards forther ofii 
Whaup ! for tboogh thy young are yet callow. Kit ia begin- 
ning to think they may shift for themselves ; and that long 
bill and that long neck, and those long legs and that long 
body — the tout-ensemble so elegant, so graceful, and so wild — 
are a strong temptation to the trigger; — click— clack — whizz — 
phew — fire — smoke and thunder — head- over-heels topsy-tniry 
goes the poor curlew — and Eit Btands over him leaning on 
hia eingle-barrel, with a stem bat somewhat sad aspect, ex- 
ulting in his skill, yet sorry for the creature whose wild cij 
will be beard no more. 

'Tia an oasis in the desert. That green spot is called a qnag< 



426 HECREATI0S8 OF CHR1STOP0EE NOBTH. 

mire — an ugly name enough — but itself ia beautiful ; for it 
diffuses its owu light round about it, like a star vivifying its 
lialo. The sward enciroling it ia firm — and Kit lays iiim 
down, heodleaa of the bird, with eyes fixed on the oozing 
spring. How fresh the wild creases 1 Hia very eyes are 
drinking 1 Hia thirst is at once exoit«d and satisfied by look- 
ing at the luatrous leaves — composed of cooling UgVit without 
spot or stain. What aila the bny? He covers his face with 
his bauds, and in the silence sighs. A small white hand, with 
its fingers spread, rises out of the spring, aa if it were beckon- 
ing to heaven in prayer — and then is sucked slowly in again 
oat of sight with a gurgling groan. The spring so fresh and 
fair — BO beautiful with its creases and many another wnter- 
loving plant beside — is changed into the same horrid quag- 
mire it was that day — a holiday — three years ago — when 
racing in her joy Amy Lewars blindly ran into it, among lier 
blitlie companions, and snddenly perished. Childhood, they 
say, soon dries its tears, and soon forgets. God be praised for 
all bis goodness I true it is that on the obeek of obiidhood 
tears are dried up as if by the annshine of joy atealiug from 
on high — but, God be praised for all hia goodneaa 1 false it ia 
that (iie heart of childhood baa not a long memory, for in a 
moment the mournful past resives within it — as often as the 
joyful — aadneasbeoomeH Borrow, sorrow grief, andgrief anguish, 
as now it is with the solitary boy seated by that ghastly spot 
in the middle of the wide moor. 

Away ho flies, and be is humming a tune. Bnt what's tliis? 
A merry-making in the moor? Ay, merry-making; but were 
you to take part in it, you would find it about the hardest work 
that ever tried the strength of your spine. 'Tis a party of 
divot-flaughters. The people in the pariah are now digging 
their peats, and here is a whole household, provident of winter, 
borrowing fuel from the moss. They are far from coals, and 
wood ia intended by nature for other uaea ; but fi.re in peat sl^p 
dedicated to the hearth, and there it burns all over Scotland, 
Highland and Lowland, far and near, at many a holy alt»r. 
'Tis the mid-day hour of rest. Some are half asleep, some yet 
eating, some making a sort of under-voiced, under-hand love. 
" Mr North 1 Mr North 1 Mr North 1 is the joyful cry — horoy- 
fistB first — do» IV fists next — and after heartiest greeting, 
Master Kitty IB 1 stalled enthroned on a knows, Master of th» 
CfremoninB — and ii go 4 Ume ^%ea \!neta a. 
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" galliai'ds cry a liall, a ball," and hark aud lo I preluded by 
six ainacks — tlirea foursome reels 1 " Sic iiirdum-dirdmn and 
810 din," on the award, to a atrathapey frae tha fiddle o' auld 
bUu' Hugh Lyndsay, the itineraat mueicianer, who was noways 
particular about the number of his etriugs, and when one, or 
even two snapped, used to play away at pretty much of the 
Bame tane with redoubled energy and variations. He had the 
true old Niel-Grow yell, and had he played on for ever, folk 
would have danced on for ever till they bad aU, one after the 
other, dropped down dead. Whtut ateps 1 

" Who will try me," cries Kit, " at lou p-the -harrows ? " " I 
will," qnoth Souple Tarn. The barrows are laid- — how many 
side by side we fear to say — for we have become aeneitive on 
our veracity — on a beaulifol piece of springy turf, an inclined 
plane with length aufB.eient for a run ; and while old and young- 
line both sides of the lane near th« loup, stript to the sark and 
the breeks, Souple Tam, as he fondly thinks, shows the way 
to win, and clears them all like a frog or a roebuck, " Clear 
the way, clear the way for the callant, Kit's comin 1 " cries 
Ebenezer Brackenrigg, the Elder, a douce man now, but a 
deovil in his youth, and like " a waff o' lichtnin' " past their 
een, Kit clears the barrows a foot beyond Souple Tam, and at 
the first fly is declared victor by acclamation. Oh, our unpro- 
phetic soul, did the day indeed dawn — many long years after 
this our earliest great conquest yet traditional in the parish — 
that ere nightfall witnessed our defeat by — a tailor ! The 
Flying Tailor of Ettrick — the Lying Shepherd thereof — would 
they had never been born — the one to triumph aud the other 
to record that triumph ;— yet let tib be just to the powers of 
our rival — for though all the world knows we were lame when 
we leapt him, long past our prime, had been wading all day in 
the Yarrow with some stones-weight in our creel, and allowed 
him a yard, 

" Great must I caU him, for he vanquish'd me." 
What a place at night was that Moor ! At night 1 That ia 

' a most indeterminate mode of expression, for there are nights 
of all sorts and sizes, and what kind of a night do we mean ? 
Not a mirk night, for no roan ever walked that moor on a mirk 
night, except one, and he, though blind-fou, waa drowned. 
But a night maybe dark without being mirk, with or without 

■ Btars ; and on many auch a uigbt have we, but not always 



[ 



428 BECREATIOSS OF CHKISTOPHEK KOKTE, 

alone — who was with us you shall never know — threaded our J 
way with no other clue than that of evolving recoil a ctiona, \ 
originally notices, acroea that wilderness of labyrintha, 
leaaly, yet at timea with a beating heart. Our companion, bad 
her clue too, one in her pocket, of blue worsted, with whicii 
she kept in repair all the stockings belonging to the femily, 
and one in her memory, of green ethereal sUk, which, finer far 
tlian any spider's web, she let out as she tript along the moor, 
and on her homeward way she felt, by some spiritual touch, 
the invisible lines, along which she relript as safely as if they 
had been moonbeams. During such journeyings we never aaw 
the mixir, how then can you expect us to describe it ? 

But oftener we were alone. Earthquakes abroad are dread- 
ful occurrences, and blot out the obituary. But here they are 
BO gentle that the heedless multitude never feel them, and 
on bearing you tell of them, tbey incredulously stare. That 
moor made no show of religion, but was a Quaker. We had 
but to stand still for five minutes or so, no easy matter then, 
for we were more restless than a wave, or to lie down with our 
ear to the ground, and the spirit was sure to move the old 
Quaker, who forthwith began to preach and pray and eiag 
Psalms. How he moaned at times as if his heart were break- 
ing I At times, as if some old forgotten sorrow were recalled, 
how he sighed I Then recovering his self-possession, as if to 
clear his voice, he gave a hem, and then a short nasty cough 
like a patient in a consumption. Now all was hush, and yon 
might have supposed he had fallen asleep, for in that hush yon 
heard what seemed an intermitting snore. When all at once, 
whew, whew, whew, as if he were whistling, accompanied with 
a strange rushing sound as of diving wings. That was in the 
air — but instantly after you heard something odder still in the 
bog. And while wondering, and of your wonder finding no 
end, the ground, which a moment before had felt firm aa a 
road, began to sbrink, and sink, and hesitate, and huny, and 
crumble, and mumble all around you, and close up to your j 
very feet — the quagmires gurgling as if choked — and a subte 
ranean voice distinctly articulating Oh ! Oh! Oh! 

We have heard of people who pretend not to believe i 
ghosts — g ol gists wh know how the world w^as created ; but 
will they explam that moor? And how happened it that only 
by nights a d d k n ghts it was so haunted ? Beneath a 
wakeful m n a d unwinking stars it was silent as a frozen, j 



your ^m 

; but 
■ only 
ath a 



OUR PARISH. 



w 

H wa. You listened then, and heard but the grass growiug, 
V and beautifiil grass it was, though it was called coarse, and 
made the sweetest- scented hay. What crowds of bum-bees' 
bikes — foggies— did the aoythe not reveal as it heaped np 
the heavy swathes — three hundred stone to the acre — by 
gnese, — for there was neither weighing nor measuring there 

» then-a-days, but all was in the lump— and there the rush- 
roped stacks stood all the winter tlirough, that they might be 
near the "eerie outlan' cattle," on places where cart-wheel 
never circled, nor axle-tree creaked — nor ever car of antique 
make trailed its low load along — for the horse would have 
been laired. We knew not then at all — and now we but im- 
perfectly know — the cause of the Beautiful. Then we believed 
the Beautifal to be wholly extern ; sometliing we had nothing 
to do with but to look at, and lo 1 it shone divinely ibere ! 
Happy creed if false— for in it, with holiest reverence, we 
•blamelessly adored the stars. There they were in miUions 
;»s we thought — every one brighter than another, when by 
chance we happened to fis on any individual among them, 
that we might look through its face into its heart. All above 
[■gloriously glittering, all below a blank. Our body here, our 
iBpirit there — how mean our birthplace, our death-home how 
magnificent I " Fear God and keep his commandments," said 
« small still voice — and we felt tha.t if He gave ns strength to 
obey that law, we should live for ever beyond all those stars. 
' But were there no Lochs in onr parish ? Yea. Four. The 
(Little Loch — the White Loch — the Black Loch — and the 
•Brother Loch. Not a tree on the banks of any one of them 
»— yet he had been a blockhead who called them bare. Had 
^ere been any need for trees. Nature would have sown them 
hOn hills she ho dearly loved. Nor sheep nor cattle were ever 
^heard to complain of those pastures. They bleated and they 
lowed as cheerily as the moorland birdies sang — and how 
oheerily that was nobody knew who had not often met the 
morning on the brae, and shaken hands with her the rosy- 
fingered like two familiar friends. No want of lown places 
tliere, in which the creatures could he with wool or hair un- 
ruffled among surrounding storms. For the hills had been 
dropt from the hollow of His hand who " tempers the wind to 
the shorn iamb " — and even high np, where you might see 
tempest- stricken stones — some of them like pillars — bat placed 
uct there by human art — there were cosy bii 
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weather, and some into which tlie anow was never koown to 
drift, g;reett all the winter through — perennial nests. Such 
was the nature of the region where lay our Four Lochs. They 
were some quarter of a mile — some half mile — and some 
whole mile — not more — asunder ; but there was no great 
height — and we have a hundred times climbed the highest — 
from which they could be all seen at once — so cannily were 
they embosomed, bo needed not to be embowered. 

The LiTTLR Loch was the rashiest and reediest little rascal 
that ever rustled, and he was on the very edge of the Moor. 
That he had Bsh we all persisted in believing, in epite of all 
the successless angling of all kinds that from time immemo- 
rial had assailed his sullen depths ; — but what a place for pow- 
heads I One continued bank of them — while yet they were 
but eyes in the spawn — encircled it instead of water-lilies; 
and at " the season of the year," by throwing in a few stones, 
you awoke a croaking that would have silenced a rookery. 
In the early part of tlie century a pike had been seen basking ' 
in the shallows, by eye-measurement about ten feet long — bet 
fortunately he had never been hooked, or the consequenceB 
would have been fatal. We have seen the Little Looh alive 
with wild-ducks ; but it was almost impossible by position to 
get a shot at them — and quite impossible, if you did, to gel 
bold of the slain. Fro himself — the best dog that ever dived 
— was baffled by the nmltiplicity of impediments and obstruc- 
tiona — and at last refused to take the water — sat down and 
howled in spiteful rage. Tet Imagination loved the Little 
Loch, and so did Hope. We have conquered it in sleep both 
with rod and gun— the weight of bag and basket has wakened 
ns ont of dreams of murder that never were realised — yet 
once, and once only, in it we caught an eel, which we skinned, 
and wore the shrivel for many a day round onr ankle — nor is 
it a vain superstition — to preserve it from sprains. We are 
willing the Little Loch should be drained ; but you would 
have to dig a fearsome trench, for it used to have no bottom. 
A party of u8 — six — ascertained that fact, by heaving into it 
a stone which six-and-thirty schoolboys of this degenerate 
age could not have lifted from its moss-bed — and though we 
watched for an hoar, not a biabble rose to the surface. It used 
sometimes to boil like a pot on breathless days, for event* 
happening in foreign countries disturbed the spring, and the 
torments it suffered thousands of fatboma below, were maid- 
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fested above in turbulence that would have drowned a achool- 
boy's akiff. 

The White Locji— so c U d f tl 1 and of ita 

Bhores — had likewise its ru h d dy b gs b t accesB to 
every part of the main body w nicnp d d d you waded 
into it, gradoaUy deeper a d d p w h b deliglitftd 
descent, that up to the arm p t d tb t th chin, you 
oouJd keep toucbing tlie d w tb y b g t , till you 
floated away off at the nail, o t fy d pth w tl foralittle 
while discovering that it w mb t y for sake of 

your personal safety, to tak t gul w g — and then 

how buoyant was the milk- w t w tb t wave but of 

your own creating, as the nppl w t 1 g way before 
your breast or your breath It w b I tely t clear — for 
without knitting your brow Id t t on bright 

airless days — and wondered wh t h d b m f t — when all 
at once, as if it had been tl t ry m m t ted out of 

nothing, there it was 1 endued with some novel beauty — for of 
all the lochs we ever knew — aod to be so simple too — the Whitfi 
Loch bad surely the greatest variety of espression, — bat all 
within the cheerfial — for sadneas was alien altogether from ita 
^irit, and the gentle Mere for ever wore a smile. Swans — 
but that was but once — our own eyes had seen on it — and 
were they wild or were they tame swans, certain it is they 
were great and glorious and lovely creatures, and whiter than 
*ny snow. No house was within eight, and they had nothing 
to fear — nor did they look afraid — sailing in the centre of the 
loob' — nor did we see them fly away — for we lay still on the 
bill-side till in the twilight we should not have known what 
tiiey were, and we left them there among the shadows seem- 
ingly asleep. In the morning they were gone, and perhaps 
jmalong love in some foreign land. 

The Black Loch was a strange Diisnomor for one bo fair — 
tor black we never saw him, except it might be for an hour or 
BO before thunder. If he really was a loch of colour tlie original 
taint had be6n washed out of him, and he might have shown 
his face among the purest waters of Europe, But then he was 
deep ; and knowing that, the natives had named him, in no 
■unnatural confusion of ideas, the Black Loch. We have seen 
irild-duck eggs five fathoms down so distinctly that we could 
•«imt them~and though that i.s n?t a bad dive, we have brought 
■ them up, one in our mouth and onii in each hand, the tenants 



I 



432 BECBEATXOSS Or CHRISTOPHER SORTH. 

or conrse dead — nor con we now conjectnre wliat sank them 
there ; but ornithologists see anacconutable sights, and they 
only who are not omithoIogiFits disbelieve Aaduboo and Wil- 
son. Two features had tlie BUck Looh which gave it to oar 
eyes a pre-eminence in heanty over the other three — a tongue 
of land that half-diii-ided it, and never on hot days was with- 
out some cattle grouped on its very point, and in among the 
water — and a oliff on which, though it was not very lofty, a 
pair of falcons had their nest. Yet is misty weather, when its 
liead was hidden, the shrill cry seeuied to come from a great 
height. There were some ruins too — tradition said of some 
chnroh or chapel — that had been ruins long before the estab- 
lishment of the Protestant faith. But they were somewhat 
remote, and likewise somewhat imaginary, for stones are found 
lying strangely distributed, and those looked to our eyes not 
like such as bnildore use, but to have been dropped there most 
probably from the moon. 

But the best beloved, if not the most beantiful, of them all 
was the Brotubk Loch. It mattered not what was his dis- 
position or genius, every one of us boys, however different 
might be our other tastes, preferred it far beyond the rest, aud 
for once that we visited any of them we visited it twenty times, 
nor ever once left it with disappointed hopes of enjoyment. 
It was the nearest, and therefore most within our power, bo 
that we could gallop to it on shank's naigie, well on in tie 
afternoon, and enjoy what seemed a kog day of delight, swift 
as flew the hours, before evening prayers. Yet was it remote 
enough to make us always feel that our race thiLher was not 
for every day — and we seldom returned homo without an 
adventure. It was the largest too by far of the Four — and 
indeed its area would have held the waters of all the reaU 
Then there was a oharm to oor heart as well as oui imagio*- 
tion in its name — for tradition assigned it on acoount of threfl 
brothers that perished in its waters — and the same name fi« 
the same reason belongs to many another loch — and to one 
pool on almost every river. But above all it was the Loch 
for angling, and we long kept to perch. What schools I Not 
that they were of a very large size — though pretty well — bat 
hundreds all nearly the same size gladdened onr hearts as they 
lay, at the close of our sport, in separate heaps on the greeB- 
Bward shore, more beautiful out of all sight than your silver or 
golden fishes in a glass-vase, where one appears to be twenty, 
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Kn<] the delusive voracity is all for a single cmmb. No bait 
BO killing as cowsliairn-mauks, fresh from Iheii native bed, 
cooped out with the thumb. He must have been a dear 
friend to whom in a scarcity, by the water-eide, when tlie 
corka were dipping, we would have given a maak. No pike. 
Therefore the troat were allowed to gain their natural size — 
and that seemed to be abont five pounds — adolescents notmi- 
frequent swam two or three — and you seldom or never saw the 
smaller fry. But few were the days " good for the Brother 
Looh," Perch rarely failed you, for by perseverance you were 
sure to fall in with one circum natatory school or other, and to 
do murderous work among them with the mauk, from the 
schoolmaster himself inclusive down to the little booby of 
the lowest form. Not so with Trout. We have angled ten 
hours a-day for half a-week (during the vaoance), without 
ever getting a single liae, nor could even that be called bad 
sport, for we lived in momentary expectation, mingled with 
fear, of a monster. Better far from sunrise to sunset never to 
move a fin, than oh 1 me miserable 1 t-o hook a huge hero with 
shoulders like a bog — play him till he comes floating aide up 
close to the shore, and then to feel the feckless fly leave his 
lip and begin gamboling in the air, while he wallops away 
back into bis native element, and sinks utterly and for ever- 
more into the dark profound. Life loses at such a moment all 
that makes life desirable — yet strange 1 tlie wretch lives on — 
and has not tlie heait to drown himselti as he wrings his bands 
and curses his lot and the day he was bom. But, thank 
Heaven, that ghastly fit of fancy is gone by, and we imagine 
one of those dark, scowling, gusty, almost tempestuous days, 
"prime for the Brother Loch," No glare or glitter on the 
water, no reflection of fleecy clouds, but a black-blue un- 
dulating swell, at times turbulent — with now and then a 
breaking wave, — that was the weather in which the giants 
fed, showing their backs like dolphins within a fathom of the 
shore, and sucking iu the red heckle among your very feet. 
Not an insect in the air, yet then the fly was all tlie rage, 
Tiiis is a mystery, for you could do nothing with tlie worm. 
Ob 1 that we had then known the science of the spinning 
minnow ! But we were then but an apprentice — who are 
now Emeritus Grand Master. Yet at this distance of time — 
half a century and more — it is impious to repine. Gut wa* 
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not always lo be got ; and on Buch days a three-baired buooJ 
<lid tbe busineBB — for tbey were bold as lions, andrasblymsbed 
on death. Tbe gleam of tbe yellow- worsted body with star-y- 
pointed tail maddened tbem -witb deiire — no dallying with the 
gay deceiver — they licked him in — they gorged him — and 
while satiating their passion got involved in inextricable fate. 
Toa have seen a single stroug horae ploughing up-hill. How 
ho sets his brisket to it — and Booovea aloug — as the furrows 
fall in beautiful regularity from the gliding share. So snooved 
along the Monarch of the Mere — or the heir-apparent — or heir- 
presumptive — or some other branch of tbe royal family — while 
our line kept steadily cutting the waves, and our rod encloaing 
some new segment of tbe sky. 

But many another pastiuie we porsoed upon those pastoral 
hills, for even angling has its due measurej and unless that 
be preserved, the passion wastes itself into lassitude, or waies 
into disease. "I would not angle al way," thinks the wise 
boy — " off to some otlier game we altogether flew." Never were 
there such bills for bare and hounds. There couched many a 
puHsy — and there Bob Howie's famous Tickler — the Grew of 
all Grews — first stained his flews in the blood of the Fur. 
But there ia no coursing between April and October — and 
during the intervening months we used to have many a bunt 
on foot, without dogs, after tbe leverets. We all belonged to 
the High School indeed, and here was its playground. Cricket 
we had then never heard of; but there was ample room and 
verge enough for football. Our prime delight, however, was 
the chase. We were all in perpetual training, and in such 
wind that tliere were no bellows to mend after a flight of miles. 
We circled tlie Lochs. Plashing through the marishes we 
strained winding up the bill-sides, till on the cairn called a 
beacon that crowned the loftiest summit of the raoge, we 
stood and waved defiance to our pursuers scattered wide and 
far below, for 'twas a Doer Hunt. Then we became cavaliers. 
We cangbt the loiig-maned acd long-tailed colts, and motmting 
bare-backed, with rush belmets and segg sabrea charged the 
nowte till the stirks were scattered, and the lowing lord of 
herds himself taken captive, as he stood pawing in a nook 
with hia nose to the ground and eyes of fire. That was the 
riding-school in which we learned to witch the world with 
noble horsemanship. We thus got confirmed in that fine, 
•aaj, un CODS trained, natun\\ seat, \'i\v\c\i ^e "iacried with us 




OUB PARISH. 



into {be saddle when we wera required to h&ndle tli« bridte 
LtiBlead of tbe loiine. 'Tis right to hold on bj the knees, bat 
equally so to bold oa by the calves of tbe legs and the beeb. 
The luodem ejEtem of turning out tbe toes, and stickiiig oot 
tbe legs as if they were cork or tiDiber, is at odoo dongerotiB 
and ridiculous ; hence in our cavalry the men got unborsetl in 
every charge. On pony-back "we used to make the soles of 
our feet smack together below tbe belly, for quadruped and 
biped were both unshod, and hoof needed no iron on that 
stoneless sward. But tbe biggest fun of all was to " gnip 
the auld mare," and ride her sextuple, tbe tallest boy sitting 
on iJie neck, and tbe shortest on the rump with his face to iba 
tail, and holding on by that fundamental feature by wbicb tlm 
urchin tooled ber along as by a tiller. How tbe silly fad 
whinnied, as with light- gathered steps he accompanied in 
circles bis populous parent, and seemed almost to donbt hw 
identity, till one by one we slipped off over ber hurdies, and 
let bim take a suck ! But what comet is yon in the sky — 
" with fear of change perplexing mallards?" A Flying Dra- 
gon. Of many degrees is bis tail, with a tuft like that of 
Taurus terrified by the sudden entrance of tlio Sun into his 
sign. Up goes Sandy Donald's rusty and rirrJess beaver as a 
messenger to tbe Celestial. He obeys, and stooping his bead, 
descends with many diverse divings, and buries his beak in 
tbe earth. The feather kite quails and is cowed by liim of 
paper, and there is a scampering of cattle on a hundred hills. 

Tbe Brother Locb saw annually another sight, \then on tbe 
Green-Brae was pitched a Tent — a snow-white Pyramid, 
gathering to itself all the sunshine. There lords and ladies^ 
and knights and squires, celebrated Old May-day, and half 
tbe parish flocked to the Festival. The Earl of "Eglintoun, 
and Sir Michael Shaw Stewart, and old Sir John of PoUoo, 
and Pollock of that Ilk, and other heads of illustrious bouses, 
with their wives and daughtei's, a beautiful show, did not dis- 
dain them of low degree, hut kept open table in tbe moor ; and 
would you believe it, high-born youths and maidens ministered 
at tbe board to cottage lads and lasses, whose sunburnt faces 
hardly dared to smile, under awe of that courtesy — yet when- 
ever they looked up there was happiness in their eyes. The 
young ladies were all arrayed in green ; and after tlie feast, 
they took bows and arrows in tbeir lily bands, and shot at a 
target in a style that would have gladdened the heart of Maid 
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MariaD — nay, of Hobin himself; — and one surpaaaing bright — 
the Star of Ayr — she held a hawk on her wrist — a tercel 
gentle — after the faahion of the olden time ; and ever ae she 
moved her arm yon heard the chiming of silver bells. And 
her brother— gay and gallant as Sir Tristrem — he blew hia 
tasseled bugle — ao sweet, bo pnre, bo wild the mnsic, that 
when he ceased to breathe, the far-off repeated echoes, faint 
and dim, yon thought died away in heaven like an angel's 

Waa it not a Paragon of a Parish ? But we have not told 
yon one half of its charms. There waa a charm in eveiy nook 
— and Youth was the master of the spell. Small magicians 
were we in size, but we were great in might. We had but to 
open our eyes in the morning, and at one look all nature was 
beautiful. We have said nothing about the Burns, The 
chief waa the Yearn — endearingly called the Humbie, from a 
farm near the Manse, and belonging to the minister. Its 
chief aource was, we believe, the Brother Loch. But it 
whimpled with auch an infantine voice from the lucid bay, 
which then knew nor Bluioe nor dam, that for a while it was 
scarcely even a rill, and you had to seek for it among the 
heather. In doing bo, ten to one some brooding birdie 
fluttered off her neat — but not till your next step would have 
crushed them all — or perhaps — ^but be had no nest there — a 
snipe. There it is — betrayed by a line of livelier verdure. 
Ere long it sparkled within banks of its own and "braea of 
green bracken," and aa yon footed along, shoals of minnows, 
and perhaps a small trout or two, brastled away to the other 
side of the shallow, and hid themselves in the shadows. 'Tia 
a pretty rill now— nor any longer mute ; and jou hear it mur- 
mur. It has acquired confidence on its couree, and has 
formed itself into ita first pool — a waterfall, three feet high, 
with its own tiny rocks, and a single birk — no, it is a rowan 
— too young yet to bear berries — else might a child pluck the 
highest cluster. Imperceptibly, inseuaibly, it grows just like 
life. The Bum is now in his boyhood ; and a bold, bright boy 
he is — dancing and singing — nor heeding which way he goes 
along the wild, any moi'e than that wee roay-cheeked, flaxen- 
headed girl seems to heed, who drops you a curtsy, and on 
being asked by you, with your hand on Ler hair, where she is 
going, answers wi' a soft Scottish accent — ah 1 how aweet — 
"Owre the hill to see my Mithex." l« that ahouse? No — a 
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fatild. For this is the Washing-PooL Look around you, and 
you never saw such perfectly white sheep. They are Cheviots; 
for the black-facee are on the higher hills to the north of the 
moor. We see a few rigs of flaa — and " lint is in tlio bell " — 
the steeping whereof will sadly annoy the bit bumie, but poor 
people mast spin — and as this is not the season, we will think 
of nothing that can pollute his limpid waters. Symptoms of 
husbandry 1 Potato-shaws lusuriating on lazy-beds, and a 
small field with alternate rigs of oats and barley. Yes, tliat 
is a house — "an auld clay bigging," — in such Bobin Buma 
was bom — in such was rocked the cradle of Pollok, We 
think we hear two separate liquid voices — and we are righ^— 
for from the flats beyond Floak, and away towards Kingswells, 
comes another yet wilder bumie, and they meet in one at the 
head of what yoa would probably call a meadow, but which 
we call a holm. There seems to be more arable land here- 
abouts than a stranger could have any idea of; but it is a long 
time since tlie ploughshare traced those almost obliterated 
furrows on the hill-side ; and such cultivation is now wisely 
confined, jou observe, to the lower lands. We fear the 
Yearn — for that is his name now — heretofore be was anony- 
mous — is about to get flat. But we must not grudge him 
a slumber or a sleep among the saughs, lulled by the mur- 
mur of millions of humble-bees — we speak within bounds — 
on their honied flowerage. We are confusing the seasons, 
for a few minutes ago we spoke of " lint being in the beU ; " 
but in imagination's dream bow sweetly do the seasons 
all slide into one another 1 After sleep comes play, and see 
and hear now how the merry Yearn goes tumbling over rocks, 
nor will rest in any one linn, but impatietit of each beauti- 
ful prison in which one would think he might He a willing 
thrall, hurries on as if he were racing against time, nor casta 
a look at the human dwellings now more frequent near his 
sides. But he will be stopped by-and-by, whether he will or 
no ; for there, if wo be not much mistaken, there is a mill. 
But the wheel is at rest — 'the sluice on the lade is down — 
with the lade he has nothing more to do than to fill it; and 
with undiminished volume he wends round the miller's garden 
— yon see Dusty Jacket is a florist — and now is hidden in a 
dell; but a dell without any rocks. 'Tis bat some hundred 
yards across from bank to brae — and as you angle along ou 
either side, the sheep and lambs are bleating high overhead ; 
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for thougb the brneB are stefip, tliey are all intersected with 
sheep-walks, and ever and anon aiuong the broom and the 
brackens are little platfonne of close-nibbled greensward, yet 
not baro-'aiid nowhere else is the pasturage more succulent 
— nor do the young creatures not care to taste tlie primroses, 
though were they to live ectirely upon them, they could not 
keep down tlie profusion — so thickly studded iu places are the 
constellations — among sprinklings of single stars. Here the 
hill-blaokbird builds — and here you know why Scotland is 
called the lintie's land. What bird lilts like the lintwliite? 
The lark alone. But here there are no larks — a iittle further 
down and you will bear oue ascending or descending over 
almost every field of grass or of the tender braird. Down the 
dell before you, flitting from stone to stone, on short flight 
seeks the water-pyet — seemingly a witless creature with its 
bonnie white breast ^ — to wile you away from tbe crevice, even 
ivithin tlie waterfall, that holds its yoong — or with a cock of 
her tail she dips and disappears. There is grace in the 
glancing sandpiper — nor, though somewhat fautasticftl, is the 
water-wagtail inelegant — either belie or beau — an outlandish 
bird that mates himself at home wherever he goes, and, vain 
as be looks, is contented if but one admire him in a solitary 
place — though it is true that we have seen them in half- 
dozena on the midden in frant of tha cottage door. The blue 
slip of sky overhead bas been gradually widening, and the dell 
is done. Is that snow ? A bieachfield. Lasses can bleach 
their own linen on the green near the pool, " atween twa 
flowery braes," as Allan has so sweetly sung, in liia truly 
Scottish pastoral "The Gentle Shepherd." But even they could 
not well do \vithoiit bleachfields on a larger scale, else dingy 
would be their smocka and their wedding-sheets. Therefore 
there is beauty in a bieachfield, and in none more than in 
Bell's- Meadows. But where is the Burn ? They have stolen 
him out of his bed, and, alasl nothing but stones I Gather up 
your fliea, and away down to yonder grove. There he is like 
one risen from the dead ; and how joyful his resurrection 1 
AI! tlie way from tbis down to the Biigg o' Hnmbie the 
anghng is admirable, and the bum has become a stream. Yon 
wade now through longer grass — sometimes even up to the 
knees; and half-forgetting pastoral life, you ejaculate "Speed 
the plough 1 " Whitewashed houses — but still thatched — look 
dowit on you from among tvees, t\ial eUeltet them in front ; 
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wLile behind is an encampment of stacks, and on each side a 
line of oEScea, so that they are snag in every wind that blows. 
The Anld Brigg is gone, which iB a pity ; for thongh the tnjn 
was perilous sharp, time had go coloured it that iu a sunny 
shower we have mistaken it for & rainbow. That's Humbie 
House, God bless it ! and tliough we cannot here with our 
bodily sense see the Manse, with our spiritual eye we can see 
it anywhere. Ay 1 there is the cock on the Kitk-spire 1 
The wind we see has shifted to tlie south ; and ere wo reach 
the Cart, we shall have to stuff our pockets. The Cartl — ay, 
the river Cart — not that on which pretty Paisley stands, but 
tho Black Cart, beloved by us chiefly ibr sake of Cath-Cart 
Castle, which, when a collegian at Glasgow, we visited every 
Play-Friday, and deepened the ivy on its walls with our first 
sombre dreams. The scenery of the Yearn becomes even 
sylvan now ; and though still sweet its murmurs to our ear, 
they no longer sink into our bea-rts. So let it mingle with 
the Cart, and the Cart with the Clyde, and the Clyde widen 
away in all his majesty, till the river becomes a firth, and the 
firth the sea ; — but we shut our eyes, and relapse into the 
vision that showed us the solitary region dearest to oiir ima- 
gination and our hearts, and opening them on completion of 
the charm that works within the spirit when no daylight is 
there, rejoice to find ourselves again sole-sitting on the Green- 
Brae above the Brother Loch. 

Such is an off-hand picture of Our Parish — pray give as 
one of yours, that both may gain by comparison. But is ours 
a true picture ? True as Holy Writ — false as any ficHon in an 
Arabian tale. How is this ? Perception, memory, imagina- 
tion, are all moods — states of mind. But mind, as we said 
before, is one substance, and matter another ; and mind never 
deals with matter without metamorphosing it like a mytholo- 
gist Thus truth and falsehood, reality and fiction, become 
all one and the same ; for they are eo essentially blended, 
that we defy you to show what is biblical — what apocryphal 
— and what pure romance. How we transpose and dislocate 
while we limn in aerial colours ! Where tree never grew we 
drop it down centuries old — or we tear out the gnarled oak 
by the roots, and steep what was once his shadow in sunshine 
— hills sink at a touch, oral a heck mountains rise ; yet amidst 
all those fluctuations the spirit of the place remains the same ; 
for in that soirit has imagination all along been working, and 
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boon nature smiles on her son as he imitates her creataons — 
but " hers are heavenly, his an empty dream," 

Where lies Our Parish, and what is its name ? Seek, and 
you will find it either in Kenfrewshire, or in Utflpia, or in the 
Moon. As for its name, men call it the ^Kleams. M'Culloch, 
the great Glasgow painter — and in Scotland he has no superior 
— will perhaps accompany you to what once was the Moor. 
All the Four Lochs, we understand, are there still ; but the 
Little Loch transmogrified into an ausiliar appurtenance to 
some cursed Wark — the Brother Loch much exhausted by 
daily drains upon him by we know not what wretch — the 
White Loch larched — and the Black Loch of a ghastly blue, 
cruelly cultivated all close round the brim. From his moor 

" The parting genius is with dgbing sent ; " 

but sometimes, on blear-eyed days, he is seen disconaolat^ly 
sitting in some yet mossy spot among the ruins of bis ancient 
reign. That painter has studied the aspect of the Old 
Foriorn, and has shown it more than once on bits of canvass 
not a foot long ; and such pictnres will survive after the 
Ghost of the Qeuius has bade farewell to the rained solitudes 
he had haunted ever since the flood, or been laid beneath the 
yet unprofaned Green-Brae, above the Brother Loch, whence 
we devoutly trust be will re-isaue, though ages may have to 
elapse, to see all his quagmires in their primeval glory, and 
all his hags more hideously beantifhl, as they yawn back 
again into their former selves, frowning over the burial in 
their bottoms of all the har^'ests that had dared to ripen above 
their heads. 
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